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A DARK NIGHT'S WORK. 



CHAPTER I. 

IN the county town of a certain shire there lived ^about forty 
years ago) one Mr. Wilkins, a conveyancing attorney of 
consideral^e standing. 

The certain shire was bat a small county, and the principal 
town in it contained only about fovar thousand inhabitants ; so 
in saying that Mr. Wilkins was the principal lawyer in Hamley, 
I say very little, unless I add that he transacted all the legal 
business of the gentry for twenty miles round. His grandfather 
had established the connection ; his father bad consolidated and 
strengthened it, and, indeed, by his wise and upright conduct, 
as well as by his professional skill, had obtained for himself the 
position of confidential friend to many of the sunrounding 
families of distinction. He visited among them in a way which 
no mere lawyer had ever done before ; dined at their tables — he 
alone, not accompanied by his wife, be it observed ; rode to the 
meet occasionally as if by accident, although he was as well 
mounted as any squire among them, and was often persuaded 
(after a little coquetting about " professional engagements," and 
"being wanted at the office ") to have a run with his clients ; 
nay, once or twice he forgot his usual caution, was first in at the 
death, and rode home with the brush. But in general be knew 
his place ; as his place was held to be in that aristocratic county, 
and in those days. Nor let it be supposed that he was in any 
way a toad-eater. He respected himself too much for that. He 
would give the most unpalatable advice, if need were ; would 
counsel an unsparing reduction of expenditure to an extravagant 
man- ; would recommend such an abatement of family pride as 
paved the way for one or two happy marriages in some instances % 
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8 A DARK NIGHT'S WORK. 

nay, what was the most likely piece of conduct of all to give 
offence forty yean ago, be would speak up for an imjustly-nsed 
tenant ; and that with so much temperate and weU-timed wisdom 
and good feeling, that be more than once gained his point He 
had one son, Edward. This boy was the secret joy and pride of 
his father's heart. For himself be was not in the least auditions, 
but it did cost him a bard struggle to acknowledge that his own 
business was too lucrative, and brought in too large an income, 
to pass away into the bands of a stranger, as it would do if he 
indulged his ambition for his son by giving him a college educa- 
tion and making him into a barrister. This determination on 
the more prudent side of the argument took place while Edward 
was at Eton. The lad had, perhaps, the largest allowance of 
pocket-money of any boy at school ; and he had always looked 
/orward to going to Christ Church along with his fellows, the 
sons of the squires, his Other's employers. It was a severe mor- 
tification to him to find that his destiny was changed, and that 
he had to return to Hamley to be articled to his father, and to 
assume the hereditary subservient position to lads whom he had 
licked in the playgrotmd, and beaten at learning. 

His father tried to compensate him for the disappointment by 
every indulgence which money could purchase. Eidward's horses 
were even finer than those of his father ; his literary tastes were 
kept up and fostered, by his father's permission to form an ex- 
tensive library, for which purpose a noble room was added to 
Mr. Wilkins's already extensive house in the suburbs of Hamley. 
And after his year of legal study in London his father sent him 
to make the grand tour, with something very like carte blanche 
as to expenditure, to judge from the packages which were sent 
home from various parts of the Continent. 

At last he came home-— came back to settle as his father's 
partner at Hamley. He was a son to be proud of, and right 
down proud was old Mr. Wilkins of his handsome, accomplished, 
gentlemanly lad. For Edward was not one to be spoilt by the 
course of indulgence he had passed through ; at least, if it had 
(lone him an injury, the effects were at present hidden from view. 
He had no vulgar vices ; he was, indeed, rather too refined for 
the society he was likely to be thrown into, even supposing that 
society to consist of the highest of his father's employers. He 
was well read, and on artist of no mean pretensions. Above all, 
" his heart was in the right place," as his father used to observe. 
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Nothing could exceed the deference he always showed to him. 
His mother had long been dead. 

' I do not know whether it was Edward's own ambition or his 
proud father's wishes that had led him to attend the Hamley 
assemblies. I should conjecture the latter, for Bklward had of 
himself too much good taste to wish to intrude into any society. 
In the opinion of all the shire, no society had more reason to 
consider itself select than that which met at every full moon in 
the Hamley assembly-room, an excrescence built on to the 
principal inn in the town by the joint subscription of all the 
county families. Into those choice and mysterious precincts no 
town's person was ever allowed to enter ; no professional man 
might set his foot therein ; no infantry officer saw the interior of 
that ball or that card room. The old original subscribers 
would fain have had a man prove his sixteen quarterings before 
he might make his bow to the queen of the night ; but the old 
original founders of the Hamley assemblies were dropping off ; 
minuets had vanished with them, country dances had died away ; 
quadrilles were in high vogue — nay, one or two of the high 

magnates of shire were trying to introduce waltzing, as they 

had seen it in London, where it had come in with the visit of 
the allied sovereigns, when Edward Wilkins made his d^du^ 
on theSe boards. He had been at many splendid assemblies 
abroad, but still the little old ball>room attached to the George 
Inn in his native town was to him a place grander and more 
awful than the most magnificent saloons he had seen in Paris 
or Rome. He laughed at himself for this unreasonable feeling 
of awe ; but there it was notwithstanding. He had been dining 
at the house of one of the lesser gentry, who was under con- 
siderable obligations to his father, and who was the parent of 
eight "muckle-moo'd" daughters, so hardly likely to oppose 
much aristocratic resistance to the elder Mr. Wilkins's clearly 
implied wish that Edward should be presented at the Hamley 
assembly-rooms. But many a squire glowered and looked black 
at the introduction of Wilkins the attorney's son into the sacred 
precincts ; and perhaps there would have been much more mor- 
tification than pleasure in this assembly to the young man, had 
it not been for an incident that occurred pretty late in the 
evening. The lord-lieutenant of the county usuallY caxaaHoi^ 
a large party to the Hamley assembWes otvct \w ^^«asKscv\ -mx^ 
this night he was expected, and Yr\\\ib\m ^ i;\a\x\awiJXJvs. es^sSosss* 
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and her daughters. But time wore oo» and they did not make 
their appearance. At last there was a rustling and a bustling, 
and in sailed the superb party. For a few minutes dancing was 
stopped ; the earl led the duchess to a sofa ; some of their ac- 
quaintances came up to speak to them ; and then the quadrilles 
were finished in rather a flat manner. A country dance followed, 
in which none of the lord-lieutenant's party joined ; then there 
was a consultation, a request, an inspection of the dancers, a 
message to the orchestra, and the band struck up a waltz ; the 
duchess's daughters flew off to the music, and some more young 
ladies seemed ready to follow, but, alas 1 there was a lack oi 
gentlemen acquainted with the new-fashioned dance. One ol 
the stewards bethought him of young WUkins, only just returned 
from the Continent. Edward was a beautiful dancer, and 
waltzed to admiration. For his next partner he had one ol 

the Lady s ; for the duchess, to whom the ——shire squires 

and their little county politics and contempts were alike un- 
kno\^'n, saw no reason why her lovely Lady Sophy should 
not have a good partner, whatever his pedigree might be, and 
begged the stewards to introduce Mr. Wilkins to her. After 
this night his fortune was made with the young ladies of the 
Hamley assemblies. He was not impopular with the mammas ; 
but the heavy squires still looked at him askance, and tile heirs 
(whom he had licked at Eton) called him an upstart behind 
his back. 



-K- 



CHAPTER II. 

It was not a satisfactory situation. Mr. Wilkins had given his 
son an education and tastes beyond his position. He could not 
associate with either profit or pleasiure with the doctor or the 
brewer of Hamley ; the vicar was old and deaf, the curate a 
raw young man, half frightened at the sound of his own voice. 
Then, as to matrimony— for the idea of his marriage was hardly 
more present in Edward's mind than in that of his father — he 
could scarcely fancy bringing home any one of the young ladies 
of Hamley to the elegant mansion, so full of suggestion and 
association to an educated person, so inappropriate a dwelling 
for an ignorant, uncouth, ill-brought-up girl. Yet Edward 
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was foUy aware, if his Tond lather was not, thai of all ibe 
young ladlej wbo were glad enough of him as a partner at the 
Hamley satemblies, there was not one of tbem but would have 
con^dered henelf aETroated by ao offer of marriage fronj aa 
attorney, the son and grandson of attorneys. The young man 
had perhaps received many a slight and moitilication pretty 
quietly during Ibese years, which yel told upon bis character 
ia after life. Even at ihis very time they were having their 
dfect. He was of too sweet a disposition to show resentment, 
as many men would have done. But nevertheless be took a 
secret pleasure in the power which his father's money gave him. 
He would buy an expensive borse after five luinutea' conversa- 
tion as to the price, about which a needy heir of one of the 
proud county families bad been haggling foi three weeks. His 
dogs were from the best kennels in England, no matter al what 
coat ; his guns were the newest and most improved riuUce i and 
all these were expenses on objects which were among these of 
daily envy to tlie squires and squires' sons around. They did 
not much care for the treasures of ait, which report said were 
being accumulated in Mr. Wilkins's bouse. But they did covet 
the boises and bounds he possessed, and the young man knew 
that Ibey coveted, and rejoiced in it, 

By-and-by he formed a marriage, which went as near as 
marriages ever do towards pleasing everybody. He was 
desperately in love with Miss Lamotte, bo be was delighted 
when she consented to be his wife. His father was delighted 
in hit delight, and, besides, was charmed to remember that 
Mi» Uuootte's mother had been Sir Frank Holster's younger 
sister, aiid ihu> although her mairiage had been disowned by 
her family, as beneath her in tank, yet no one could ef&tee her 
mow out of tbe BoroDetage, where Leitice, youngest daughter 
of Sir Mark Holster, born 177a, married H. Lamoile, 1799, 
died 1810, WHS duly chronicled. She had left two children, 
a boy and a girl, of whom their uncle. Sir Frank, look charge, 
as iheir father was worae than dead — an outlaw whose name 
wu nerer mentiontd. UMk Umotte was in (be army ; Lettice 
-- . - ■ j^amily: nolinieniionally 

ApwEasary by circtun- 
n the fedvDf^ ^^ 
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As Mr. Wilkins well knew, Sir Frank was considerably in- 
volved ; but it was with very mixed feelings that he listened 
to the suit which would provide his penniless niece with a 
comfortable, not to say luxurious, home, and with a handsome, 
accomplished young man of unblemished character for a hus- 
band. He said one or two bitter and insolent things to Mr. 
Wilkins, even while he was giving his consent to the match ; 
that was his temper, his proud, evil temper ; but he really and 
permanently was satisfied with the connection, though he would 
occasionally turn round on his nephew-in-law, and sting him 
with a covert insult, as to his want of birth, and the inferior 
position which he held, forgetting, apparently, that his own 
brother-in-law and Lettice's father might be at any moment 
brought to the bar of justice if he attempted to re-enter his 
native country. 

Edward was annoyed at all this ; Lettice resented it. She 
loved her husband dearly, and was proud of him, for she had 
discernment enough to see how superior he was in every way to 
her cousins, the young Holsters, who borrowed his horses, 
drank his wines, and yet had caught their father's habit of 
sneering at his profession. Lettice wished that Edward would 
content himself with a purely domestic life, would let himself 

drop out of the company of the shire squirearchy, and find 

his relaxation with her, in their luxurious library, or lovely 
drawing-room, so full of white gleaming statues, and gems of 
pictures. But, perhaps, this was too much to expect of any 
man, especially of one who felt himself fitted in many ways to 
shine in society, and who was social by nature. Sociality in 
that county at that time meant conviviality. Edward did not 
care for wine, and yet he was obliged to drink— and by-and-by 
he grew to pique himself on his character as a judge of wine. 
His father by this time was dead ; dead, happy old man, with 
a contented heart — ^his affairs flourishing, his poorer neighbours 
loving him, his richer respecting him, his son and daughter-in- 
law, the most affectionate and devoted that ever man had, and 
his healthy conscience at peace with his God. 

Lettice could have lived to herself and her husband and 
children. Edward daily required more and more the stimulus 
of society. His wife wondered how he could care to accept 
dinner invitations from people who treated him as "Wilkins 
the attorney, a very good sort of fellow," as they introduced 
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him to strangers who might be staying in the country, but who 
had no power to appreciate the taste, the talents, the impulsive 
artistic nature which she held so dear. She forgot that by 
accepting such invitations Edward was occasionally brought 
into contact with people not merely of high conventional, but 
of high intellectual rank ; that when a certain amount of- wine 
had dissipated his sense of inferiority of rank and position, he 
was a brilliant talker, a man to be listened to and admired even 
by wandering London statesmen, professional diners-out, or 
any great authors who might find themselves visitors in a 

shire coimtry-house. What she would have had him share 

from the pride of her heart, she should have warned him to 
avoid from the temptations to sinful extravagance which it led 
him into. He had begun to spend more than he ought, not in 
intellectual — though that would. have been wrong — ^but in purely 
sensual things. His wines, his table, should be such as no 
squire's piu^e or palate could command. His dinner-parties — 
small in number, the viands rare and delicate in quality, and 
sent up to table by an Italian cook — should be such as even 
the London stars should notice with admiration. He would 
have Lettice dressed in the richest materials, the most delicate 
lace; jewellery, he said, was beyond their means; glancing 
with proud humility at the diamonds of the elder ladies, and 
the alloyed gold of the younger. But he managed to spend as 
much on his wife's lace as would have bought many a set of 
inferior jewellery. Lettice well became it all. If, as people 
said, her father had been nothing but a French' adventurer, she 
bore traces of her nature in her grace, her delicacy, her fascinat- 
ing and elegant ways of doing all things. She was made for 
society ; and yet she hated it. And one day she went out of 
it altogether and for evermore. She had been well in the 
morning when Edward went down to his office in Hamley. At 
noon he was sent for by hurried trembling messengers. When 
he got home breathless and uncomprehending, she was past 
speech. One glance from her lovely loving black eyes showed 
that she recognised him with the passionate yearning that had 
been one of the characteristics of her love through hfe. There 
was no word passed between them. He could not speak, any 
more than could she. He knelt down by her, SVv't ^-ask ^\cc^\ 
she was dead ; and he knelt on immovaiAe. TY«?j >atci>a."^v\vv«v 
bis eldest child, Ellinor, in utter despaxt viYvaX \o ^'a*'^^ ^^^^^ '^'^ 
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1 6 A DARK night's WORK. 

watch him up the lane, now hidden behind a hedge, now re- 
appearing through an open space, again out of sight, till he 
reached a great old beech-tree, where for an instant more she 
saw him. And then she would turn away with a sigh, some- 
times reassuring her unspoken fears by saying softly to herself — 

•• He will come again to-night." 

Mr. Wilkins liked to feel his child dependent on him for all 
her pleasures. He was even a little jealous of any one who 
devised a treat or conferred a present, the first news of which 
did not come from or through him. 

At last it was necessary that Ellinor should have some more 
instruction than her good old nurse could give. Her father did 
not care to take upon himself the office of teacher, which he 
thought he foresaw would necessitate occasional blame, an occa- 
sional exercise of authority, which might possibly render him 
less idolised by his little girl ; so he commissioned Lady Holster 
to choose out one among her many protigies for a governess to 
his daughter. Now, Lady Holster, who kept a sort of amateur 
county register-office, was only too glad to be made of use in 
this way ; but when she inquired a little further as to the sort of 
person required, all she could extract from Mr. Wilkins was — 

"You know the kind of education a lady should have, and 
will, I am sure, choose a governess for Ellinor better than I 
could direct you. Only, please, choose some one who will not 
marry me, and who will let Ellinor go on making my tea, and 
doing pretty much what she likes, for she is so good they need 
not try to make her better, only to teach her what a lady should 
know." 

Miss Monro was selected — a plain, intelligent, quiet woman 
of forty — and it was difficult to decide whether she or Mr. 
Wilkins took the most pains to avoid each other, acting with 
regard to KUinor, pretty much like the famous Adam and Eve 
in the weather-glaits : when the one cnmc out the other went in. 
Miss Monro had been toMMcd nbout and overworked quite enough 
in her life not to vitlu« \\w privllcgo nnd indulgence of her even- 
ings to herxclf, hrr conifortnt))** Hchoolroom, her quiet cosy teas, 
her book, or her Ipllrr-wHtlnx nfttirwdrdN. By mutual agree- 
ment nhtt did nr)l JHtrrfpm with Klllnor nnd her ways and 
occupfttlonn on ihf^ tivttfilntj«» wh^ti Ihti girl Imd not her father 
for compttnlon ; wii't Ihpw o««r*n.«>loii9 bronmn more and more 
froqvitint mi ymr«* |m«»«»ed oh, wtid ihp drrp nhndow was lightened 
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which the sudden death that had visited his household had cast 
over him. As I have said before, he was always a popular man 
at dinner-parties. His amount of intelligence and accomplish- 
ment was rare in shire, and if it required more wine than 

formerly to bring his conversation up to the desired point of 
range and brilliancy, wine was not an article spared or grudged 
at the county dinner-tables. Occasionally his business took 
him up to London. Hurried as these journeys might be, he 
never returned without a new game, a new toy of some kind, 
to "make home pleasant to his little maid," as he expressed 
himself. 

He liked, too, to see what was doing in art, or in literature ; 
and as he gave pretty extensive orders for anything he admired, 
he was almost sure to be followed down to Hamley by one or 
two packages or parcels, the arrival and opening of which 
began soon to form the pleasant epochs in EUinor's grave 
though happy life. 

The only person of his own standing with whom Mr. Wilkins 
kept up any intercourse in Hamley was the new clergyman, a 
bachelor, about his own age, a learned man, a fellow of his 
college, whose first claim on Mr. Wilkins's attention was the 
fact that he had been travelling-bachelor for his university, and 
had consequently been oii the Continent about the very same 
two years that Mr. Wilkins had been there; and although 
they had never met, yet they had many common acquaintances 
and common recollections to talk over of this period, which, 
after all, had been about the most bright and hopeful of Mr. 
Wilkins's life. 

Mr. Ness had an occasional pupil ; that is to say, he never 
put himself out of the way to obtain pupils, but did not refuse 
the entreaties sometimes made to him that he would prepare a 
young man for college, by allowing the said young man to 
reside and read with him. "Ness's men" took rather high 
honours, for the tutor, too indolent to find out work for himself, 
had a certain pride in doing well the work that was found for 
him. 

When Ellinor was somewhere about fourteen, a young Mr. 
Corbet came to be pupil to Mr. Ness. Her father always 
called on the young men reading with the clergyman, and 
asked them to his house. His hospitality had in course of 
time lost its recherchi and elegant character, but was alwa.v?» 
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generous, and often profuse. Besides, it was in his charact^ 
to like the joyous, thoughtless company of the j^ung better 
than that of the old-^givea the same amount of lefinement and 
education in both. 

Mr. Corbet was a yoimg man of very good family, fVom a 
distant county. If his character had not been so grave and 
deliberate, his years would only have entitled him to be called 
a boy, for he was but eighteen at the time when he came to 
read with Mr. Ness. But many men of fivc-and-twenty have 
not reflected so deeply as this young Mr. Corbet already had. 
He had considered and almost matured his plan for life ; had 
ascertained what objects he desired most to accomplish in the 
dim future, which is to many at his age only a shapeless mist ; 
and had resolved on certain steady courses of action by which 
such objects were most likely to be secured. A younger son, 
his fiamily connections and Dsunily interest pre-arranged a legal 
career for him ; and it was in accordance with his own tastes 
and talents. AU, however, which his father hoped for him was, 
that he might be able to make an income sufficient for a gentle- 
man to live on. Old Mr. Corbet was hardly to be called 
ambitious, or, if he were, his ambition was limited to views 
for the ddest son. But Ralph intended to be a distinguished 
lawyer, not so much for the vision of the woolsack, which I 
suppose dances before the imagination of every young lawyer, 
as for the grand intellectual exercise, and consequent power 
over mankind, that distinguished lawyers may always possess 
if they choose. A seat in Parliament, statesmanship, and all 
the great scope for a powerful and active mind that lay on each 
side of such a career — ^these were the objects which Ralph 
Corbet set before himself. To take high honours at college 
was the first step to be accomplished ; and in order to achieve 
this Ralph had, not persuaded — persuasion was a weak instru- 
ment which he despised— but gravely reasoned his father into 
consenting to pay the large sum which Mr. Ness expected with 
a pupil. The good-natured old squire was rather pressed for 
ready money, but sooner than listen to an argument instead of 
taking his nap after dinner he would have yielded anything. 
But this did not satisfy Ralph ; his father's reason must be 
convinced of the desirability of the step, as well as his weak 
will give way. The squire listened, looked wise, sighed ; spoke 
of Edward's extravagance and the girls* expeu?,«^, g,\^^ ?\»itT^^, 
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and said, "Very true," "That is but reasonable, certainly,* 
glanced at the door, and wondered when his son would have 
ended his talking and go into the drawing-room ; and at length 
found himself writing the desired letter to Mr. Ness, consenting 
to everything, terms and all. Mr. Ness never had a more 
satisfactory pupil; one whom be could treat more as an in- 
tellectual equal. 

Mr. Corbet, as Ralph was always called in Hamley, was 
resolute in his cultivation of himself, even exceeding what his 
tutor demanded of him. He was greedy of information in the 
hours not devoted to absolute study. Mr. Ness enjoyed giving 
information, but most of all he liked the hard tough arguments 
on all metaphysical and ethical questions in which Mr. Corbet 
delighted to engage him. They lived together on terms of 
happy equality, having thus much in common. They were 
essentially different, however, although there were so many 
points of resemblance. Mr. Ness was unworldly as fiar as the 
idea of real unworldliness is compatible with a turn for self- 
indulgence and indolence; while Mr. Corbet was deeply, 
radically worldly, yet for the accomplishment of his object 
could deny himself all the careless pleasures natural to his age. 
The tutor and pupil allowed themselves one frequent relaxation, 
that of Mr. Wilkins's company. Mr. Ness would stroll to the 
office after the six hours' hard reading were over-cleaving Mr. 
Corbet still bent over the table, book bestrewn-'— and see what 
Mr. Wilkins's engagements were. If he had nothing better to do 
that evening, he was either asked to dine at the parsonage, 
or he, in his careless hospitable way, invited the other two to 
dine with him, EUinor forming the fourth at table, as far as 
seats went, although her dinner had been eaten early with Miss 
Monro. She was little and slight of her age, and her father 
never seemed to understand how she was passing out of child- 
hood. Yet while in stature she was like a child ; in intellect, in 
force of character, in strength of clinging affection, she was a 
woman. There might be much of the simplicity of a child 
about her, there was little of the undeveloped girl, varying from 
day to day like an April sky, careless as to which way her own 
character is tending. So the two young people sat with their 
elders, and both relished the company they vret«. \}Q>as» ^^ 
maturely thrown into. Mr. Corbet ta.\ked »s tovxOcv ^s. «!Ccv««. 
of the other two gentlemen ; opposing and dJvsp^'Cvcv^ ^'^ ^^^ 
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side, as if to find out bow much be could urge against received 
opinions. Ellinor sat silent ; ber dark eyes flashing from time 
to time in vehement interest — sometimes in vehement indig- 
nation if Mr. Corbet, riding a-tilt at every one, ventured to 
attack her father. He saw how this course excited her, and 
rather liked pursuing it in consequence; he thought it only 
amused him. 

Another way in which Ellinor and Mr. Corbet were thrown 
together occasionally was this : Mr. Ness and Mr. Wilkins 
shared the same Times between them ; and it was Ellinor's 
duty to see that the paper was regularly taken from her father's 
house to the parsonage. Her father liked to dawdle over it. 
Until Mr. Corbet had come to live with him, Mr. Ness had not 
much cared at what time it was passed on to him ; but the 
young man took a strong interest in all public events, and 
especially in all that was said about them. He grew impatient 
if the paper was not forthcoming, and would set oif himself 
to go for it, sometimes meeting the penitent breathless Ellinor 
in the long lane which led from Hamley to Mr. Wilkins's bouse. 
At first he used to receive her eager "Oh ! I am so sorry, Mr. 
Corbet, but papa has only just done with it," rather gruffly. 
After a time he had the grace to tell her it did not signify ; and 
by-and-by he would turn back with her to give her some advice 
about her garden, or her plants — ^for his mother and sisters 
were first-rate practical gardeners, and he himself was, as he 
expressed it, "a capital consulting physician for a sickly plant." 

All this time his voice, his step, never raised the child's colour 
one shade the higher, neve^ made her heart beat the least 
quicker, as the slightest sign of her father's approach was 
wont to do. She learnt to rely on Mr. Corbet for advice, 
for a little occasional sympathy, and for much condescending 
attention. He also gave her more fault-finding than all the 
rest of the world put together; and, curiously enough, she 
was grateful to him for it, for she really was humble and 
wished to improve. He liked the attitude of superiority which 
this implied and exercised right gave him. They were very 
good friends at present. Nothing more. 

All this time I have spoken only of Mr. Wilkins's life as he 
stood in relation to his daughter. But there is far more to 
be said about it. After his wife's death, he withdrew himself 
from society for a year or two in a more positive and decided 
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manner than is common with widowers. It was during this 
retirement of his that he riveted his little daughter's heart in 
such a way as to influence all her future life. 

When he began to go out again, it might have been per- 
ceived — had any one cared to notice — how much the diflferent 
characters of his father and wife had influenced him and kept 
him steady. Not that he broke out into any immoral conduct* 
but he gave up time to pleasure, which both old Mr. Wilkins 
and Lettice would have quietly induced him to spend in the 
office, superintending his business. His indulgence in hunting, 
and all field sports, had hitherto been only occasional ; they 
now became habitual, as far as the seasons permitted. He 
shared a moor in Scotland with one of the Holsters one year, 
persuading himself that the bracing air was good for Ellinor's 
health. But the year afterwards he took another, this time 
joining with a comparative stranger ; and on this moor there 
was no house to which it was fit to bring a child and her 
attendants. He persuaded himself that by frequent journeys 
he could make up for his absences from Hamley. But journeys 
cost money ; and he was often away from his office when im- 
portant business required attending to. There was some talk 
of a new attorney setting up in Hamley, to be supported by 
one or two of the more influential county families, who had 
found Wilkins not so attentive as his father. Sir Frank Holster 
sent for his relation, and told him of this project, speaking to 
him, at the same time, in pretty round terms on the folly of 
the life he was leading. Foolish it certainly was, and as such 
Mr. Wilkins was secretly acknowledging it ; but when Sir 
Frank, lashing himself, began to talk of his hearer's presump- 
tion in joining the hunt, in aping the mode of life and amuse- 
ments of the landed gentry, Edward fired up. He knew how 
much Sir Frank was dipped, and comparing it with the round 
sum his own father had left him, he said some plain truths to 
Sir Frank which the latter never forgave, and henceforth there 
was no intercourse between Holster Court and Ford Bank, as 
Mr. Edward Wilkins had christened his father's house on his 
first return from the Continent. 

The conversation had two consequences besides the immediate 
one of the quarrel. Mr. Wilkins advertised for a responsible 
and confidential clerk to conduct the business under his own 
superintendence ; and he also wrote to the Heralds' College t<^ 
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ask if be did not belong to the family bearing the same name 
in South Wales— those who have since reassiimed their ancient 
name of De Winton. 

Both applications were favourably answered. A skilful, ex- 
perienced, middle-aged clerk was recommended to him by one 
of the principal legal firms in London, and immediately en« 
gaged to come to Hamley at his own terms ; which were pretty 
high. But, as Mr. Wilkins said it was worth any money to 
pay for the relief from constant responsibility which such a 
business as his involved, some people remarked that he had 
never appeared to feel the responsibility very much hitherto, 
as witness his absences in Scotland, and his various social 
engagements when at home ; it had been very different (they 
said) in his father's day. The Heralds' College held out hopes 
of affiliating him to the South Wales family, but it would 
require time and money to make the requisite inquiries and 
substantiate the claim. Now, in many a place there would be 
none to contest the right a man might have to assert that he 
belonged to such and such a family, or even to assume their 

arms. But it was otherwise in ' shire. Every one was up 

in genealogy and heraldry, and considered filching a name and 
a pedigree a far worse sin than any of those mentioned in the 
Commandments. There were those among them who would 
doubt and dispute even the decision of the Heralds' College ; 
but with it, if in his favour, Mr. Wilkins intended to be 
satisfied, and accordingly he wrote in reply to their letter, to 
say, that of course he was aware such inquiries would take a 
considerable sum of money, but still he wished them to be 
made, and that speedily. 

Before the end of the year he went up to London to order a 
brougham to be built (for Ellinor to drive out in in wet weather, 
he said; but as going in a closed carriage alvrays made her 
ill, he used it principally himself in driving to dinneivparties), 
with the De Winton Wilkinses' arras neatly emblazoned on 
panel and harness. Hitherto he had alwa3rs gone about in 
a dog-cart — the immediate descendant of his father's old- 
fashioned gig. 

For all this, the squires, his employers, only laughed at him, 
and did not treat him with one whit more respect. 

Mr. Dunster, the new clerk, was a quiet, respectable-looking 
man; you could not call him a gentleman in manner, and 
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yet no one could say h» was vulgax. He had not much vary^ 
ing expression on bis face, but « permanent one of thought- 
ful consideration of the sut^ect in hand, whatever it might be, 
that would have fitted as well with the profession of medicine 
as with that of law, and was quite the right look ?ot either. 
Occasionally a bright ilash of sudden intelligence lightened 
up his deep-sunk eyes, but even this was quickly extinguished 
as by some inward repression, and the habitually reflective, 
subdued expression retitfned to the face. As soon as he came 
into his situation, he first began quietly to arrange the papers, 
and next the business of which they were the outer sign, 
mto more methodical order than they had been in since old 
Mr. Wilkins's death, punctual to a moment himself, he 
looked his displeased surprise when the inferior clerks came 
tumbling in half-an-hour after the time in the morning; and 
his look was more effective than many men's words ; hence- 
forward the subordinates were within five minutes of the 
appointed hour for opening the office; but still he was 
always there before them. Mr. Wilkins himself winced under 
his new clerk's order aiid punctuality; Mr.- Dunster's raised 
eyebrow and contraction of the lips at some woeful confusion 
in the business of the office, chafed Mr. Wilkins more, far 
more, than any open expression of opinion would have done ; 
for that he could have met, and explained away as he £ancied. 
A secret respectful dislike grew up. in his bosom against Mr. 
Dunster. He esteemed him, he valued him, and he could 
not bear hina. Year after year Mr. Wilkins had become 
more under the influence of his feelings, and less under the 
command of his reason. He rather cherished than repressed 
his nervous repugnance to the harsh measured tones of Mr. 
Dunster's voice ; the latter spoke with a provincial twang 
which grated on his employer's sensitive ear. He was annoyed 
at a certain green coat which bis new clerk brought with him, 
and he watched its increasing shabbiness with a sort of childish 
pleasure. But by-and-by Mr. Wilkins found out that, from 
some perversity of taste, Mr. Dunster always had his coats, 
Sunday and working^lay, made of this obnoxious colour; 
and this knowledge did not diminish his secret irritation. 
The worst of all, perhaps, was, that Mr, Dunster was t«akV>j 
invaluable in many ways ; " a perfect tteasoxe" 2l^'^t,^'^^»s\% 
used to term bim in speaking od \nm aixet dftxa^^x \ \s«tf<-^ ^^ 
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all that, he came to hate his " perfect treasure," as he gradually 
felt that Dunster had become so indispensable to the business 
that his chief could not do without him. 

The clients re-echoed Mr, Wilkins's words, and spoke of 
Mr. Dunster as invaluable to his master ; a thorough treasure, 
the very saving of the business. They had not been better 
attended to, not even in old Mr. Wilkins's days ; such a clear 
head, such a knowledge of law, such a steady, upright fellow, 
always at his post. The grating voice, the drawling accent, 
the bottle-green coat, were nothing to them ; far less noticed, 
in fact, than Wilkins's expensive habits, the money he paid 
for his wine and horses, and the nonsense of claiming kin 
with the Welsh Wilkinses, and setting up his brougham to 

drive about shire lanes, and be knocked to pieces over 

the rough round paving-stones thereof. 

All these remarks did not come near Ellinor to trouble her 
life. To her, her dear father was the first of human beings ; 
so sweet, so good, so kind, so charming in conversation, so 
full of accomplishment and information ! To her healthy, 
happy mind every one turned their bright side. She loved 
Miss Monro — ^all the servants — especially Dixon, the coach- 
man. He had been her father's playfellow as a boy, and, 
with all his respect and admiration for his master, the freedom 
of intercourse that had been established between them then 
had never been quite lost. Dixon was a fine, stalwart old 
fellow, and was as harmonious in his ways with his master 
as Mr. Dunster was discordant ; accordingly he was a great 
favourite, and could say many a thing which might have been 
taken as impertinent from another servant. 

He was EUinor's great confidant about many of her little 
plans and projects ; things that she dared not speak of to Mr. 
Corbet, who, after her father and Dixon, was her next best 
friend. This intimacy with Dixon displeased Mr. Corbet. 
He once or twice insinuated that he did not think it was 
well to talk so familiarly as Ellinor did with a servant— one 
out of a completely different class — such as Dixon. Ellinor 
did not easily take hints; every one had spoken plain out to 
her hitherto ; . so Mr. Corbet had to say his meaning plain out 
at last. Then, for the first time, he saw her angry; but she 
was too young, too childish, to have words at will to express 
her feelings ; she only could say broken beglntvin^s oC senieivces. 
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such as "What a shame ! Grood, dear Dixon, who is as loyal 
and true and kind as any nobleman. I like him far better 
than you, Mr. Corbet, and I shall talk to him." And then she 
burst into tears and ran away, and would not come to wish 
Mr. Corbet good-bye, though she knew she should not see him 
again for a long time, as he was returning the next day to his 
father's house, from whence he would go to Cambridge. 

He was annoyed at this result of the good advice he had 
thought himself bound to give to a motherless girl, who had no 
one to instruct her in the proprieties in which his own sisters 
were brought up ; he left Hamley both sorry and displeased. 
As for Ellinor, when she found out the next day that he really 
was gone — gone without even coming to Ford Bank again to 
see if she were not penitent for her angry words — gone without 
saying or hearing a word of good-bye — she shut herself up in 
her room, and cried more bitterly than ever, because anger 
against herself was mixed with her regret for his loss. Luckily, 
her faUier was dining out, or he would have inquired what was 
the matter with his darling ; and she would have had to try to 
explain what could not be explained. As it was, she sat with 
her back to the light during the schoolroom tea, and after- 
wards, when Miss Monro had settled down to her study of the 
Spanish language, EUinor stole out into the garden, meaning to 
have a fresh cry over her own naughtiness and Mr. Corbet's 
departure ; but the August evening was still and calm, and 
put her passionate grief to shame, hushing her up, as it were, 
with the other young creatures, who were being soothed to 
rest by the serene time of day, and the subdued light of the 
twilight sky. 

There was a piece of ground surrounding the flower-garden, 
which was not shrubbery, nor wood, nor kitchen -garden — only 
a grassy bit, out of which a group of old forest trees sprang. 
Their roots were heaved above ground ; their leaves fell in 
autiunn so profusely that the turf was ragged and bare in 
spring ; but, to make up for this, there never was such a place 
for snowdrops. 

The roots of these old trees were Ellinor's favourite play- 
place ; this space between these two was her doll's kitchen, 
that its drawing-room, and so on. Mr. Corbet ralbat d^t^^v^^^ 
her contrivances for doll's furniture, so sYie Yv^d tvq\. oSnkcn. 
brought him here ; but Dixon delighted m \.V\em» trnd cwv\\vi^^ 
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and planned with the eagerness of six years old rather than 
forty. To-night EUinor went to this place, and there were 
all a new collection of ornaments for Miss Dolly's sitting-room 
made out of fir-bobs, in the prettiest «md most ingenious way. 
She knew it was Dixon's doing, and rushed off in search of him 
to thank him. 

"What's the matter with my pretty?" asked Dixon, as soon 
as the pleasant excitement of thanking and being thanked was 
over, and he had leisure to look at her tear-stained face. 

" Oh, I don't know ! Never mind," said she, reddening. 

Dixon was silent for a minute or two, while she tried to torn 
off his attention by her hurried prattle. 

'•There's no trouble afoot that I can mend?" asked he, in a 
minute or two. 

'*Oh, no! It's really nothing-^nothing at all," said she. 
•• It's only that Mr. Corbet went away without saying good- 
bye %o me, that's all." And she looked as if she should have 
liked to cry again. 

"That was not manners," said Dixon decisively. 

" But it was my fault," replied EUinor, pleading against the 
condemnation. 

Dixon looked at her pretty sharply from under his ragged 
bushy eyebrows. 

" He had been giving me a lecture, and saying I didn't do 
what his sisters did— just as if I were to be always trying to 
be like somebody else — and I was cross and ran away." 

" Then it was Missy who wouldn't say good-bye. That was 
not manners in Missy." 

" But, Dixon, I don't like being lectured ! " 

'• I reckon you don't get much of it. But, indefed, my pretty, 
I dare say Mr. Corbet was in the right ; for, you see, master is 
busy, and Miss Monro is so dreadful learned, and your poor 
mother is dead and gone, and you have no one to teach you 
how young ladies go on ; and by all accounts Mr. Corbet 
comes of a good family. I've heard say his father had the 
best stud-farm in all Shropshire, and spared no money upon it ; 
and the young ladies his sisters will have been taught the best 
of manners ; it might be well for my pretty to hear how they 
go on." 

"You dear old Dixon, you don't know anything about iny 
lecture, and I'm not going to teW yo\i, Or^j \ ^asfe ^k^ Vfa, 
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Corbet might be a little bit right, though I'm sure he was a 
igreat deal wrong." 

"Bat you'll not go on a-fretting— you won't now, there's 
a good young lady — for master won't like it, and it'll make 
him uneasy, and he's enough of trouble without yout red eyes, 
l^ess them." 

** Trouble— papa, trouble I Oh, Dixon ! what do you mean?" 
exclaimed Ellinor, her face taking all a woman's intensity of 
expression in a minute. 

"Nay, 1 know nought," said Dixon evasively. "Only that 
Dunster fellow is not to my mind, and I think he potters the 
master sadly with his fid-fad ways," 

" I hate Mr. Dunster ! " said Ellinor vehemently. " I won't 
speak a word to him the next time he comes to dine with 
papa." 

" Missy will do what papa likes best," said Dixon admonish- 
ingly ; and with this the pair of " friends " parted. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

•The summer afterwards Mr. Corbet came again to read with 
Mr. Ness. He did not perceive any alteration in himself, and 
indeed his early-matured character had hardly made progress 
during the last twelve months, whatever intellectual acquirements 
he might have made. Therefore it was astonishing to him to 
see the alteration in Ellfnor Wilkins. She had shot up from a 
rather puny girl to a tall, slight young lady, with promise of 
great beau^ in the face, which a year ago had only been remark- 
able for the fineness of the eyes. Her complexion was clear 
now, although colourless — twelve months ago he would have 
called it sallow — ^her delicate cheek was smooth as marble, her 
teeth were even and white, and her rare smiles called out a 
lovely dimple. 

She met her former friend and lecturer with a grave shyness, 
for ihe remembered'well how they had parted, and thought he 
c<mld baldly have forgiven, much less forgottetv, \\« ^^.^^vstvaXft 
flinging away from -him. But the truth was, ^i^tex v\ve ^t?x ie>N 
yimas-^ offended displeasure, he had ceased xo \.\vmV. <3»l W ^^ 
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all. She, poor child, by way of proving her repentance, had 
tried hard to reform her boisterous tora-boy manners, in order 
to show him that, although she would not give up her dear old 
friend Dixon, at his or any one's bidding, she would strive to 
profit by ];^is lectures in all things reasonable. The consequence 
was, that she suddenly appeared to him as an elegant dignified 
young lady, instead of the rough little girl he remembered. 
Still below her somewhat formal manners there lurked the old 
wild spirit, as he could plainly see after a little more watching ; 
and he began to wish to call this out, and to strive, by remind- 
ing her of old days, and all her childish frolics, to flavour 
her subdued manners and speech with a little of the former 
originality. 

In this he succeeded. No one, neither Mr. Wilkins, nor 
Miss Monro, nor Mr. Ness, saw what this young couple were 
about — they did not know it themselves ; but before the summer 
was over they were desperately in love with each other, or 
perhaps I should rather say, Ellinor was desperately in love 
with him — he, as passionately as he could be with any one ; but 
in him the intellect was superior in strength to either affections 
or passions. 

The causes of the blindness of those around them were these : 
Mr. Wilkins still considered Ellinor as a little girl, as his own 
pet, his darling, but nothing more. Miss Monro was anxious 
about her own improvement. Mr. Ness was deep in a new 
edition of " Horace," which he was gohig to bring out with 
notes. I believe Dixon would have been keener-sighted, but 
Ellinor kept Mr. Corbet and Dixon apart for obvious reasons — 
ihey were each her dear friends, but she knew that Mr, Corbet 
did not like Dixon, and suspected that the feeling was mutual. 

The only change of circumstances between this year and the 
previous one consisted in this development of attachment 
between the young people. Otherwise, everything went on 
apparently as usual. With Ellinor the course of the day was 
something like this : up early and into the garden until break- 
fast time, when she made tea for her father and Miss Monro in 
tjlie dining-room, always taking care to lay a little nosegay of 
freshly gathered flowers by her father's plate. After breakfast, 
when the conversation had been on general and indifferent 
subjects, Mr. Wilkins withdrew into the little study so often 
mentioned. It opened out of a passage that ran between the 
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dining-room and the kitchen, on the left hand of the hall. 
Corresponding to the dining-room on the other side of the hall 
was the drawing-room, with its side-window serving as a door 
into a conservatory, and this again opened into the library. 
Old Mr. Wilkins had added a semicircular projection to the 
library, which was lighted by a dome above, and showed off 
his son's Italian purchases of sculpture. The library was by 
far the most striking and agreeable room in the house ; and 
the consequence was that the drawing-room was seldom used, 
and had the aspect of cold discomfort common to apartments 
rarely occupied. Mr. Wilkins's study, on the other side of the 
bouse, was also an afterthought, built only a few years ago, and 
projecting from the regularity of the outside wall ; a little stone 
passage led to it from the hall, small, narrow, and dark, and out 
of which no other door opened. 

The study itself was a hexagon, one side window, one fire- 
place, and the remaining four sides occupied with doors, two of 
which have been already mentioned, another at the foot of the 
narrow winding stairs which led straight into Mr. Wilkins's 
bedroom over the dining-room, and the fourth opening into a 
path through the shrubbery to the right of the flower-garden as 
you looked from the house. This path led through the stable- 
yard, and then by a short cut right into Hamley, and brought 
you out close to Mr. Wilkins's office ; it was by this way he 
always went and returned to his business. He used the study 
for a smoking and lounging room principally, although he 
always spoke of it as a convenient place for holding confidential 
communications with such of his clients as did not like discuss- 
ing their business within the possible hearing of all the clerks 
in his office. By the outer door he could also pass to the 
stables, and see that proper care was taken at all times of his 
favourite and valuable horses. Into this study Ellinor would 
follow him of a morning, helping him on with his greatcoat, 
mending his gloves, talking an infinite deal of merry fond 
nothing; and then, clinging to his arm, she would accompany 
him in his visits to the stables, going up to the shyest horses. 
and petting them, and patting them, and feeding them with 
bread all the time that her father held converse with Dixon. 
When he was finally gone — and sometimes it was a lon^ ivtoa 
first— she returned to the scboolroom to M\ss "^oxvxo, ^tv^ NxnrA. 
to set herself hard at work on her lessons. "ftvX ^^ >Ka.^ "^'^'^ 
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much time for steady application ; if her father had cared for 
her progress in anything, she would and coukl have worked 
hard at that study or accompli$hmedt;.but Mr. Wilkins, the 
ease and pleasure loving man,: did not wish to make himself 
into the pedagogue, as he woul4 have considered it, if he had 
ever questioned JBllinor with a real steady purpose of ascertain- 
ing her intellectual progress. It was quite enough for him that 
her general intelligence and variety of desultory and miscel- 
laneous reading made her a pleasant and agreeable companion 
for his hours of relaxation. 

At twelve o'clock, Ellinor put away her books with joyful 
eagerness, kissed Miss Monro, asked her if they shouki go a 
regular walk, and was always rather thankful when it was de- 
cided that it would be better to stroll in the garden — a decision 
very often come to, for Miss Monro hated fatigue, hated dirt, 
hated scrambling, and dreaded rain ; all of which are evils, the 
chances of which are never far distant from country walks. So 
Ellinor danced out into the garden, worked away among her 
flowers, played at the old games among the roots of the trees, 
and, when she could, seduced Dixon into the flower-garden to 
have a little consultation as to the horses and dogs. For it 
was one of her father's few strict rules that Elhnor was never 
to go into the stable-yard unless he were with her ; so these 
tite-d'tites with Dixon were always held in the flower-garden, 
or bit of forest ground surrounding it. Miss Monro sat and 
basked in the sun, close to the dial, which made the centre of 
the gay flower-beds, upon which the dining-room and study 
windows looked. 

At one o'clock, Ellinor and Miss Monro dined. An hour was 
allowed for Miss Monro's digestion, which Ellinor again spent 
out of doors, and at three, lessons began again and lasted till 
five. At that time they went to dress preparatory for the 
schoolroom tea at half-past five. After tea Ellinor tried to 
prepare her lessons for the next day ; but all the time she was 
listening for her father's footstep— the moment she heard that, 
she dashed down her book, and flew out of the room to wel- 
come and kiss him. Seven was his dinner-hour; he hardly 
ever dined alone ; mdeed, he often dined from home four days 
out of seven, and when he had no engagement to take him out 
he liked to have some one to keep him company: Mt. Ness 
very often, Mr. Corbet along with him if he was in Hamley, 
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a stranger friend, or one of his clients. Sonietimes« reluctantly, 
and when he fancied. he could not avoid the attention without 
giving offence, Mr. Wilkins would ask Mr. Dunster, and then 
the two. would always follow Ellinor into the library at a very 
early hour, as if their subjects for tiU-it-iite conversation were 
quite exhausted. With all his other visitors, Mr. Wilkins sat 
long — yes, aad "yearly longer ; with Mr, Ness, because . they 
became interested in each other's conversation ; with some of 
the o^ers, because the wine was good, and the host hated 
to spare it. 

Mr. Corbet used to. leave his tutor and Mr. Wilkins and 
saunter into the library. There sat Ellinor and Miss Monro, 
each busy with their embroidery. He would bring a stool to 
Elhnor's side, question and tease her, interest her, and they 
would become entirely absorbed in each other. Miss Monro's 
sense of propriety being entirely set at rest by the consideration 
that Mr. Wilkin& must know what he was about in allowing 
a young maQ to become thus intimate with his daughter, who, 
after aU, was but a child. 

Mr. Corbet had lately fallen into the habit of walking up to 
Ford Bank for the Times every day, near twelve o'clock, and 
lounging abotit in the garden until one ; not exactly with either 
Ellinor or Miss Monro, but certainly far more at the beck and 
call of the one than of the other. 

Miss. Monro used to think he would have been glad to stay 
and lunch at their early dinner, but she never gave the invita- 
tion, and he could not well stay without her expressed sanction. 
He told Ellinor all about his mother and sisters, and their ways 
of going on, and spoke of them and of his father as of people 
she w^ one day certain to know, and to know intimately ; 
and she did not question or doubt this view of things ; she 
simply acquiesced. 

He had some discussion with himself as to wh^her.he should 
speak to her, and so secure her promise to be his before return- 
ing to Cambridge or not He did not hke the formality of an 
application to Mr. Wilkins, which would, aftet all, have been 
the proper and straightforward course to pursue with a girl 
of her age — ^she was barely sixteen. Not that he anticipated 
any difficulty on Mn Wilkins's part ; his approval of the inti- 
macy^ which at their respective ages was pretty sure to lead to 

iattttQhoaent, was. made as evident as could be by actions 
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without words. But there would have to be reference to jjis 
own father, who had no notion of the whole afiEur, and woenid 
be sure to treat it as a boyish fancy ; as if at twenty-one Ra/p& 
was not a man, as clear and deliberative in knowing his own 
mind, as resolute as he ever would be in deciding upon the 
course of exertion that should lead him to independence and 
fame, if such were to be attained by clear intellect and a 
strong will. 

No ; to Mr. Wilkins he would not speak for another year 
or two. 

But should he tell Ellinor in direct terms of his love — his 
intention to marry her? 

Again he inclined to the more prudent course of silence. He 
was not afraid of any change in his own inclinations : of them 
he was sure. But he looked upon it in this way : If he made a 
regular declaration to her she would be bound to tell it to her 
father. He should not respect her or like her so much if she 
did not. And yet this course would lead to all the conversa- 
tions, and discussions, and references to his own father, which 
made his own direct appeal to Mr. Wilkins appear a premature 
step to him. 

Whereas he was as sure of Ellinor's love for him as if she 
had uttered all the vows that women ever spoke ; he knew 
even better than she did how fully and entirely that innocent 
girlish heart was his own. He was too proud to dread her 
inconstancy for an instant ; " besides," as he went on to him- 
self, as if to make assurance doubly sure, "whom does she 
see ? Those stupid Holsters, who ought to be only too proud of 
having such a girl for their cousin, ignore her existence, and 
spoke slightingly of her father only the very last time I dined 

there. The country people in this precisely Boeotian shire 

clutcli iit mc because my father goes up to the Plantagenets 
for his {XKllgroG — not one whit for myself— and neglect Ellinor ; 
and only condescend to her father because old Wilkins was 
nut>ody-know8-who'8 son. So much the worse for them, but so 
much thn belter for nic in this case. I'm above their silly 
imtiqunted prcjudicrit, und shall l)C only too glad when the 
fitting timn comrsi to nuike Kllinor my wife. After all, a 
pro»|H»rouR uttornry'N diuiKht(*r nii\y not be considered an un- 
nultt\bl«« nmtch for nw "younucr Hon ns I am. Ellinor will 
nmko u Kl"ri(>^t» woiniin thrati or (our years hence; just the 
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style my father admires — ^such a figure, such limbs. I'll be 
patient, and bide my time, and watch my opportunities, and 
all will come right." 

So he bade Ellinor farewell in a most reluctant and affectionate 
manner, although his words might have been spoken out in 
Hamley market-place, and were little different from what he 
said to Miss Monro. Mr. Wilkins half expected a disclosure 
to himself of the love which he suspected in the young man ; 
and when that did not come, he prepared himselffor a confidence 
from Ellinor. But she h,ad nothing to tell him, as he very well 
perceived from the child's open unembarrassed manner when 
they were left alone together after dinner. He had refused 
an invitation, and shaken off Mr. Ness, in order to have this 
confidential tiie-d-tite with his motherless girl ; and there was 
nothing to make confidence of. He was half inclined to be 
singly ; l?ut then he saw that, although sad, she was so much 
at peace with herself and with the world, that he, always an 
optimist, began to think the young man had done wisely in 
not tearing open the rosebud of her feelings too prematurely. 

The next two years passed over in much the same way — or 
a careless spectator might have thought so. I have heard 
people say, that if you look at a regiment advancing with 
steady step over a plain on a review-day, you can hardly tell 
that they are not merely marking time on one spot of ground, 
unless you compare their position with some other object by 
which to mark their progress, so even is the rep)etition of the 
movement. And thus the sad events of the future life of this 
father and daughter were hardly perceived in their steady 
advance, and yet over the monotony and flat uniformity of their 
days sorrow came marching down upon them like an armed 
man. Long before Mr. Wilkins had recognised its shape, it 
was approaching him in the distance — as, in fact, it is approach- 
ing all of us at this very time ; you, reader, I, writer, have each 
our great sorrow bearing down upon us. It may be yet beyond 
the dimmest point of our horizon, but in the stillness of the night 
our hearts shrink at the sound of its coming footstep. Well is 
it for those who fall into the hands of the Lord rather than into 
the hands of men ; but worst of all is it for him who has here- 
after to mingle the gall of remorse with the cup hftld avsX v:i\scsa. 
by his doom. 

Mr, Wilkins took his ease and b\s pVoasMxe ^^V "w^^"^^ ^^^ 
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none every year of his life ; nor did the quality of his ease 
aod his pleasure improve; it seldom does with seif4iidulgent 
people. He cared less for any books that strained his (acuities 
a little— less for engravings aind sculptures — perhaps more for 
pictures. He spent extravagantly on bis borses ; *' thought of 
eating and drinldng." There was no open vice in all this^ so 
that amy awful temptation to crime should come down upon 
him, and startle him out of his mode of thinking and living ; 
half the people about him did much the same« as far as their 
lives were patent to his unreflecting observation. But most of 
his associates had their duties to do, and did them with a heart 
and a will, in the hours when he was not in their ccMupany. 
Yes ! I call them duties, though some of them might be seif- 
imposed and purely social; they were engagem^its they had 
entered into, either tacitly or with words, and that they fulfilled. 
From Mr. Hetheringtcm, the Master of the Hounds, who was 
up at — ^no one knows what hour, to go down to the kennel 
and see that the men did their work well and thoroughly, to 
stern old Sir Lionel Playfair, the upright magistrate, the 
thoughtful, conscientious landlord — they did their work accord- 
ing to their lights ; there were few laggards among those with 
whom Mr. Wilkins associated in the field or at the dinner-table. 
Mr. Ness — though as a clergyman he was not so active as he 
might have been— yet even Mr. Ness fagged away with his 
pupils and his new edition of one of the classics. Only Mr. 
Wilkins, dissatisfied with his position, n^lected to fulfil the 
duties thereof He imitated the pleasures, and longed for the 
fancied leisure of those about him ; leisure that he imagined 
would be so much more valuable in the hands of a man like 
himself, full of intellectual tastes and accomplishments, than 
frittered away by dull boors of uutraveHed, uncultivated squires 
— whose company, however, be it said by the way, he never 
refused. 

And yet daily Mr. Wilkins was sinking from the intellectually 
to the sensually self-indulgent man. He lay late in bed, and 
hated Mr. Dunster for his significant glance at the office-clock 
when he announced to his master that such and such a client 
had l)ccn waiting more than an hour to keep an appointment 
*'Why didn't you see him yourself, Dunster? I'm sure you 
would have done quite as well as me," Mr. Wilkins sometimes 
replied/ partly with a view of saying someUutvg ^lessant to the 
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man u'hom he disliked and Ceared. Mr. Dmister-alwa^TepHed, 
in a meek matter-of-fact tone, "Ofa, sir, they wotddn'l like to 
talk over their affairs with a subordinate.'' 

And every time he said this, or some speech of the ssme kind, 
Che idea came more and more clearly into Mr. Wiikins's head, 
of how pleasant it would be to himself to take Danster into 
partnership, and thus throw all the responsibility of the real 
work and drudgery upon his clerk's shouklers. Importunate 
clients, who would make appcMntments at unseasonable hom- s 
and would l^ep to them, might confide in the partner, though 
they would not in the clerk. The great objectkois to this 
course were, first and foremost, Mr. WiLkins's stcoogf dislike 
to Mr. Dunster — his repugnance to his company, ins dress, 
his voice, his ways — all of which irritated his empksyer, till 
his state of feeling towards Dunster might be called antipathy ; 
next, Mr. Wilkins was fully aware of the fact that all Mr. 
Dunster's actions and words were carefully and thoughtfully 
pre-arranged to further the great unspoken desire of his life 
— that of being made a partner where he now was only a 
servant. Mr. Wilkins took a malicious pleasure in tantalising 
Mr. Dunster by such speeches as the one I have just mentioned, 
which always seemed Uke an opening to the desired end, but 
still for a long time never led any further. Yet all the while 
that end was becoming more and jnoie certain, and at last it 
was reached. 

Mr. Dunster always suspected that the tinal push was given 
by some circumstance from without 7 some reprimand for 
neglect — ^some threat of withdrawal of business which his 
employer had received ; but of this he could not be certain ; 
all he knew was, that Mr. Wilkins proposed the partnership 
to him in about as ungracious a way as such an offer could 
be made ; an ungraciousness which, after all, had so little effect 
on the real matter in hand, that Mr. Dunster could pass over it 
with a private sneer, while taking all possible advantage of the 
tangible benefit it was now in his power to accept. 

Mr. Corbet's attachment to Ellinor had been formally dis- 
closed to her just before this time. He had left college, entered 
at the Middle Temple, and was fagging away at law, and 
feeling success in his own power; Ellinor was to "cotsfexsvsx."' 
at the next Hamley assemWies ; and Yv« Vy?^t >»K?pxv. V:^ "^^^^ 
jealous of the possible admirers bet str\V\tv^ ^^^^x«s«fc ^«^^ 



36 A DARK NIGHT'S WORK. 

piquant conversation might attract, and thought it a good time 
to make the success of his suit certain by spoken words and 
promises. 

He needed not have alarmed himself even enough to make 
him take this step, if he had been capable of understanding 
Kllinor's heart as fully as he did her appearance and conver- 
sation. She never missed the absence of formal words and 
promises. She considered herself as fully engaged to him. as 
much pledged to marry him and no one else, before he had 
asked the final question, as afterwards. She was rather sur- 
prised at the necessity for those decisive words — 

"Ellinor, dearest, will you — can you marry me?" and her 
reply was — ^given with a deep blush I must record, and in a 
soft murmuring tone — 

"Yes — oh, yes — I never thought of anything else." 

** Then I may speak to your father, may not I, darling?" 

" He knows ; I am sure he knows ; and he likes you so 
much. Oh, how happy I am ! " 

" But still I must speak to him before I go. When can I see 
him, my EUinor? I must go back to town at four o'clock." 

*' I heard his voice in the stable-yard only just before you 
came. Let me go and find out if he is gone to the office 
yet." 

No I to be sure he was not gone. He was quietly smoking 
a cigar in his study, sitting in an easy-chair near the open 
window, and leisurely glancing at all the advertisements in the 
Times, He hated going to the office more and more since 
Dunster had become a partner ; that fellow gave himself such 
airs of investigation and reprehension. 

He got up, took the cigar out of his mouth, and placed a 
chair for Mr. Corbet, knowing well why he had thus formally 
prefaced his entrance into the room with a — 

"Can I have a few minutes' conversation with you, Mr, 
Wilkins ? " 

"Certainly, my dear fellow. Sit down. Will you have a 
cigar ? " 

" No I I never smoke." Mr. Corbet despised all these kinds 
of indul>;;cnccs, nntl put a little severity into his refusal, but 
quite unintentionally ; for thouKh he was thankful he was not 
AS other men, ho wum nut at nil the pttrson to trouble himself 
unnccoMArily with their reformation. 
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" I want to speak to you about Ellinor. She says she thinks 
you must be aware of our mutual attachment." 

'• Well," said Mr, Wilkins — he had resumed his cigar, partly 
to conceal his agitation at what he knew was coming — " I 
believe I have had my suspicions. It is not very long since I 
was young myself." And he sighed over the recollection of 
Lettice, and his fresh, hopeful youth. 

"And I hope, sir, as you have been aware of it, and have 
never manifested any disapprobation of it, that you will not 
refuse your consent — a consent I now ask you for — to our 
marriage. " 

Mr. Wilkins did not speak for a little while — z. touch, a 
thought, a word more would have brought him to tears; for 
at the last he found it hard to give the consent which would 
part him from his only child. Suddenly he got up, and putting 
his hand into that of the anxious lover (for his silence had 
rendered Mr. Corbet anxious up to a certain point of perplexity 
— he could not understand the implied he would and he would 
not), Mr. Wilkins said — 

••Yes! God bless you both ! I will give her to you, some 
day— only it must be a long time first. And now go away — go 
back to her — for I can't stand this much longer." 

Mr. Corbet returned to Ellinor. Mr. Wilkins sat down and 
buried his head in his hands, then went to his stable, and had 
Wildfire saddled for a good gallop over the country. Mr. 
Dunster waited for him in vain at the office, where an obstinate 
old country gentleman from a distant part of the shire would 
ignore Dunster's existence as a partner, and pertinaciously 
demanded to see Mr. Wilkins on important business. 
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CHAPTER V. 

A FEW days afterwards, Ellinor's father bethought himself that 
some further communication ought to take place between him 
and his daughter's lover regarding the approval of the family of 
the latter to the young man's engagement, and he accordinglY 
wrote a very gentlemanly letter, saying thai ol couts,^ V^ \x>asNR.^ 
that Ralph bad informed his father of b\s eTvg,3i^es»KCL\.\ >itoa^ 
Mr. Corbet Mvas wqVL known to Mr. "WlWans \>7 Te.v>a^»sSo"^* 
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holding ttie position which he did in Shropshire, bat that as 
Mr. Wilkins did not pretend to be in the sanse station of life, 
Mr. Cocbet might possibly never eren ba\'e beard of his name, 
although in his own county it was well known as having' been 
for generations that of the principal conveyancer and land-agent 
of — — 4hire; that his wife had been a member of the old 
knightly family of Holsters, and that he himself was descended 
from a younger branch of the South Wales De Wintons, or 
Wilkins ; that EUlioor, as his only child, would naturally inherit 
all his property, but that in the meantime, of course, some 
settlement upon her would be made, the nature of whidi might 
be decided nearer the time of the marriage. 

It was a very good straightforward letter, and well fitted for 
the purpose to which Mr. Willdns knew it would be applied 
— of being forwarded to the young man's father. One would 
have thought that it was not an eng^^ement so disproportionate 
in point of station as to cause any great opposition on that 
score ; but, unluckily. Captain Corbet, the heir and eldest son, 
had just formed a similar engagement with Lady Maria Brabant, 
the daughter of one of the proudest earls in -^^—shire, who had 
always resemed Mr. Wilkins's appearance on the field as an 
insult to the county, and ignored his presence at every dinner- 
table where they met. Lady Maria was visiting the Corbets 
at the very time when Ralph's letter, enclosing Mr. Wilkins's, 
reached the paternal halls, and she merely repeated her Other's 
opinions when Mcs. Corbet and her daughters naturally ques- 
tioned her as to who these Wilkinses were ; they remembered 
the name in Ralph's letters formerly; the father was some 
friend of Mr. Ness's, the clergyman with whom Ralph had 
read ; they believed Ralph used to dine with these Wilkinses 
sometimes, along with Mr. Ness. 

Lady Maria was a good-natured girl, and meant no harm in 
repeating her father's words ; touchol up, it is true, by some of 
the dislike she herself felt to the intimate alliance proposed, 
which would make her sister-in-law to the daughter of an "up- 
start attorney," "not received in the county," "always trying 
to push his way into the set above him," "claiming connection 

with the De Wintons of Castle, who, as she well knew, only 

latched when he was spoken of, and said they were more rich in 
relations than they were aware of" — "not people papa would 
ever like ber to know, whatever might be the l2Lmb\>i QQaoxvo^voasu* 



A DARK NTGHT?S WORK. 39 

These little speephes told in a way which the girl who uttered 
them did not intend thcf should. Mr& Corbet and her daughters 
set themselves vkitentlf against this foolish entanglement of 
Ralph's ; tiiey wonld not call it an engagement. The3r argued 
and they urged, and tbey pleaded, till the squire, anxious for 
peace at any price, and always more under the sway of the 
people who were with him,.howeTer unreasonable they might 
be, than of the absent, even though these had the wisdom 
of Solomon, or the prudence and sagacity of bis son Ralph, 
wrote an angry letter, saying that, as Ralph was of age, of 
course he had a right to please himself, therefore all his father 
could say was, that the engagement was not at all what either 
he or Ralph's mother had expected or hoped ; that it was a 
degradation to the family just going to ally themselves with a 
peer of James the First's creation ; that of course Ralph must 
do what he liked, but that if he married this girl he must never 
expect to have her received by the Corbets of Corbet Hall 
as a daughter. The squire was rather satisfied with his 
production, and took it to show it to his wife; but ^e did 
not think it was strong enough, and added a little post- 
script — 

'* Dear Ralph,— Though, as second son, yott are eflfitled 
to Bromley at my death, yet I can do much to make the 
estate worthless. Hitherto, regard for you has prevented my 
taking steps as to sale of timber, &c., which would materially 
increase your sisters' portions; this just measure I shall in- 
fallibly take if I find you persevere in keeping to this silly 
engagement. Your father's dtsap^n-oval is always a sufficient 
reason to all^^." 

Ralph was annoyed at the receipt of these letters, though he 
only smiled as he lodced them up in his desk, 

"Dear old father; how he blusters! As to my mother, 
she is reasonable when I talk to her. Once give her a 
definite idea of what Ellinor's fortune will be, and let ber, 
if she chooses, cut down her timber— a threat she has held 
over me ever since I knew what a rocking-horse was, and 
which I have known to be illegal these ten. ^-ax^ -^^asx — 
and she'll come round, I know beUec ^asn. >2qr^ ^^ \ns5W 
Reginald bas nro up post-obits, atvd a& tot ^oa^- '^wfik^^* 
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high-bom Lady Maria they are all so full of, why, she i^ a 
Flanders mare to my Ellinor, and has not a silver penny to cros? 
herself with, besides ! I bide my time, you dear good people i " 

He did not think it necessary to reply to these letters imme- 
diately, nor did he even allude to their contents in his to 
Ellinor. Mr. Wilkins, who had been very well satisfied with 
his own letter to the young man, and had thought that it must 
be equally agreeable to every one, was not at all suspicious of 
any disapproval, because the fact of a distinct sanction on the 
part of Mr. Ralph Corbet's friends to his engagement was not 
communicated to him. 

As for Ellinor, she trembled all over with happiness. Such 
a summer for the blossoming of flowers and ripening of fruit 
had not been known for years ; it seemed to her as if bounti« 
ful loving Nature wanted to fill the cup of Ellinor's joy to 
overflowing, and as if everything, animate and inanimate, sym- 
pathised with her happiness. Her father was well, and 
apparently content. Miss Monro was very kind. Dixon's 
lameness was quite gone off. Only Mr. Dunster came creep- 
ing about the house, on pretence of business, seeking out her 
father, and disturbing all his leisure with his dust-coloured 
parchment-skinned careworn face, and seeming to disturb the 
smooth current of her daily life whenever she saw him. 

Ellinor made her appearance at the Hamley assemblies, but 
with less iclat that either her father or her lover expected. 
Her beauty and natural grace were admired by those who 
could discriminate ; but to the greater number there was (what 
they called) "a want of style " — want of elegance there certainly 
was not, for her figure was perfect, and though she moved 
shyly, she moved well. Perhaps it was not a good place for 
a correct appreciation of Miss Wilkins ; some of the old 
dowagers thought it a piece of presumption in her to be 
there at all — but the Lady Holster of the day (who remembered 
her husband's quarrel with Mr. Wilkins, and looked away 
whenever Ellinor came near) resented this opinion. "Miss 
Wilkins is descended from Sir Frank's family, one of the oldest 
in the county ; the objection might have been made years ago 
to the father, but as he had been received, she did not know 
why Miss Wilkins was to be alluded to as out of her place." 
Ellinor's greatest enjoyment in the evening was to hear her 
father say, after all was over, and they were diiNva^Yiotcv^— 
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"Well, I thought my Nelly the prettiest girl there, and I 
think I know some other people who would have said the same 
if they could have spoken out." 

" Thank you, papa," said EUinor, squeezing his hand, which 
she held. She thought he alluded to the absent Ralph as the 
person who would have agreed with him, had he had the 
opportunity of seeing her ; but no, he seldom thought much 
of the absent; but had been rather flattered by seeing Lord 
Hildebrand take up his glass for the apparent purpose of 
watching EUinor. 

•'Yom: pearls, too, were as handsome as any in the room, 
child — but we must have them re-set; the sprays are old- 
fashioned now. Let me have them to-morrow to send up 
to Hancock." 

"Papa, please, I had rather keep them as they are — as 
mamma wore them." 

He was touched in a minute. 

" Very well, darling. God bless you for thinking of it ! " 

But he ordered her a set of sapphires instead, for the next 
assembly. 

These balls were not such as to intoxicate EUinor with 
success, and make her in love with gaiety. Large parties 
came from the different country-houses in the neighbourhood, 
and danced with each other. When they had exhausted the 
resources they brought with them, they had generally a few 
dances to spare for friends of the same standing with whom 
they were most intimate. EUinor came with her father, and 
joined an old card-playing dowager, by way of a chaperone — 
the said dowager being under old business obligations to the 
firm of Wilkins & Son, and apologising to all her acquaint- 
ances for her own weak condescension to Mr. Wilkins's foible 
in wishing to introduce his daughter into society above her 
natural sphere. It was upon this lady, after she had uttered 
some such speech as the one I have just mentioned, that Lady 
Holster had come down with the pedigree of ElUnor's mother. 
But though the old dowager had drawn back a little discomfited 
at my lady's reply, she was not more attentive to EUinor in 
consequence. She allowed Mr. Wilkins to bring in his daughter 
and place her on the crimson sofa beside her ; spoke to Vnrx 
occasionaUy in the interval that elaps^d>ae.loxfe \N\^ \>i«jQer5»^<3^^ 
be properly arranged in the catd-ioom; \tvN\v^^ >iiaa ^gJ^ '^'^^ 
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accompany her to that sober amusement, and on Ellnx^/^ 
declining, and preferring to remain with her father, the dowa;^er 
left her with a sweet smile on her plump countenance, and 
an approving conscience somewhere within her portly frame, 
assuring her that she had done all that could possibly have been 
expected from her towards "that good Wilkins's daughter." 
Ellinor stood by her father watching the dances, and thankful 
for the occasional chance of a dance. While .she had been 
sitting by her chaperone, Mr. Wilkins had made the tour of 
the room, dropping out the little fact of his daughter's being 
present wherever he thought the seed likely to bring forth the 
fruit of partners. And some came because they liked Mr. 
Wilkins, and some asked Ellinor because they had done their 
duty dances to their own party, and might please themselves. 
So that she usually had an average of one invitation to every 
three dances; and this principally towards the end of the 
evening. 

But considering her real beauty, and the care which her £fither 
always took about her appearance, she met with far less than 
her due of admiration. Admiration she did not care for ; 
partners she did ; and sometimes felt mortified when she had 
to sit or stand quiet during all the first part of the evening. If 
it had not been for her father's wishes she would much rather 
have stayed at home ; but, nevertheless, she talked even to the 
irresponsive old dowager, and fairly chatted to her father when 
she got beside him, because she did not like him to fancy that 
she was not enjoying herself. 

And, indeed, she had so much happiness in the daily course 
of this part of her life, that, on looking back upon it afterwards, 
she could not imagine anything brighter than it had been. 
The delight of receiving her lover's letters — the anxious happi- 
ness of replying to them (always a little bit fearful lest she 
should not express herself and her love in the precisely happy 
medium becoming a maiden) — the father's love and sati^Seus 
tion in her — the calm prosperity of the whole househcdd — 
was delightful at the time, and, looking back upon it, it 
dreamlike. 

Occasionally Mr. Corbet came down to see her. Hf 
slept on these occasions at Mr. Ness's ; but he was ■* ^ 
the gfreater part of the one day between two 
allowed himself for the length of bis vislH. 
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short peeps were not frequently taken. He was working hard at 
law : fagging at it tooth and nail ; arranging his whole life so 
as best to promote the ends of his ambition ; feeling a delight 
in surpassing and mastering his fellows — those who started in 
the race at the same time. He read Ellinor's letters over and 
over again ; nothing else besides law-books. He perceived 
the repressed love hidden away in subdued expressions in her 
communications, with an amused pleasure at the attempt at con- 
cealment He was glad that her gaieties were not more gay ; 
he was glad that she was not too much admired, although a little 
indignant at the want of taste on the part of the ——shire 
gentlemen. But if other admirers had come prominently for- 
ward, he would have had to take some more decided steps to 
assert his rights than he had hitherto done ; for he had caused 
Ellinor to express a wish to her father that her engagement 
should not be too much talked about until nearer the tim& 
when it would be prudent for him to marry her. He thought 
that the knowledge of this, the only imprudently hasty step he 
ever meant to take in his life, might go against his character for 
wisdom, if the fact became known while he was as yet only a 
student. Mr. Wilkins wondered a little ; but acceded, as he 
always did, to any of Ellinor's requests. Mr. Ness was a confi- 
dant, of course, and some of Lady Maria's connections heard 
of it, and forgot it again very soon ; and, as it happened, na 
one else was sufficiently interested in ElUnor to care to ascertain 
the fact. 

All this time, Mr. Ralph Corbet maintained a very quietly de- 
cided attitude towards his own family. He was engaged to Miss 
Wilkins ; and all he could say was, he felt sorry that they dis- 
approved of it. He was not able to marry just at present, and 
before the time for his marriage arrived he trusted that his 
family would take a more reasonable view of things, and be 
willing to receive her as his wife with all becoming respect or 
affection. This was the substance of what he repeated in 
different forms, in reply to his father's angry letters. At length, 
his invariable determination made way with his father ; the 
patornal thunderings were subdued to a distant rumbling in the 

tt» the inquiry was broached as to how much 
wEWld have; how much do^Ntv csa N\^^ 
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upon. He bad not thought much about it in making the 
engagement ; he had been too young, or too much in love. 
But an only child of a wealthy attorney ought to have something 
considerable; and an allowance so as to enable the yotmg 
couple to start housekeeping in a moderately good part of town, 
would be an advantage to him in his profession. So he replied 
to his father, adroitly suggesting that a letter containing certain 
modifications of the inquiry which had been rather roughly put 
in Mr. Corbet's last, should be sent to him, in order that he 
might himself ascertain from Mr. Wilkins what were EUinor's 
prospects as regarded fortune. 

l*he desired letter came ; but not in such a form that he could 
pass it on to Mr. Wilkins ; he preferred to make quotations, and 
even these quotations were a little altered and dressed before he 
sent them on. The gist of his letter to Mr. Wilkins was this. 
He stated that he hoped soon to be in a position to offer EUinor 
a home ; that he anticipated a steady progress in his profession, 
and consequently in his income ; but that contingencies might 
arise, as his father suggested, which would deprive him of the 
power of earning a livelihood, perhaps when it might be more 
required than it would be at first ; that it was true that, after his 
mother's death, a small estate in Shropshire would come to him 
as second son, and of course EUinor would receive the benefit 
of this property, secured to her legally as Mr. Wilkins thought 
best— that being a matter for after discussion— but that at pre- 
sent his father was anxious, as might be seen from the extract, 
to ascertain whether Mr. Wilkins could secure him from the con- 
tingency of having his son's widow and possible children thrown 
upon his hands, by giving EUinor a dowry ; and if so, it was 
gently insinuated, what would be the amount of the same. 

When Mr. Wilkins received this letter it startled him out of a 
happy day-dream. He liked Ralph Corbet and the whole con- 
nection quite well enough to give his consent to an engagement ; 
and sometimes even he was glad to think that EUinor's future 
was assured, and that she would have a protector and friends 
after he was dead and gone. But he did not want them to 
assume their responsibiUties so soon. He had not distinctfar 
contemplated her marriage as ah event likely to happen bflfioi 
his death. He could not understand how his own lils W 
on without her : or indeed why she and Ralph Corbet 
continue just as they were at present. Hecama 
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fast with the letter in his hand. By Ellinor's blushes, as she 
glanced at the handwriting, he knew that she had heard from 
her lover by the same post ; by her tender caresses — caresses 
given as if to make up for the pain which the prospect of her 
leaving him was sure to cause him — he was certain that she was 
aware of the contents of the letter. Yet he put it in his pocket, 
and tried to forget it. 

He did this not merely from his reluctance to complete any 
arrangements which might facilitate Ellinor's marriage. There 
was a further annoyance connected with the affair. His money 
matters had been for some time in an involved state ; he had 
been living beyond his income, even reckoning that, as he always 
did, at the highest point which it ever touched. He kept no 
regular accounts, reasoning with himself — or, perhaps, I should 
rather say persuading himself — that there was no great occasion 
for regular accounts, when he had a steady income arising from 
his profession, as well as the interest of a good sum of money 
left him by his father ; and when, living in his own house near a 
country town Where provisions were cheap, his expenditure for 
his small family — only one child — could never amount to any- 
thing Hke his incomings from the above-mentioned sources. 
But servants and horses, and choice wines and rare fruit-trees, 
and a habit of purchasing any book or engraving that may take 
the fancy, irrespective of the price, run away with money, even 
though there be but one child. A year or two ago, Mr. Wilkins 
had been startled into a system of exaggerated retrenchment — 
retrenchment which only lasted about six weeks — by the sudden 
bursting of a bubble speculation in which he had invested a part 
of his father's savings. But as soon as the change in his habits, 
necessitated by his new economies, became irksome, he had com- 
forted himself for his relapse into his former easy extravagance 
of living by remembering the fact that EUinor was engaged to 
the son of a man of large property: and that though Ralph was 
only the second son, yet his mother's estate must come to him, 
as Mr. Ness bad already mentioned, on first hearing of her 

engagement 

Miv Wilkins did not doubt that he could easily make Ellinor 
ft l^iaMm allowance, or even pay down a requisite dowry ; but 
■rould involve an examination into the real%\a\fcci1 
this involved dislasleiMY \io\3to\^. "^^ ^^a.^ '^^ 
- thaa mere tempoxa.17 axvYvo^^-wi^ v»o\i^^ 
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arise out of the investigation. Until it was made, he decided 
in his own mind that he would not speak to EUinor on the 
subject of her lover's letter. So for the next few days she was 
kept in suspense, seeing little of her father; and during the 
short times she was with him she was made a\;v'are that he was 
nervously anxious to keep the conversation engaged on general 
topics rather th^n on the one which she had at heart As I 
have ahready said, Mr. Corbet had written to her by the same 
post as that on which he sent the letter to her father, telling her 
of its contents, and begging her (in all those sweet words which 
lovers know how to use) to urge her father to compliance for his 
sake — his, her lover's — ^who was pining and lonely in all the 
crowds of London, since her loved presence was not there. He 
did not care for money, save as a means of hastening their 
marriage ; indeed, if there were only some income fixed, however 
small — some time for their marriage fixed, however distant — ^he 
could be patient. He did not want superfluity of wealth ; his 
habits were simple, as she well knew ; and money enough would 
be theirs in time, both from her share of contingencies, and the 
certainty of his finally possessing Bromley. 

Ellinor delayed replying to this letter until her father should 
have spoken to her on the subject. But as she perceived that 
he avoided all such conversation, the young girl's heart failed 
her. She began to blame herself for wishing to leave him, to 
reproach herself for being accessory to any step which made him 
shun being alone with her, and look distressed and full of care 
as he did now. It was the usual struggle between father and 
lover for the possession of love, instead of the natural and grace- 
ful resignation of the parent to the prescribed course of things ; 
and, as usual, it was the poor girl who bore the suffering for no 
fault of her own : although she blamed herself for being the cause 
of the disturbance in the previous order of af&iirs. Ellinor had no 
one to speak to confidentially but her father and her lover, and 
when they were at issue she could talk openly to neither, 80 shtt 
brooded over Mr. Corbet's unanswered letter, and her U/HatiAi 
silence, and became pale and dispirited. Once oi 
looked up suddenly, and caught her father's e3re garinr ^ 
with a certain wistful anxiety ; but the inf^t-*"* -^ 
pulled himself up, as it were, and w^ 
about the small topics of the day. 

At length Mr. Corbet grew impai 
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from Mr. Wilkins or EUinor, and wrote urgently to the former, 
making known to him a new proposal suggested to him by his 
father, which was, that a certain sum should be paid down by 
Mr. Wilkins, to be applied, under the management of trustees, 
to the improvement of the Bromley estate, out of the profits of 
which, or other sources in the elder Mr. Corbet's hands, a heavy 
rate of interest should be paid on this advanoe, which would 
secure an income to the young couple immediately, and con- 
siderably increase the value of the estate upon which Ellinor's 
settlement was to be made. The terms offered for this laying 
down of ready money were so advantageous, that Mr. Wilkins 
was strongly tempted to accede to them at once ; as Ellinor's 
pale cheek and want of appetite had only that very morning 
smote upon his conscience, and this immediate transfer of ready 
money was as a sacrifice, a soothing balm to his self-reproach, 
and laziness and dislike to immediate unpleasantness of action 
had its counterbalancing weakness in imprudence. Mr. Wilkins 
made some rough calculations on a piece of paper— deeds, and 
all such tests of accuracy, being down at the office ; discovered 
that he could pay down the sum required ; wrote a letter agree- 
ing to the proposal, and before he sealed it called EUinor into 
his study, and bade her read what he had been writing and tell 
him what she thought of it. He watched the colour come rush- 
ing into her white face, her lips quiver and tremble, and even 
before the letter was ended she was in his arms kissing him, and 
thanking him with blushing caresses rather than words. 

"There, there!" said he, smiling and sighing; "that will 
do. Why, I do believe you took me for a hard-hearted father, 
just like a heroine's father in a book. You've looked as woe- 
begone this week past as Ophelia. One can't make up one's 
mind in a day about such sums of money as this, little woman ; 
and you should have let your old father have time to consider." 
"Oh, papa ; I was only afraid you were angry." 
" W«U( if I vras a bit perplexed, seeing you look so ill and 
pMnS.'VM: npl the way to bring me round. Old Corbet, I 

to make a good bargain for his son. It is 
^jttlMMre never been an extravagant man." 
'-*-*-'< want all this much." 

U go into tbwct ^«xs:Sv?5 ^^ 
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more kiss, and then we'll go and order the horses, and have a 
ride together, by way of keeping holiday. I deserve a holiday, 
don't I, Nelly?" 

Some country people at work at the roadside, as the father 
and daughter passed along, stopped to admire their bright 
happy loolcs, and one spoke of the hereditary handsomeness 
of the Wilkins family (for the old man, the present Mr. 
Wilkins's father, had been fine-looking in his drab breeches 
and gaiters, and usual assumption of a yeoman's dress). 
Another said it was easy for the rich to be handsome ; they 
had always plenty to eat, and could ride when they were tired 
of walking, and had no care for the morrow to keep them from 
sleeping at nights. And, in sad acquiescence with their con- 
trasted lot, the men went on with their hedging and ditching 
in silence. 

And yet, if they had known — if the poor did know — the 
troubles and temptations of the rich ; if those men had foreseen 
the lot darkening over the father, and including the daughter in 
its cloud ; if Mr. Wilkins himself had even imagined such a 
future possible. . . . Well, there was truth in the old heathen 
saying, •' Let no man be envied till his death." 

EUinor had no more rides with her father; no, not evei 
again ; though they had stopped that afternoon at the summit 
of a breezy common, and looked at a ruined hall, not so very 
far off, and discussed whether they could reach it that day, and 
decided that it was too far away for anything but a hurried in- 
spection, and that some day soon they would make the old 
place into the principal object of an excursion. But a rainy 
time came on, when no rides were possible ; and whether it 
was the influence of the weather, or some other care or trouble 
that oppressed him, Mr. Wilkins seemed to lose all wish for 
much active exercise, and rather sought a stimulus to his spirits 
and circulation in wine. But of this EUinor was innocently 
unaware. He seemed dull and weary, and sat long, drowsing 
and drinking after dinner. If the servants had not been so 
fond of him for much previous generosity and kindness, they 
would have complained now, and with reason, of his iRitA* 
bility, for all sorts of things seemed to annoy him. 

" You should get the master to take a ridd with V0o 
said Dixon one day, as he was puttjnw I' 
•• He's not looking well. He'F 



A DARK night's WORK. 49 

But when Ellinor named it to her father, he rather hastily 
replied that it was all very well for women to ride out when- 
ever they liked— men had something else to do; and then, as 
he saw her look grave and puzzled, he softened down his 
abrupt saying by adding that Dunster had been making a fuss 
about his partner's non-attendance, and altogether taking a 
good deal upon himself in a very offensive way, so that he 
thought it better to go pretty regularly to the office, in order 
to show him who was master— senior partner, and head of 
the business, at any rate. 

Ellinor sighed a little over her disappointment at her father's 
preoccupation, and then forgot her own little regret in anger at 
Mr. Dunster, who had seemed all along to be a thorn in her 
father's side, and had latterly gained some power and authority 
over him, the exercise of which, Ellinor could not help thinking, 
was a very impertinent line of conduct from a junior partner, so 
lately only a paid clerk, to his superior. There was a sense of 
something wrong in the Ford Bank household for many weeks 
about this time. Mr. Wilkins was not like himself, and his 
cheerful ways and careless genial speeches were missed, even on 
the days when he was not irritable, and evidently uneasy with 
himself and all about him. The spring was late in coming, and 
cold rain and sleet made any kind of outdoor exercise a trouble 
and discomfort rather than a bright natural event in the course 
of the day. All sound of winter gaieties, of assemblies and meets, 
and jovial dinners, had died away, and the summer pleasures 
were as yet unthought of. Still Ellinor had a secret perennial 
source of sunshine in her heart ; whenever she thought of Ralph 
she could not feel much oppression from the present unspoken 
and indistinct gloom. He loved her ; and oh, how she loved 

him ! and perhaps this very next autumn but that depended 

on his own success in his profession. After all, if it was not this 
autumn it would be the next ; and with the letters that she re- 
ceived weekly, and the occasional visits that her lover ran down 
to Hamley to pay Mr. Ness, Ellinor felt as if she would almost 
prefier the dday of the time when she must leave her father's for 
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CHAPTER VI. 

At Easter— just when the heavens and earth were looking 
their dreariest, for Easter fell very early this year — Mr. Corbet 
came down. Mr. Wilkins was too busy to see much of him ; 
they were together even less than usual, although not less 
friendly when they did meet. But to EUinor the visit was one 
of unmixed happiness. Hitherto she had always had a little 
fear mingled up with her love of Mr. Corbet ; but his manners 
were softened, his opinions less decided and abrupt, and his 
whole treatment of her showed such tenderness, that the young 
girl basked and revelled in it. One or two of their conversa- 
tions had reference to their future married life in London; 
and she then perceived, although it did not jar against her, 
that her lover had not forgotten his ambition in his love. He 
tried to inoculate her with something of his own craving for 
success in life ; but it was all in vain : she nestled to him, and 
told him she did not care to be the Lord Chancellor's wife- 
wigs and woolsacks were not in her line ; only if he wished it, 
she would wish it. 

The last two days of his stay the weather changed. Sudden 
heat burst forth, as it does occasionally for a few hours even 
in our chilly English spring. The grey-brown bushes and trees 
started almost with visible progress into the tender green shade 
which is the forerunner of the bursting leaves. The sky was of 
full cloudless blue. Mr. Wilkins was to come home pretty early 
from the office to ride out with his daughter and her lover ; but, 
after waiting some time for him, it grew too late, and they were 
obliged to give up the project. Nothing would serve Ellinor, 
then, but that she must carry out a table and have tea in the 
garden, on the sunny side of the tree, among the roots of which 
she used to play when a child. Miss Monro objected a little to 
this caprice of EUinor's, saying that it was too early for out-(rf- 
door meals ; but Mr. Corbet overruled all objections, and helped 
her in her gay preparations. She always kept to the early boon 
of her childhood, although she, as then, regularly sat with ber 
father at his late dinner ; and this meal al firtseo was to be « 
reality to her and Miss Monro. There 
for her father, and she seized * 
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the stable-yard, by the shrabbery path, to his study, and with 
merry playfulness made him a prisoner, accusing him of dis- 
appointing them of their ride, and drawing him, more than half 
unwilling, to his chair by the table. But he was silent, and 
almost sad : his presence damped them all ; they could hardly 
tell why, for he did not object to an)rthing, though he seemed 
to enjoy nothing, and only to force a smile at Ellinor's occa- 
sional sallies. These became more and more rare as she per- 
ceived her father's depression. She watched him anxiously. 
He perceived it, and said — shivering in that strange unaccount- 
able manner which is popularly explained by the expression that 
some one is passing over the earth that will one day form your 
grave — 

' ' EUinor ! this is not a day for out-of-door tea. I never felt 
so chilly a spot in my life. I cannot keep from shaking where 
I sit. I must leave this place, my dear, in spite of all. your 
good tea." 

"Oh, papa ! I am so sorry. But look how full that hot sun's 
rays come on this turf. I thought I had chosen such a capital 
spot ! •• 

But he got up and persisted in leaving the table, although he 
was evidently sorry to spoil the little party. He walked up and 
down the gravel walk, close by them, talking to them as he kept 
passing by and trying to cheer them up. 

"Are you warmer now, papa?" asked EUinor. 

"Oh, yes ! all right. It's only that place that seems so diilly 
and damp. I'm as warm as a toast now." 

The next morning Mr. Corbet left them. The unseasonably 
fine weather passed away too, and all things went back to their 
rather grey and dreary aspect ; but EUinor was too happy to feel 
this much, knowing what absent love existed for her alone, and 
from this knowledge unconsciously trusting in the sun behind 
the clouds. 

I have said that few or none in the immediate neighbourhood 
of Hamley, beside their own household and Mr. Ness, knew of 
EUinor's engagement. At one of the rare dinner-parties to which 
lAxe atocompanied her father — it was at the old lady's house who 

*'*««r'to the assemblies — she was taken in to dinner by . 
""^•nn staying in the neighboTxrtiood. WfeV-a^^josx 
men to him in h\s owiv cow\\.>f , «cv^ Ynfc^^'^ "*^ 
jp in his life. He vras good, Voxvocwsx, «cA. 
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rather boyish in appearance. Ellinor was happy and at her ease, 
and chatted away to this Mr. Livingstone on many little points 
of interest which they found they had in common : church music, 
and the difficulty they had in getting people to sing in parts ; 
Salisbury Cathedral, which they had both seen ; styles of church 
architecture, Ruskin's works, and parish schools, in which Mr. 
Livingstone was somewhat shocked to find that Ellinor took no 
great interest. When the gentlemen came in from the dining- 
room, it struck Ellinor, for the first time in her life, that her 
father had taken more wine than was good for him. Indeed, this 
had rather become a habit with him of late ; but as he always 
tried to go quietly off to his own room when such had been the 
case, his daughter had never been aware of it before, and the 
perception of it now made her cheeks hot with shame. She 
thought that every one must be as conscious of his altered manner 
and way of speaking as she was, and after a pause of sick silence, 
during which she could not say a word, she set to and talked to 
Mr. Livingstone about parish schools, anything, with redoubled 
vigour and apparent interest, in order to keep one or two of the 
company, at least, from noticing what was to her so painfully 
obvious. 

The effect of her behaviour was far more than she had intended. 
She kept Mr. Livingstone, it is true, from observing her father, 
but she also riveted his attention on herself. He had thought 
her very pretty and agreeable during dinner : but after dinner he 
considered her bewitching, irresistible. He dreamed of her all 
night, and wakened up the next morning to a calculation of how 
far his income would allow him to furnish his pretty new par- 
sonage with that crowning blessing, a wife. For a day or two he 
did up little sums, and sighed, and thought of Ellinor, her face 
listening with admiring interest to his sermons, her arm passed 
into his as they went together round the parish ; her sweet voice 
instructing classes in his schools — turn where he would, in his 
imagination Ellinor's presence rose up before him. 

The consequence was that he wrote an offer, which he found 
a far more perplexing piece of composition than a sermon ; a 
real hearty expression of love, going on, over all obstacles, to a 
straightforward explanation of his present prospects and future 
hopes, and winding up with the information that on the succeed- 
ing morning he would call to know whether he might speak to 
Mr, Wilkins on the subject of this letter. It was given to Ellinor 
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in the evening, as she was sitting with Miss Monro in the library. 
Mr. Wilkins was dining out, she hardly knew where, as it was a 
stidden engagement, of which he had sent word from the office 
— a gentleman's dinner-party, she supposed, as he had dressed 
in Hamley without coming home. Ellinor turned over the letter 
when it was brought to her, as some people do when they cannot 
recognise the handwriting, as if to discover from paper or seal 
what two moments would assure them of, if they opened the 
letter and looked at the signature. Ellinor could not guess who 
had written it by any outward sign ; but the moment she saw the 
name ** Herbert Livingstone," the meaning of the letter flashed 
upon her and she coloured all over. She put the letter away, 
imread, for a few minutes, and then made some excuse for leaving 
the room and going upstairs. When safe in her bedchamber, 
she read the young man's eager words with a sense of self- 
reproach. How must she, engaged to one man, have been 
behaving to another, if this was the result of a single evening's 
interview ? The self-reproach was unjustly bestowed ; but with 
that we have nothing to do. She made herself very miserable ; 
and at last went down with a heavy heart to go on with Dante, 
and rummage up words in the dictionary. All the time she 
seemed to Miss Monro to be plodding on with her Italian more 
diligently and sedately than usual, she was planning in her own 
mind to speak to her father as soon as he returned (and he had 
said that he should not be late), and beg him to undo the mischief 
she had done by seeing Mr. Livingstone the next morning, and 
frankly explaining the real state of affairs to him. But she 
wanted to read her letter again, and think it all over in peace ; 
and so, at an early hour, she wished Miss Monro good-night, 
and went up into her own room above the drawing-room, and 
overlooking the flower-garden and shrubbery-path to the stable- 
yard, by which her father was sure to return. She went upstairs 
and studied her letter well, and tried to recall all her speeches 
and conduct on that miserable evening — as she thought it then 
— not knowing what true misery was. Her head ached, and 
she put out the candle, and went and sat on the window-seat, 
looking out into the moonlit garden, watching for her father. 
She opened the window ; partly to cool her forehead, partly to 
enable her to call down softly when she should see him coming 
along. By-and-by the door from the stable-yatd \tv\.o \}c\^ 
shrubbery clicked and opened, and in a raomenl s\ie sslvj "^t. 
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Wilkins moving through the bushes ; but not alone, Mr. Dunster 
was with him, and the two were talking together in rather ex- 
cited tones, immediately lost to hearing, however, as they entered 
Mr. Wilkins's study by the outer door, 

*' They have been dining together somewhere. Probably at 
Mr. Hanbury's" (the Hamley brewer), thought Ellinor. " But 
how provoking that he should have come home with papa this 
night of all nights ! " 

Two or three times before Mr. Dunster had called on Mr. 
Wilkins in the evening, as Ellinor knew; but she was not 
quite aware of the reason for such late visits, and had never 
put together the two facts — ^as cause and consequence) — that 
on such occasions her fiather had been absent from the office 
all day, and that there might be necessary business for him 
to transact, the urgency of which was the motive for Mr. 
Dunster's visits, Mr. Wilkins always seemed to be annoyed 
by his coming at so late an hour, and spoke of it, resenting 
the intrusion upon his leisure ; and Ellinor, without considera- 
tion, adopted her father's mode of speaking and thinking on 
the subject, and was rather more angry than he was whenever 
the obnoxious partner came on business in the evening. This 
night was, of all nights, the most ill-purposed time (so Ellinor 
thought) for a tiie-d-tiie with her father! However, there 
was no doubt in her mind as to what she had to do. So late 
as it was, the unwelcome visitor could not stop long ; and then 
she would go down and have her little confidence with her 
father, and beg him to see Mr. Livingstone when he came 
next morning, and dismiss him as gently as might be. 

She sat on in the window-seat; dreaming waking dreams 
of future happiness. She kept losing herself in such thoughts, 
and became almost afraid of forgetting why she sat there. 
Presently she felt cold, and got up to fetch a shawl, in 
which she muffled herself and resumed her place. It seemed 
to her growing very late ; the moonlight was coming fuller 
and fuller into the garden and the blackness of the shadow 
was more concentrated and stronger. Surely Mr. Dunster 
could not have gone away along the dark shrubbery-path 
so .noiselessly but what she must have heard him? No! 
there was the swell of voices coming up through the window 
from her father's study : angry voices they were ; and her 
anger rose sympathetically, as she knew that her father was 
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being irritated. There was a sudden movement* as of chairs 
poshed hastily aside, and then a mysterious imaccountable 
noise -^ heavy, sudden ; and then a slight movement as of 
chairs again; and then a profound stillness. Ellinor leaned 
her head against the side of the window to listen more intently, 
for some mysterious instinct made her sick and faint. No sound- 
no noise. Only by-and-by she heard, what we have all heard 
at such times of intent listening, the beating of the pulses of 
her heart, and then the whirling rush of blood through her 
head. How long did this last? She never knew. By-and-by 
she heard her father's hurried footstep in his bedroom, next 
to hers; but when she ran thither to speak to him, and ask 
him what was amiss — if anything had been — if she might 
come to him now about Mr. Livingstone's letter, she found 
that he had gone down again to his study, and almost at the 
same moment she heard the little private outer door of that 
room open ; some one went out, and then there were hurried 
footsteps along the shrubbery-path. She thought, of course, 
that it was Mr. Dunster leaving the house ; and went back for 
Mr. Livingstone's letter. Having found it, she passed through 
her father's room to the private staircase, thinking that if 
she went by the more regular way, she would have run 
the risk of disturbing Miss Monro, and perhaps of being 
questioned in the morning. Even in passing down this remote 
staircase, she trod softly for fear of being overheard. When 
she entered the room, the full light of the candles dazzled her 
for an instant, coming out of the darkness. They were flaring 
wildly in the draught that came in through the open door, by 
which the outer air was admitted ; for a moment there seemed 
no one in the room, and then she saw, with strange sick horror, 
the legs of some one lying on the carpet behind the table. As 
if compelled, even while she shrank from doing it, she went 
round to see who it was that lay there so still and motionless as 
never to stir at her sudden coming. It was Mr. Dunster ; his 
head propped on chair-cushions, his eyes open, staring, dis- 
tended. There was a strong smell of brandy and hartshorn in 
the room ; a smell so powerful as not to be neutralised by the 
free current of night air that blew through the two open doors. 
Ellinor could not have told whether it was reason or instinct 
that made her act as she did during this awful night. In think- 
ing of it afterwards, with shuddering avoidance oi OcieYiaM'n.NXtv^ 
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memory that would come and overshadow her during many, 
many years of her life, she grew to believe that the powerful 
smell of the spilt brandy absolutely intoxicated her — an un- 
conscious Rechabite in practice. But something gave her a 
presence of mind and a courage not her own. And though 
she learnt to think afterwards that she had acted unwisely, if 
not wrongly and wickedly, yet she marvelled, in recalling that 
time, how she could have then behaved as she did. First of all 
she lifted herself up from her fascinated gaze at the dead man, 
and went to the staircase door, by which she had entered the 
study, and shut it softly. Then she went back — looked again ; 
took the brandy-bottle, and knelt down, and tried to pour some 
into the mouth ; but this she found she could not do. Then she 
wetted her handkerchief with the spirit, and moistened the lips ; 
all to no purpose ; for, as I have said before, the man was dead 
— killed by rupture of a vessel of the brain ; how occasioned I 
must tell by-and-by. Of course, all Ellinor's little cares and 
efforts produced no effect ; her father had tried them before — 
vain endeavours all, to bring back the precious breath of life ! 
The poor girl could not bear the look of those open eyes, and 
softly, tenderly, tried to close them, although unconscious that 
in so doing she was rendering the pious offices of some beloved 
hand to a dead man. She was sitting by the body on the floor 
when she heard steps coming with rushing and yet cautious 
tread, through the shrubbery; she had no fear, although it 
might be the tread of robbers and murderers. The awfulness 
of the hour raised her above common fears ; though she did not 
go through the usual process of reasoning, and by it feel assured 
that the feet which were coming so softly and swiftly along were 
the same which she had heard leaving the room in like manner 
only a quarter of an hour before. 

Her father entered, and started back, almost upsetting some 
one behind him by his recoil, on seeing his daughter in her 
motionless attitude by the dead man. 

"My God, EUinor! what has brought you here?" he said, 
almost fiercely. 

But she answered as one stupefied — 

• • I don't know. Is he dead ? " 

" Hush, hush, child ; it cannot be helped." 

She raised her eyes to the solemn, pitying, awe-stricken face 
behind her father's — the countenance of Dixon. 
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" Is he dead ? " she asked of him. 

The man stepped forwards, respectfully pushing his master on 

(me side as he did so. He bent down over the corpse, and 

looked, and listened, and then reaching a candle off the table, 

he signed Mr. Wilkins to close the door. And Mr. Wilkins 

obeyed, and looked with an intensity of eagerness almost 

amounting to faintness on the experiment, and yet he could 

not hope. The flame was steady — steady and pitilessly un- 

stined, even when it Mras adjusted close to mouth and nostril ; 

the head was raised up by one of Dixon's stalwart arms, while 

he held the candle in the other hand. EUinor fancied that 

there was some trembling on Dixon's part, and grasped his 

wrist tightly in order to give it the requisite motionless firmness. 

All in vain. The head was placed again on the cushions, the 

servant rose and stood by his master, looked sadly on the dead 

man, whom, living, none of them had liked or cared for, and 

Ellinor sat on, quiet and tearless, as one in a trance. 

" How was it, father? " at length she asked. 

He would fain have had her ignorant of all, but so questioned 

by her lips, so adjured by her eyes, in the very presence of 

death, be could not choose but speak the truth ; he spoke it in 

convulsive gasps, each sentence an effort — 

"He taunted me — ^he was insolent, beyond my patience — I 
could not bear it. I struck him — I can't tell how it was. He 
must have hit his head in falling. Oh, my God ! one little hour 
ago I was innocent of this man's blood ! " He covered his face 
with his hands. 

Ellinor took the candle again ; kneeling behind Mr. Dunster's 
head she tried the futile experiment once more. 

" Could not a doctor do some good ? " she asked of Dixon, in 
a hopeless voice. 

** No 1 " said he, shaking his head, and looking with a side- 
long glance at his master, who seemed to shrivel up and to 
shrink away at the bare suggestion. " Doctors can do nought, 
I'm afeard. All that a doctor could do, I take it, would be to 
open a vein, and that I could do along with the best of them, 
if I had but my fleam here." He fumbled in his pockets as he 
spoke, and, as chance would have it, the ' ' fleam " (or cattle lancet) 
was somewhere about his dress. He drew it out, smoothed and 
tried it on his finger. Ellinor tried to bare the arm, bMV XMrcveA. 
sick as she did so. Her father started eagerly foivfat^, ^.tA ^\^ 
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what was necessary with hurried trembling hands. If they bad 
cared less about the residt, they might have been more afraid 
of Ihe consequences of the operation in the hands of one so 
ignorant as Dixon. Bat, vein or artery, it signified little ; no 
living blood gushed cwt ; only a little watery moisture followed 
the cut of the fleam. They laid him back on bis strange sad 
death-couch. Dixon spoke next. 

" Master Ned 1 " said be — ^for he had known Mr. Wilkins in 
his days of bright careless boyhood, and almost was carried 
back to them by the sense of charge and protection which the 
servant's presence of mind and sharpened senses gave him over 
his master on this dreary night--*" Master Ned I we must do 
sumront." 

No one spoke. What was to be done ? 

*' Did any folk see him come here ? " Dixon asked, after a time. 
Ellinor looked up to beaj bcr father's answer, a wild hope coming 
into her mind that aii migbt be coocealed somehow ; she did 
not know how, nor did slie think of any consequences except 
saving her £xther from the vague dread, trouble, and pmiishment 
that she was aware wooid await him if all were known, 

Mr. Wilkins did not seem to hear ; in fact, he did not hear 
anything but the unspoken edia of his own last words, that 
went booming through his heart : ** An hour ago I was innocent 
of this man's blood I Only an boor ago 1 " 

Dixon got up and poured out half a tumblerful of raw spirit 
fi'om the brandy-bottle that stood on the table. 

"Drink this, Master Ned!" putting it to his master's lips. 
"Nay" — to Ellinor — " it will do him no harm ; only bring back 
his senses, which, poor gentleman, are seared away. We shall 
need all oar wits. Now, sir, please answer my- quesdoo. Did 
any one see Measter Dunster come here ? " 

"I don't know," said Mr. Willdns, recovering his speech. 
** It all seems in a mist He offered to walk home with me ; I 
did not want him. I was almost rude to faira to keep him off. 
I did not want to talk of bosiness ; I bad taken too much wine 
to be very clear, and some things at the office were not quite in 
order, and he had found it out. If any one heard our conversa- 
tion, they must know I did not want him to come with me. 
Oh 1 why would he come ! He was as obstinate — he would 
come — and here it has been bis death ! ** 

Well, sir, what's done can't be undone, and I'm sure we'd 
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any of us briog him back to life if we could, even by catting off 
OUT bands, though he was a mighty plaguey chap while he'd 
breath m him. But what I'm thinking is this : it'll maybe go 
awkward with you, sir, if he's found here. One can't say. But 
don't you think, miss, as he's neither kith nor kin to miss him, 
we might jnst bury him away before morning, somewhere? 
There's better nor four hours of dark. I wish we could put him 
i* the churchyard, but that can't be ; but, to my mind, the 
sooner we set about digging a place for him to lie in, poor 
fellow, the better it'll be for us all in the end. I can pare a 
piece of turf up where it'll never be missed, and if master '11 
take one spade, and I another, why, we'll lay him softly down, 
and cover him up, and no one '11 be the wiser." 

There was no reply from cither for a minute or so. Then 
Mr. "Wilkins said — 

" If my father could have known of my living to this ! Why, 
they will try me as a criminal ; and you, EUinor? Dixon, you 
are right We must conceal it, or I must cut my throat, for I 
never could live through it. One minute of passion, and my 
life blasted!" 

" Come along, sir," said Dixon ; '• there's no time to lose." 
And they went out in search of tools ; Ellincr following them, 
shivering all over, but begging that she might be with them, 
and not have to remain in the study with 

She would not be bidden into her own room ; she dreaded 
inaction and solitude. She made herself busy with canying 
heavy baskets of turf, and straining her strength to the utmost ; 
fetching all that was wanted, with soft swift steps. 

Once, as she passed near the open study door, she thought 
tliat she heard a rustling, and a flash of hope came across her. 
Cotdd he be reviving? She entered, but a moment was enough 
to tmdeceive her ; it had only been a night rustle among the 
trees. Of hope, life, there was none. 

They dug the hole deep and well ; working with fierce energy 
to quench thought and remorse. Once or twice her father asked 
for brandy, which EUinor, reassured by the apparently good 
effect of the first dose, brought to him without a word ,* and 
once at her father's suggestion she brought food, such as she 
could find in the dining-room without disturbing the household, 
for Dixon. 

When all was ready for the reception of the body \tv \\s mtv- 
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blessed grave, Mr. Wilkins bade EUinor go up to her own room 
— she had done all she could to help them ; the rest must be 
done by them alone. She felt that it must; and indeed both 
her nerves and her bodily strength were giving way. She 
would have kissed her father, as he sat wearily at the head of 
the grave — Dixon had gone in to make some arrangement 
for carrying the corpse — but he pushed her away quietly, but 
resolutely — 

•* No, Nelly, you must never kiss me again ; I am a mur- 
derer." 

*• But I will, my own darling papa," said she, throwing her 
arms passionately round his neck, and covering his face with 
kisses. "I love you, and I don't care what you are, if you 
were twenty times a murderer, which you are not ; I am sure 
it was only an accident." 

"Go in, my child, go in, and try to get some rest. But go 
in, for we must finish as fast as we can. The moon is down ; 
it will soon be daylight. What a blessing there are no rooms 
on one side of the house. Go, Nelly." And she went ; strain- 
ing herself up to move noiselessly, with eyes averted, through 
the room which she shuddered at as the place of hasty and un- 
hallowed death. 

Once in her own room she bolted the door on the inside, and 
then stole to the window, as if some fascination impelled her to 
watch all the proceedings to the end. But her aching eyes 
could hardly penetrate through the thick darkness, which at 
the time of the year of which I am speaking, so closely precedes 
the dawn. She coiild discern the tops of the trees against the 
sky, and could single out the well-known one, at a little distance 
from the stem of which the grave was made, in the very piece 
of turf over which so lately she and Ralph had had their merry 
little tea-making ; and where her father, as she now remembered, 
had shuddered and shivered, as if the ground on which his seat 
had then been placed was fateful and ominous to him. 

Those below moved softly and quietly in all they did ; but 
every sound had a significant and terrible interpretation to 
Ellinor's ears. Before they had ended, the little birds had 
begun to pipe out their gay reveillde to the dawn. Then doors 
closed, and all was profoundly stilL 

Ellinor threw herself, in her clothes, on the bed; and was 
thankful for the intense weary physical pain which took off 
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something of the anguish of thought — anguish that she fancied 
from time to time was leading to insanity. 

By-and-by the morning cold made her instinctively creep 
between the blankets; and, once there, she fell into a dead 
heavy sleep. 
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CH AFTER VII. 

Ellinor was awakened by a rapping at her door : it was her 
maid. 

She was fully aroused in a moment, for she had fallen asleep 
ixnth one clearly defined plan in her mind, only one, for all 
thoughts and cares having no relation to the terrible event were 
as though they had never been. All her purpose was to shield 
her father from suspicion. And to do this she must control 
herself— heart, mind, and body must be ruled to this one end. 
So she said to Mason — 

" Let me lie half-an-hour longer ; and beg Miss Monro not 
to wait breakfast for me; but in half-an-hour bring me up a 
cap of strong tea, for I have a bad headache." 

Mason went away. Ellinor sprang up; rapidly undressed 
herself, and got into bed again, so that when her maid returned 
with her breakfast, there was no appearance of the night having 
been passed in any unusual manner. 

" How ill you do look, miss ! " said Mason. " I am sure you 
had better not get up yet." 

Ellinor longed to ask if her father had yet shown himself ; but 
this question — so natural at any other time— seemed to her so 
suspicious under the circumstances, that she could not bring her 
lips to frame it At any rate, she must get up and struggle to 
make the day like all other days. So she rose, confessing that 
she did not feel very well, but trying to make light of it, and 
when she could think of anything but the one awe, to say a 
trivial sentence or two. But she could not recollect how she 
behaved in general, for her life hitherto had been simple, and 
led without any consciousness of effect. 

Before she was dressed, a message came up to say that Mr. 
Livingstone was in the drawing-room. 

Mr. Livingstone I He belonged to the old Vife oi yes\,eitoj \ 
The billows of the night had swept over his mark on \.\i^ saxv^ 
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of her memory ; and it was only by a strong effort that she could 
• remember who he was — ^what he wanted. She sent Mason down 
to inquire from the servant who admitted him whom it vas that 
he had asked for. 

*' He asked for master first. But master has not rung for his 
water yet, so James told him he was not up. Then he took 
thought for a while, and asked could he speak to you, he would 
wait if you were not at liberty ; but that he wished particular to 
see either master, or you. So James asked him to sit down in 
the drawing-room, and he would let you know." 

" I must go," thought Ellinor. " I will send him away 
directly ; to come, thinking of marriage, to a house like this — 
to-day, too!" 

And she went down hastily, and in a hard unsparing mood 
towards a man, whose affection for her she thought was like a 
gourd, grown up in a night, and of no account, but as a piece 
of foolish, boyish excitement. 

She never thought of her own appearance — she had dressed 
without looking in the glass. Her only object was to dismiss 
her would-be suitor as speedily as possible. All feelings of shy- 
ness, awkwardness, or maiden modesty, were quendied and 
overcome. In she went. 

He was standing by the mantelpiece as she entered. He 
made a step or two forward to meet her ; and then stopped, 
petrified, as it were, at the sight of her hard white face. 

" Miss Wilkins, I am afraid you are ill 1 I have come too 
early. But I have to leave Hamley in half-an-hour, and I 
thought Oh, Miss Wilkins ! what have I done ? " 

For she sank into the chair nearest to her, as if overcome by 
his words ; but indeed, it was by the oppression of her own 
thoughts : she was hardly conscious of his presence. 

He came a step or two nearer, as if he longed to take her m 
his arms and comfort and shelter her ; but she stiffened herself 
and arose, and by an effort walked towards the fireplace, and 
there stood, as if awaiting what he would say next. But he was 
overwhelmed by her aspect of illness. He almost forgot his 
own wishes, his own suit, in his desire to relieve her from the 
pain, physical as he believed it, under which she was suffering. 
It was she who had to begin the subject. 

** I received your letter yesterday, Mr. Livingstone. I was 
anxious to see you to-day, in order that I might prevent you 
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from speaking to my father. I do not say anything of tiie ktnd 

of affection you can ficel for me — me, whom you have only seen 

once. All I shall say is, that the sooner we both forget what I 
mast call £oUy. the better." 

She took the airs of a woman considerably older and more 
experienced than himself. He thought her haughty ; she was 
only miserable. 

"You are mistaken*" said he, more quietly and with more 
dignity than was likely from his previous conduct. " I will not 
alioir you to characterise as folly what might be presumptuous 
on my part-^I had no business to express myself so soon — ^but 
which in its foundation was trae and sincere. That I can answer 
for most solemnly. It is possible, though it may not be a usual 
thing, for a man to feel so strongly attracted by the charms and 
qualities of a woman, even at first sight, as to feel sure that she, 
and she alone* can make his happiness. My folly consisted — 
there you are right — ^in even dreaming that you could return my 
feelings in the slightest d^n^ee, when you had only seen me 
once ; and I am most truly ashamed of myself. I cannot tell 
you how sorry I am, when I see how you have compelled your- 
self to come and speak to me when you are so ill." 

She staggered into a chair, for with all her wish for his speedy 
dismissal, she was obliged to be seated. His hand was upon 
tbebeU. 

" No, don't ! " she said. * ' Wdt a minute. " 

His eyes, bent upon her with a look of deep anxiety, touched 
her at that moment, and she was on the point of shedding tears ; 
bat she checked herself, and rose again. 

" I will go," said he. " It is the kindest thing I can do. 
Only, may I write ! May I venture to write and urge what I 
have to say more coherently?" 

" No I " said she, " Don't write. I have given you my answer. 
We are nothing, and can be nothing to each other. I am 
engaged to be married. I should not have told you if you bad 
not been so kind. Thank you. But go now." 

The poor young man's face fell, and be became almost as 
white as she was for the instant. After a moment's reflection, 
he took her hand in his, and said— • 

** May God bless you, and him too, whoever he be ! But if 
you want a friend, I may be that friend, may 1 not"? a.tvd Vcv \.ci 
prove thatmjr vrords of regard are true, in a beller a.T\d \\\^« 
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sense than I used them at first." And kissing her passive hand, 
he was gone and she was left sitting alone. 

But solitude was not what she could bear. She went quickly 
upstairs, and took a strong dose of saUvolatile, even while she 
heard Miss Monro calling to her. 

** My dear, who was that gentleman that has been closeted 
with you in the drawing-room all this time?" 

And then, without listening to EUlinor's reply, she went on — 

" Mrs. Jackson has been here " (it was at Mrs. Jackson's house 
that Mr. Dunster lodged), "wanting to know if we could tell 
her where Mr. Dunster was, for he never came home last night 
at all. And you were in the drawing-room with — who did you 
say he was? — that Mr. Livingstone, who might have come at a 
better time to bid good-bye ; and he had never dined here, had 
he? so I don't see any reason he had to come calling, and P. P. 
C.-ing, and your papa not up. So I said to Mrs. Jackson, ' I'll 
send and ask Mr. Wilkins, if you like, but I don't see any use 
in it, for I can tell yciu just as well as anybody, that Mr. Dunster 
is not in this house, wherever he may be.' Yet nothing would 
satisfy her but that some one must go and waken up your papa, 
and ask if he could tell where Mr. Dunster was." 

"And did papa?" inquired Ellinor, her dry throat huskily 
forming the inquiry that seemed to be expected from her. 

" No ! to be sure not. How should Mr. Wilkins know? As 
I said to Mrs. Jackson, ' Mr. Wilkins is not likely to know where 
Mr. Dunster spends his time when he is not in the office, for 
they do not move in the same rank of life, my good woman ; ' 
and Mrs. Jackson apologised, but said that yesterday they had 
both been dining at Mr. Hodgson's together, she believed ; and 
somehow she had got it into her head that Mr. Dunster might 
have missed his way in coming along Moore Lane, and might 
have slipped into the canal ; so she just thought she would step 
up and ask Mr. Wilkins if they had left Mr. Hodgson's together, 
or if your papa had driven home. I asked her why she had not 
told me all these particulars before, for I could have asked your 
papa myself all about when he last saw Mr. Dunster; and I 
went up to ask him a second time, but he did not like it at all, 
for he was busy dressing, and I had to shout my questions 
through the door, and he could not always hear me at first." 

"What did he say?" 

"Ohi he had walked part of the way with Mr. Dunster, and 
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then cut across by the short path through the fields, as far as I 
could understand him through the door. He seemed very much 
annoyed to hear that Mr. Dunster had not been at home all 
night; but he said I was to tell Mrs. Jackson that he would 
go to the office as soon as he had had his breakfast, which he 
ordered to be sent up directly into his own room, and he had no 
doubt it would all turn out right ; but that she had better go 
home at once. And, as I told her, she might find Mr. Dunster 
there by the time she got there. There, there is your papa 
going out ! He has not lost any time over his breakfast ! " 

Ellinor had taken up the Hamley Examiner, a daily paper, 
which lay on the table, to hide her face in the first instance ; 
bat it served a second purpose, as she glanced languidly over 
the columns of the advertisements. 

" Oh I here are Colonel Macdonald's orchideous plants to be 
sold. All the stock of hothouse and stove plants at Hartwell 
Priory. I must send James over to Hartwell to attend the sale. 
It is to last for three days." 

" But can he be spared for so long ? " 

•• Oh, yes ; he had better stay at the little inn there, to be on 
the spot. Three days," and as she spoke, she ran out to the 
gardener, who was sweeping up the newly-mown grass in the 
front of the house. She gave him hasty and unlimited directions, 
only seeming intent — if any one had been suspiciously watching 
her words and actions — to hurry him off to the distant village, 
where the auction was to take place. 

When he was once gone she breathed more freely. Now, no 
one but the three cognisant of the terrible reason* of the disturb- 
ance of the turf under the trees in a certain spot in the belt 
ronnd the flower-garden, would be likely to go into the place. 
Miss Monro might wander round with a book in her hand ; but 
she never noticed anything, and was short-sighted into the 
bargain. Three days of this moist, warm, growing weather, 
and the green grass would spring, just as if life — was what it 
had been twenty-four hours before. 

When all this was done and said, it seemed as if Ellinor's 
strength and spirit sank down at once. Her voice became 
feeble, her aspect wan ; and although she told Miss Monro 
that nothing was the matter, yet it was impossible for any one 
who loved her not to perceive that she was far {rom v»e\\. TYv^ 
kind governess placed her pupil on the sofa, coveted \\ex leeX 

c 
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up warmly, darkened the room, and then stole ont on tiptoe, 
fanc3ang that EUmor would sleep. Her eyes were, indeed, 
shut ; but try as much as she would to be quiet, she was up in 
less than five minutes after Miss Monro had left the room, and 
walking up and down in all the restless agony of body that 
arises from an overstrained mind. But soon Miss Monro re- 
appeared, bringing with her a dose of soothing medicine of 
her own concocting, for she was great in domestic quackery. 
What the medicine was Ellinor did not care to know ; she 
drank it without any sign of her usual merry resistanoeto physic 
of Miss Monro's ordering ; and as the latter took up a book, 
and showed a set purpose of remaining with her patient, ElUnor 
was compelled to he still, and presently fell asleep. 

She awakened late in the afternoon with a start. Her father 
was standing over her, listening to Miss Monro's account of her 
indisposition. She only caught one glimpse of his strangely 
altered countenance, and hid her head in the cushions — hid it 
from memory, not from him. For in an instant she must have 
conjectiu-ed the interpretation he was likely to put upon her 
shrinking action, and she had turned towards him, and had 
thrown her arms round his neck, and was kissing his cold, 
passive face. Then she fell back. But all this time their sad 
eyes never met**-they dreaded the look of recollection that must 
be in each other's gaze. 

•• There, my dear 1 " said Miss Monro. " Now you must lie 
still till I fetch you a little broth. You are better now, are not 
you?" 

*'You need "not go for the broth, Miss Monro," said Mr. 
Wilkins, ringing the bell. " Fletcher can surely bring it." He 
dreaded the being left alone with his daughter — nor did she 
fear it less. She heard the strange alteration in her father's 
voice, hard and hoarse, as if it was an effort to speak. The 
ph3rsical signs of his suffering cut her to the heart ; and yet she 
wondered how it was that they could both be alive, or, if alive, 
they were not rending their garments and crying aloud. Mr. 
Wilkins seemed to have lost the power of careless action and 
speech, it is true. He wished to leave the room now his anxiety 
about his daughter was relieved, but hardly knew how to set 
about it. He was obliged to think about the veriest trifle, in 
order that by an effort of reason he might understand how he 
should have spoken or acted if he bad been free from blood- 
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guiltineis. Ellinor understood all by intuition. But hence- 
forward the unspoken comprehension of each other's hidden 
motiotis made their mutual presence a burdensome anxiety to 
each. Miss Monro was a relief; they were glad of her as a 
third person, unconscious of the secret which constrained them. 
This afternoon her unconsciousness gave present pain, although 
on after reflection each found in her speeches a cause of 
rejoicing. 

•* And Mr, Dunster, Mr. Wilkins, has he come home yet ?" 

A moment's pause, in which Mr. Wilkins pumped the words 
out of his husky throat — 

*' I have not heard. I have been riding. I went on business 
to Mr, Estcourt's. Perhaps you will be so kind as to send and 
inquire at Mrs. Jackson's." 

£llinor sickened at the words. She had been all her life a 
truthful plain-spoken girl. She held herself high above deceit. 
Yet, here came the necessity for deceit — a snare spread around 
her. She had not revolted so much from the deed which 
brought unpremeditated death, as she did from these words of 
her father's. The night before, in her mad fever of affright, 
she bad fancied that to conceal the body was all that would 
be required; she had not looked forward to the long, weary 
course of small lies, to be done and said, involved in that one 
mistaken action. Yet, while her father's words made her soul 
revolt, his appearance melted her heart, as she caught it, half 
turned away from her, neither looking straight at Miss Monro, 
nor at anything materially visible. His hollow sunken eye 
seemed to Ellinor to have a vision of the dead man before 
it His cheek was livid and worn, and its healthy colouring, 
gained by years of hearty outdoor exercise, was all gone into 
the wanness of age. His hair, even to Ellinor, seemed greyer 
for the ps&t night of wretchedness. He stooped, and looked 
dreamily earthward, where formerly be had stood erect. It 
needed all the pity called forth by such observation to quench 
EUinor's passionate contempt for the course on which she and 
her father were embarked, when she heard him repeat his words 
to the servant who came with her broth. 

" Fletcher I go to Mrs. Jackson's and inquire if Mr. Dunster 
is come home yet. I want to speak to him." 

'* To him !" lying dead where he had been laid; k\\\ed Vf ^^ 
man who DOiv asked for his presence, Ellinor shut hex eyes, a.Yv^ 
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lay back in despair. She wished she might die, and be out of 
this horrible tangle of events. 

Two minutes after, she was conscious of her father and Miss 
Monro stealing softly out of the room. They thought- that 
she slept. 

She sprang off the sofa and knelt down. 

"O God," she prayed, "Thou knowest ! Help me ! There 
is none other help but Thee ! " 

I suppose she fainted. For, an hour or more afterwards, 
Miss Monro, coming in, found her lying insensible by the side 
of the sofa. 

She was carried to bed. She was not delirious, she was only 
in a stupor, which they feared might end in delirium. To 
obviate this, her father sent far and wide for skilful physicians, 
who tended her, almost at the rate of a guinea the minute. 

People said how hard it was upon Mr. Wilkins, that scarcely 
had that wretch Dunster gone off, with no one knows how 
much out of the trusts of the firm, before his only child fell 
ill. And, to tell the truth, he himself looked burnt and seared 
with affliction. He had a startled look, they said, as if he 
never could tell, after such experience, from which side the 
awful proofs of the uncertainty of earth would appear, the 
terrible phantoms of unforeseen dread. Both rich and poor, 
town and country, sympathised with him. The rich cared 
not to press their claims, or their business, at such a time ; 
and only wondered, in their superficial talk after dinner, how 
such a good fellow as Wilkins could ever have been deceived 
by a man like Dunster. Even Sir Frank Holster and his lady 
forgot their old quarrel, and came to inquire after EUinor, and 
sent her hothouse fruit by the bushel. 

Mr. Corbet behaved as an anxious lover should do. He wrote 
daily to Miss Monro to beg for the most minute bulletins ; he 
procured everything in town that any doctor even fancied might 
be of service. He came down as soon as there was the slightest 
hint of permission that EUinor might see him. He overpowered 
her with tender words and caresses, till at last she shrank away 
from them, as from something too bewildering, and past all 
right comprehension. 

But one night before this, when all windows and doors stood 
open to admit the least breath that stirred the sultry July air, a 
servant on velvet tiptoe had stolen up to Ellinor's open door, and 
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had beckoned out of the chamber of the sleeper the ever watchful 
nurse, Miss Monro. 

*' A gentleman wants you," were all the words the housemaid 
dared to say so close to the bedroom. And softly, softly Miss 
Monro stepped down the stairs, into the drawing-room ; and 
there she saw Mr. Livingstone. But she did not know him ; 
she had never seen him before. 

" I have travelled all day. I heard she was ill — was dying. 
May I just have one more look at her ? I will not speak ; I will 
haxdly breathe. Only let me see her once again 1 " 

•' I beg your pardon, sir, but I don't know who you are ; and 
if you mean Miss Wilkins by ' her,' she is very ill, but we hope 
not dying. She was very ill, indeed, yesterday ; very dangerously 
ill» I may say, but she is having a good sleep, in consequence of 
a soporific medicine, and we are really beginning to hope" 

But just here Miss Monro's hand was taken, and, to her infinite 
surprise, was kissed before she could remember how improper 
swdi behaviour was. 

" God bless you, madam, for saying so. But if she sleeps, will 
you let me see her? it can do no harm, for I will tread as if on 
egg-sheUs ; and I have come so far— if I might just look on her 
sweet face. Pray, madam, let me just have one sight of her. I 
will not ask for more." 

Bat he did ask for more after he had had his wish. He stole 
npstairs after Miss Monro, who looked round reproachfully at 
him if even a nightingale sang, or an owl hooted in the trees 
outside the open windows, yet who paused to say herself, outside 
Mr. Wilkins's chamber door — 

" Her Other's room ; he has not been in bed for six nights, 
till to-night ; pray do not make a noise to waken him." And on 
into the deep stiUness of the hushed room, where one clear ray 
of hidden lamplight shot athwart the floor, where a watcher, 
breathing softly, sat beside the bed — where EUinor's dark head 
lay motionless on the white pillow, her face almost as white, her 
form almost as still. You might have heard a pin fall. After a 
while he moved to withdraw. Miss Monro, jealous of every 
scmnd, followed him, with steps all the more heavy because they 
were taken with so much care, down the stairs, back into the 
drawing-room. By the bed-candle flaring in the draught, sh^ 
saw that there was the^'litfering mark of wet tears on Vv\a cYie^iV. \ 
and sbe fdt, as sbe said afterwards, ' ' sorry for the young iivaxv.'* 
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And yet she urged him to go, for she knew that she might be 
wanted upstairs. He took her hand, and wning it hard. 

«*^ Thank you. She looked so changed — oh! she looked as 
though she were dead. You will write — Herbert Livingstone, 
Langham Vicarage, Yorkshire ; you will promise me to write. 
Jf I could do anything for her, but I can but pray. Oh, my 
darling ; my darling ! and I have no right to be with her." 

" Go away, there's a good young man," said Miss Monro, all 
the more pressing to hurry him out by the front door, because 
she was afraid of his emotion overmastering him, and making 
him noisy in his denronstrations. " Yes, I will write ; I will write, 
never fear!" and she bolted the door behind him and was 
thankfuL 

Two minutes afterwards there was a low tap ; she undid the 
fastenings, and there he stood, pale in the moonhght. 

** Please don't tell her I came to ask about her ; she might not 
like it." 

*' No, no ! not I ! Poor creature, she's n«t likely to care to 
hear anything this long while. She never roused at Mr. Corbet's 



name." 



•• Mr, Corbet's I " said Livingstone, below his breath, and he 
turned and went away ; this time for good. 

But Ellinor recovered. She knew she was recovering, when 
day after day she felt involuntary strength and appetite return. 
Her body seemed stronger than her will ; for that would have 
induced her to creep into her grave, and shut her eyes for ever 
on this world, so full of troubles. 

She lay, for the most part, with her eyes closed, very still and 
quiet ; but she thought with the intensity of one who seeks for 
lost peace, and cannot find it. She began to see that if in the 
mad impulses of that mad nightmare of horror, they had all 
strengthened each other, and dared to be frank and open, con- 
fessing a great fiault, a greater disaster, a greater woe— which in 
the first instance was hardly a crime — their future course, though 
sad and sorrowful, would have been a simple jiud straightforward 
one to tread. But it was not for her to undo what was done, 
and to reveal the error and shame of a fether. Only she, turning 
anew to God, in the solemn and quiet watches of the night, made 
a covenant, that in her conduct, her own personal individual life, 
she would act loyally and truthfully. And as for the future, and 
all the terrible chances involved in it, she would leave it m His 
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hands— if, indeed (and here ^jne in the Tempter), He would 
watch over one whose life hereafter must seem based upon a lie. 
Her only plea, offered " standing afar off," was, " The lie is said 
and done and over— it was not for my own sake. Can filial piety 
be so overcome by the rights of justice and truth, as to demand 
of me that I should reveal my father's guilt." 

Her lather's severe sharp punishment began. He knew why 
she suffered, what made her young strength falter and tremble, 
what made her life seem nigh about to be quenched in death. 
Yet he could not take his sorrow and care in the natural manner. 
He was obliged to think how every word and deed would be con- 
strued. He fancied that people were watching him with suspicious 
eyes, when nothing was further from their thoughts. For once 
let the '* public " of any place be possessed by an idea, it is more 
difficult to dislodge it than any one imagines who has not tried. 
If Mr. Wilkins had gone into the Hamley market-place, and pro- 
claimed himself guilty of the manslaughter of Mr. Dunster — nay, 
if he bad detailed all the circumstances — the people would have 
exclaimed, *' Poor man, he is crazed by this discovery of the 
nnworthiness of the man he trusted so ; and no wonder — it was 
such a thing to have done — to have defrauded his partner to such 
an extent, and then have made off to America I " 

For many small circumstances, which I do not stop to detail 
here, went far to prove this, as we know, unfounded supposition ; 
and Mr. Wilkins, who was known, from his handsome boyhood, 
through bis comely manhood, up to the present time, by all the 
people in Hamley, was an object of sympathy and respect to 
every one who saw him, as he passed by, old, and lorn, and 
haggard before his time, all through the evil conduct of one, 
London-bred, who was as a hard, unlovely stranger to the 
popular mind of this little country town. 

Mr. Wilkins's own servants liked him. The workings of his 
temptations were such as they could understand. If he had been 
hot-tempered he had also been generous, or I should rather say 
careless and lavish with his money. And now that he was 
cheated and impoverished by his partner's deUnquency, they 
thought it no wonder that he drank long and deep in the solitary 
evenings which he passed at home. It was not that he was 
without invitations. Every one came forward to testify their 
respect for him by asking him to their houses. He bad pic^Q;aiX:\>{ 
never been so universally popular since his falhei's deaxYi, ^\iX, 
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{IS be said, he did not care to go into society while his daughter 
was so ill — he had no spirits for company. 

But if any one had cared to observe his conduct at home, and 
to draw conclusions from it, they could have noticed that, 
anxious as he was about EUinor, he rather avoided than sought 
her presence, now that her consciousness and memory were 
restored. Nor did she ask for, or wish for him. The presence 
of each was a burden to the other. Oh, sad and woeful night 
of May — overshadowing the coming summer months with gloom 
and bitter remorse 1 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Still youth prevailed over all. Ellinor got well, as I have said, 
even when she would fain have died. And the afternoon came 
when she left her room. Miss Monro would gladly have made 
a festival of her recovery, and have had her conveyed into the 
unused drawing-room. But Ellinor begged that she might be 
taken into the library — into the schoolroom — anywhere (thought 
she) not looking on the side of the house on the flower-garden, 
which she had felt in all her illness as a ghastly pressure lying 
within sight of those very windows, through which the morning 
sun streamed right upon her bed — ^like the accusing angel, 
bringing all hidden things to light. 

And when Ellinor was better still, when the bath-chair had 
been sent up for her use, by some kindly old maid, out of 
Hamley, she still petitioned that it might be kept on the lawn 
or town side of the house, away from the flower-garden. 

One day she almost screamed, when, as she was going to the 
front door, she saw Dixon standing ready to draw her, instead 
of Fletcher, the servant who usually went. But she checked all 
demonstration of feeling ; although it was the first time she had 
seen him since he and she and one more had worked their hearts 
out in hard bodily labour. 

He looked so stern and ill ! Cross, too, which she had never 
seen him before. 

As soon as they were out of immediate sight of the windows, 
she asked him to stop, forcing herself to speak to him. 

" Dixon, you look very poorly," she said, trembling as she 
spoke. 
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"Ay!" said he. "We didn't think much of it at the time, 
did we, Miss Nelly? But it'll be the death on us, I'm thinking. 
It has aged me above a bit. All my fifty years afore were but 
as a forenoon of child's play to that night Measter, too — I 
could a-bear a good deal, but measter cuts through the stable- 
yard, and past me, wi'out a word, as if I was poison, or a 
stinking foumart It's that as is worst, Miss Nelly, it is." 

And the poor man brushed some tears from his eyes with the 
back of his withered, furrowed hand. EUinor caught the in- 
fection, and cried outright, sobbed like a child, even while she 
held out her little white thin hand to his grasp. For as soon as 
he saw her emotion, he was penitent for what he had said. 

" Don't now — don't," was all he could think of to say. 

" Dixon ! " said she at length, •• you must not mind it. You 
must try not to mind it. I see he does not like to be reminded 
of that, even by seeing me. He tries never to be alone with me. 
My poor old Dixon, it has spoilt my life for me ; for I don't 
think he loves me any more." 

She sobbed as if her heart would break; and now it was 
Dixon's turn to be comforter. 

** Ah, dear, my blessing, he loves you above everything. It's 
only he can't a-bear the sight of us, as is but natural. And if he 
doesn't fancy being alone with you, there's always one as does, and 
that's a comfort at the worst of times. And don't ye fret about 
what I said a minute ago. I were put out because measter all 
but pushed me out of his way this morning, without never a 
word. But I were an old fool for telling ye. And I've really 
forgotten why I told Fletcher I'd drag ye a bit about to-day. Th' 
gardener is beginning for to wonder as you don't want to see th' 
annuals and bedding-out things as you were so particular about 
in May. And I thought I'd just have a word wi' ye, and then if 
you'd let me, we'd go together just once round the flower-garden, 
just to say you've been, you know, and to give them chaps a bit 
of praise. You'll only have to look on the beds, my pretty, and 
it must be done some time. So come along ! " 

He began to put resolutely in the direction of the flower- 
garden. Ellinor bit her lips to keep in the cry of repugnance 
that rose to them. As Dixon stopped to unlock the door, he 
said — 

•• It's not hardness, nothing like it ; I've waited till I heeTd>jo>3L 
were better; but it's in for a penny in for a pound >nV ms ^\ 
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and folk may talk. ; and bless your little brave heart* you'll stand 
a deal for your father's sake, and so will I, though I do feel it 
above a bit, when he puts out his hand as if to keep me ofif, and 
I only going to speak to him about Clipper's knees ; though I'll 
own I had wondered many a day when I was to have the good- 
morrow master never missed sin' he were a boy till Well ! 

and now you've seen the beds, and can say they looked mighty 
pretty, and is done all as you wished ; and we're got out again, 
and breathing fresher air than yon sun-baked hole, with its 
smelling flowers^ not half so wholesome to snnfif at as good 
stable-Klung." 

So the good man chatted on; not without the purpose of 
giving EUinor time to recover herself ; and partly also to drown 
his own cares, which lay heavier on his heart than he could say. 
But he thought himself rewarded by Ellinor's thanks, and warm 
pressure of his hard hand as she got out at the front door» and 
bade him good-bye. 

The break to her days of weary monotony was the letters she 
constantly received from Mr. Corbet. And yet here again lurked 
the sting. He was all astonishment and indignation at Mr. 
Dunster's disappearance, or rather flight, to America. And now 
that she was growing stronger he did not scruple to express 
curiosity respecting the details, never doubting but that she was 
perfectly acquainted with much that he wanted to know ; 
although he had too much delicacy to question her on the point 
which was most important of all in his eyes, namely, how far it 
had affected Mr. Wilkins's worldly prospects ; for the report 
prevalent in Hamley had reached London, that Mr. Dunster had 
made away with, or carried off, trust property to a considerable 
extent, for all which Mr. Wilkins would of course be liable. 

It was hard work for Ralph Corbet to keep from seeking direct 
information on this head from Mr. Ness, or, indeed, from Mr. 
Wilkins himself. But he restrained himself, knowing that in 
August he should be able to make all these inquiries personally. 
Before the end of the long vacation he had hoped to marry 
EUinor: that was the time which had been planned by them 
when they had met in the early spring before her illness and all 
this misfortune happened. But now, as he wrote to his father, 
nothing could be definitely arranged until he had paid his visit 
to Hamley, and seen the state of affairs. 

Accordingly one Satiuday in August, he came to Ford Bank, 
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this time as a visitor to ElUnor's home, instead of to his old 
quarters at Mr. Ness's. 

The bouse was still as if asleep in the full heat of the afternoon 
sun, as Mr. Corbet drove up. The window-blinds were down ; 
the front door wide open, great stands of heliotrope and roses 
and geraniums stood just within the shadow of the hall ; but 
through all the silence his approach seemed to excite no com- 
motion. He thought it strange that he had not been watched for, 
that EUinor did not come running out to meet him, that she 
allowed Fletcher to come and attend to his luggage, and usher 
him into the library just like any common visitor, any morning- 
caller. He stiffened himself up into a moment's indignant 
coldmess of manner. But it vanished in an instant when, on the 
door being opened, he saw EUinor standing holding by the table, 
lodung for his appearance with almost panting anxiety. He 
thought of nothing then but her evident weakness, her changed 
looks, for which no account of her illness had prepared him. 
For she was deadly white, lips and all ; and her dark eyes seemed 
unnaturally enlarged, while the caves in which they were set were 
strangely deep and hollow. Her hair, too, had been cut off pretty 
closely ; she. did not usually wear a cap, but with some faint idea 
of making herself look better in his eyes, she had put on one this 
day, and the effect was that she seemed to be forty years of 
age ; but one instant after he had come in, her pale face was 
flooded with crimson, and her eyes were ftiU of tears. She had 
hard work to keep herself from going into hysterics, but she 
instinctively knew how much he would hate a scene, and she 
checked herself in time. 

"Oh," she murmured, " I am so glad to see you ; it is such a 
comfort, such an infinite pleasure." And so she went on, cooing 
out words over him, and stroking his hair with her thin fingers ; 
while he rather tried to avert his eyes, he was so much afraid of 
betraying how much he thought her altered. 

But when she came down, dressed for dinner, this sense of 
her change was diminished to him. Her short brown hair had 
already a little wave, and was ornamented by some black lace ; 
she wore a large black lace shawl — it had been her mother's of 
old— over some delicate-coloured muslin dress ; her face was 
slightly flushed, and had the tints of a wild rose ; her lips kept 
pale and trembling with involuntary motion, it is true ; and as 
the lovers stood together, hand in hand, by the window, he was 
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aware of a little convulsive twitching at every noise, even whil< 
she seemed gazing in tranquil pleasure on the long smooth slop< 
of the newly-mown lawn, stretching down to the little brool 
that prattled merrily over the stones on its merry course t< 
Hamley town. 

He felt a stronger twitch than ever before; even while hii 
ear, less delicate than hers, could distinguish no peculiar sound 
About two minutes after Mr. Wilkins entered the room. H< 
came up to Mr. Corbet with a warm welcome : some of it real 
some of it assumed. He talked volubly to him, taking little O] 
no notice of Ellinor, who dropped into the background, and sa 
down on the sofa by Miss Monro ; for on this day they were al 
to dine together. Ralph Corbet thought that Mr. Wilkins wa 
aged ; but no wonder, after all his anxiety of various kinds 
Mr. Dunster's flight and reported defalcations, Ellinor's illness 
of the seriousness of which her lover was now convinced by he: 
appearance. 

He would fain have spoken more to her during the dinner tha 
ensued, but Mr. Wilkins absorbed all his attention, talking anc 
questioning on subjects that left the ladies out of the conversatioi 
almost perpetually. Mr, Corbet recognised his host's fine tact 
even while his persistence in talking annoyed him. He was quit< 
sure that Mr. Wilkins was anxious to spare his daughter an^ 
exertion beyond that — to which, indeed, she seemed scarceb 
equal — of sitting at the head of the table. And the more he: 
father talked — so fine an observer was Mr. Corbet — the mon 
silent and depressed Ellinor appeared. But by-and-by he ac 
counted for this inverse ratio of gaiety, as he perceived hov 
quickly Mr. Wilkins had his glass replenished. And here 
again, Mr. Corbet drew his conclusions, from the silent way ii 
which, without a word or a sign from his master, Fletcher gav« 
him more wine continually — wine that was drained off at once. 

"Six glasses of sherry before dessert," thought Mr. Corbet tc 
himself. * ' Bad habit — no wonder Ellinor looks grave. " Anc 
when the gentlemen were left alone, Mr. Wilkins helped himsel 
even still more freely ; yet without the slightest effect on th« 
clearness and brilliancy of his conversation. He had alway: 
talked well and racily, that Ralph knew, and in this power h( 
now recognised a temptation to which he feared that his futur* 
father-in-law had succumbed. And yet, while he perceived tha 
this gift led into temptation, he coveted it for himself ; for he wa: 
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perfectly aware that this fluency, this happy choice of epithets, 
was the one thing he should fail in when he began to enter into 
the more active career of his profession. But after some time 
spent in listening, and admiring, with this little feeling of envy 
lurking in the background, Mr. Corbet became aware of Mr. 
Wilkins's increasing confusion of ideas, and rather unnatural 
merriment ; and, with a sudden revulsion from admiration to 
disgust, he rose up to go into the library, where EUinor and 
Miss Monro were sitting. Mr. Wilkins accompanied him, 
laughing and talking somewhat loudly. Was EUinor aware of 
her fsUher's state? Of that Mr. Corbet could not be sure. She 
looked up with grave sad eyes as they came into the room, but 
with no apparent sensation of surprise, annoyance, or shame. 
When her glance met her father's Mr. Corbet noticed that it 
seemed to sober the latter immediately. He sat down near the 
open window, and did not speak, but sighed heavily from time 
to time. Miss Monro took up a book, in order to leave the 
young people to themselves ; and after a little low murmured 
conversation, EUinor went upstairs to put on her things for a 
stroll through the meadows by the river-side. 

They were sometimes sauntering along in the lovely summer 
twilight, now resting on some grassy hedgerow bank, or standing 
still, looking at the great barges, with their crimson sails, lazily 
floating down the river, making ripples on the glassy opal sur- 
face of the water. They did not talk very much ; EUinor seemed 
disinclined for the exertion ; and her lover was thinking over 
Mr. Wilkins's behaviour, with some surprise and distaste of the 
habit so evidently growing upon him. 

They came home, looking serious and tired : yet they could 
not account for their fatigue by the length of their walk, and 
Miss Monro, forgetting Autolycus's song, kept fidgeting about 
EUinor, and wondering how it was she looked so pale, if she 
had only been as far as the Ash Meadow. To escape from 
this wonder, EUinor went early to bed. Mr. Wilkins was gone, 
no one knew where, and Ralph and Miss Monro were left to 
a half-hour's tiie-d-iite. He thought he could easily account 
for Ellinor's languor, if, indeed, she had perceived as much 
as he had done of her father's state, when they had come into 
the library after dinner. But there were many details which 
he was anxious to hear from a comparatively indifferent person, 
and as soon as he could, he passed on from the conversation 
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nbout Enmor*s health, to inquiries as to the whole affair of Mr. 
Dunster*s disappearance. 

Next to her anxiety about Ellinor, Miss Monro liked to dilate 
on the mystery connected with Mr. Dunster's flight ; for that 
was the word she employed without hesitation, as she gave 
him the account of the event universally received and believed 
in by the people of Hamley. How Mr. Dunster had never 
been liked by any one; how everybody remembered that he 
could never look them straight in the face ; how he always 
seemed to be hiding something that he did not want to have 
known; how he had drawn a large sum (exact quantity un- 
known) out of the county bank only the day before he left 
Hamley, doubtless in preparation for his escape; how some 
one had told Mr. Wilkins he had seen a man just like Dunster 
lurking about the docks at Liverpool, about two days after he 
had left his lodgings, but that this some one, being in a hurry, 
had not cared to stop and speak to the man ; how that the 
affairs in the office were discovered to be in such a sad state 
that it was no wonder that Mr. Dunster had absconded— he 
that had been so trusted by poor dear Mr, Wilkins. Money 
■gone no one knew how or where. 

••But has he no friends who can explain his proceedings, 
and account for the missing money, in some way?" asked Mr. 
Corbet. 

•' No, none. ^^r. Wilkins has written everywhere, right and 
left, I believe. I know he had a letter from Mr. Dunster's 
nearest relation — a tradesman in the City— a cousin, I think, 
and he could give no information in any way. He knew that 
about ten years ago Mr. Dunster had had a great fancy for 
going to America, and had read a great many travels — all just 
what a man would do before going off to a country." 

•' Ten years is a long time beforehand," said Mr. Corbet, half 
smiling; "shows malice prepense with a vengeance." But then, 
turning grave, he said, " Did he leave Hamley in debt?" 

"No ; I never heard of that," said Miss Monro, rather un- 
willingly, for she considered it as a piece of loyalty to the 
Wilkinses, whom Mr. Dunster had injured (as she thought), to 
blacken his character as much as was consistent with any degree 
of truth. 

^* It Is a strange story," said Mr. Corbet, musing. 

**Not at all," she replied quickly; •• I am sure, if you had 
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seen the man, with one or two side-locks of hair combed over 
his baldness, as if he were ashamed of it, and his eyes that 
never looked at you, and his way of eating with his knife when 
he thought he was not observed — oh, and numbers of things !— 
you would not think it strange." 

Mr. Corbet smiled. 

" I only meant that he Seems to have had no extravagant or 
vicious habits which would account for his embezzlement of the 
money that is missing — but, to be sure, money in itself is a 
temptation— only he, being a partner, was in a fair way of 
making it without risk to himself. Has Mr. Wilkins taken 
any steps to have him arrested in America? He might easily 
do that." 

"Oh, my dear Mr. Ralph, you don't know our good Mr, 
'Wilkins I He would rather bear the loss, I am sure, and all 
this trouble and care which it has brought upon him, than be 
revenged upon Mr. Dunster." 

" Revenged 1 What nonsense ! it is simple justice — justice 
to himself and to others — to see that villany is so sufficiently 
punished as to deter others from entering upon such courses. 
But I have little doubt Mr. Wilkins has taken the right steps ; 
he is not the man to sit down quietly under such a loss." 

" No, indeed ! He had him advertised in the Times and in 
the county papers, and offered a reward of twenty pounds for 
infccmation concerning him." 

"Twenty pounds was too little." 

"So I said. I told EUinor that I would give twenty pounds 
myself to have him apprehended, and she, poor darling ! fell 
a- trembling, and said, ' I would give all I have — I would give 
my life.* And then she was in such distress, and sobbed so, I 
promised her I would never name it to her ag^ain." 

" Poor child — poor child I she wants change of scene. Her 
nerves have been sadly shaken by her illness." 

The next day was Sunday ; Ellinor was to go to church for 
the first time since her illness. Her father had decided it icx 
her, or else she would fain have stayed away — she would hardly 
acknowledge why, even to herself, but it seemed to her as if the 
very words and presence of God must there search her and find 
her out 

She went early, leaning on the arm of her lover, and trying 
to forget the past in the present. They walked slowly along 
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between the rows of waving golden corn ripe for the harvest. 
Mr. Corbet gathered blue and scarlet flowers, and made up a 
little rustic nosegay for her. She took and stuck it in her girdle, 
smiling faintly as she did so. 

Hamley Church had, in former days, been collegiate, and was, 
in consequence, much larger and grander than the majority of 
country-town churches. The P'ord Bank pew was a square one, 
downstairs ; the Ford Bank servants sat in a front pew in the 
gallery, right before their master. Ellinor was "hardening her 
heart " not to listen, not to hearken to what might disturb the 
wound which was just being skinned over, when she caught 
Dixon's face up above. He looked worn, sad, soured, and 
anxious to a miserable degree ; but he was straining eyes and 
ears, heart and soul, to hear the solemn words read from the 
pulpit, as if in them alone he could find help in his strait. 
Ellinor felt rebuked and humbled. 

She was in a tumultuous state of mind when they left church ; 
she wished to do her duty, yet could not ascertain what it was. 
Who was to help her with wisdom and advice? Assuredly he to 
whom her future life was to be trusted. But the case must be 
stated in an impersonal form. No one, not even her husband, 
must ever know anything against her father from her. Ellinor 
was so artless herself, that she had little idea how quickly and 
easily some people can penetrate motives, and combine disjointed 
sentences. She began to speak to Ralph on their slow, saunter- 
ing walk homewards through the quiet meadows. 

" Suppose, Ralph, that a girl was engaged to be married " 

*' I can very easily suppose that, with you by me," said he, 
filling up her pause. 

"Oh I but I don't mean myself at all," replied she, reddening. 
" I am only thinking of what might happen ; and suppose that 
this girl knew of some one belonging to her — we will call it a 
brother — who had done something wrong, that would bring 
disgrace upon the whole family if it was known — though, indeed, 
it might not have been so very wrong as it seemed, and as it 
would look to the world — ought she to break off her engagement 
for fear of involving her lover in the disgrace?" 

" Certainly not, without telling him her reason for doing so." 

" Ah ! but suppose she could not. She might not be at liberty 
to do so." 

" I can't answer supposititious cases. I must have the facts — 
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if facts there are — more plainly before me before I can give an 
opinion. Who are you thinking of, Ellinor?" asked he rather 
abruptly. 

"Oh, of no one," she answered in affright. •* Why should I 
be thinking of any one? I often try to plan out what I should 
do, or what I ought to do, if such and such a thing happened, 
JQSt as you recollect I used to wonder if I should have presence 
of mind in case of fire." 

"Then, after all, you yourself are the girl who is engaged, 
and who has the imaginary brother who gets into disgrace ? " 

"Yes, I suppose so," said she, a little annoyed at having 
betrayed any personal interest in the afiair. 

He was silent, meditating. 

"There is nothing wrong in it," said she timidly, '• is there?" 

"I think you had better tell me fully out what is in your 
nund," he replied kindly. "Something has happened which 
has suggested these questions. Are you putting yourself in the 
place of any one about whom you have been hearing lately ? I 
know you used to do so formerly, when you were a little girl." 

"No; it was a very foolish question of mine, and I ought 
not to have said anything about it. See 1 here is Mr. Ness over- 
taking us." 

The clergyman joined them on the broad walk that ran by the 
river-side, and the talk became general. It was a relief to Elli- 
nor, who had not attained her end, but who had gone far towards 
betraying something of her own individual interest in the ques- 
tion she had asked. Ralph had been more struck even by her 
manner than her words. He was sure that something lurked 
behind, and had an idea of his own that it was connected with 
Dunster's disappearance. But he was glad that Mr. Ness's 
joining them gave him leisure to consider a little. 

The end of his reflections was, that the next day, Monday, he 
went into the town, and artfully learnt all he could hear about 
Mr. Dunster's character and mode of going on ; and with still 
more skill he extracted the popular opinion as to the embarrassed 
nature of Mr. Wilkins's affairs — embarrassment which was gene- 
rally attributed to Dunster's disappearance with a good large sum 
belonging to the firm in his possession. But Mr. Corbet thought 
otherwise; he had accustomed himself to seek out the baser 
motives for men's conduct, and to call the result of these re- 
searches wisdom. He imagined that Dunster had been well pair' 
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by Mr. Wilkins for his disappearance, which was an easy way of 
accounting for the derangement of accounts and loss of money 
that arose, in fact, from Mr. Wilkins's extravagance of habits and 
growing intemperance. 

On the Monday afternoon he said to EUinor, "Mr. Ness 
intermpted us yesterday in a very interesting conversation. Do 
you remember, love ? " 

EUinor reddened, and kept her head still mort intently bent 
over a sketch she was making. 

"Yes; I recollect." 

•• I have been thinking about it. I still think she ought to 
tell her lover that such disgrace hung over him — I mean, over 
the family with whom he was going to connect himself. Of 
course, the only eflfect would be to naafee him stand by her still 
more for her frankness." 

"* Oh 1 but, Ralph, it might perhaps be something she ought 
not to tell, whatewr canw of her silence." 

" Of course there might be all sorts of cases. Unless I knew 
more, I could not pretend to judge.** 

This was said rather more coolly. It bad the desired eflfect. 
Ellinor laid down her brush, and covered her face with her hand. 
After a pause, she turned towards him and said — 

*'I win tell you this; and more you must not ask me. I 
know ytm are as safe as can be. I am the girl, you are the 
lover, and possible shame hangs over my father, if something — 
oh, so dreadful" (here she blanched), "but not so very much 
his fault, is ever found out." 

Thoi^h this was nothing more than he expected, though 
Ralph thought that he was aware what the dreadful something 
mig^t be, yet, when it was acknowledged in words his heart 
contracted, and for a moment he forgot the intent, wistful, 
beautiful face, creeping close to his to read his expression aright. 
B\it after that his presence of mind came in aid. He took her 
in his arms and kissed her ; murmuring fond words of sympathy, 
and promises of faith, nay, even of greater love than before, 
since greater need she might have of that love. But somehow 
he was glad when the dressing-bell rang, and in the solitude of 
his own room he could reflect on what he had heard ; for the 
intelligence had been a great shock to him, although he bad 
fancied that his morning's inquiries bad prepared him for iL 
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CHAPTER TX. 

Ralph Corbet found it a verjr difficult thing to keep down his 
curiosity during the next few days. It was a miserable thing to 
have Ellinor's unspoken secret severing them like a phantom. 
But he had given her his word that he would make no further 
inquiries from her. Indeed, he thought he could well enough 
make out the outline of past events ; still, there was too much 
left to conjecture for his mind not to be always busy on the sub- 
ject. He felt inclined to probe Mr. Wilkins in their after-dinner 
conversation, in which his host was frank and lax enough on 
many subjects. But once toucli on the name of Dunster and 
Mr. Wilkins sank into a kind of suspicious depression of spirits ; 
talking little, and with evident caution ; and from time to time 
shooting furtive glances at his interlocutor's f:ice. Ellinor was 
resolutely impervious to any attempts of his to bring his conver- 
sation with her back to the subject which more and more 
engrossed Ralph Corbet's mind. Sire had done her duty, as 
she understood it ; and had received assurances which she was 
only too glad to believe fondly with all the tender faith of her 
heart. Whatever came to pass, Ralph's love would still be 
hers ; nor was he unwarned of what might come to pass in some 
dread future day. So she shut her eyes to what i«ight be in 
store for her (and, after all, the chances were immeasurably 
in her favour) ; and she bent herself with her whole strength 
into enjoying the present. Day by day Mr. Corbet's spirits 
flagged. He was, however, so generally uniform in the tenor 
of his talk — never very merry, and always avoiding any subject 
that might call out deep feeling either on his own or any one 
else's part, that few people were aware of his changes of mood. 
Ellinor felt them, though she would not acknowledge them : it 
was bringing her too much face to fisice with the great terror 
of her life. 

One morning he announced the fact of his brother's approach- 
ing marriage ; the wedding was hastened on account of some 
impending event in the duke's family ; and the borne letter he 
had received that day was to bid his presence ai SA.o\wiVj Cjas,>^e.> 
and also to desire him to be at home by a certaiti v.\n\e tvox n^pj 
distant, In order to look o\rT the requisite \ega\ paipere, «i»A ao 
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give his assent to some of them. He gave many reasons why 
this unlooked-for departure of his was absolutely necessary ; but 
no one doubted it. He need not have alleged such reiterated 
excuses. The truth was, he was restrained and uncomfort- 
able at Ford Bank ever since Ellinor's confidence. He could 
not rightly calculate on the' most desirable course for his own 
interests, while his love for her was constantly being renewed 
by her sweet presence. Away from her, he could judge more 
wisely. Nor did he allege any false reasons for his departure ; 
but the sense of relief to himself was so great at his recall home, 
that he wa^ afraid of having it perceived by others ; and so took 
the very way which, if others had been as penetrating as him- 
self, would have betrayed him. 

Mr. Wilkins, too, had begun to feel the restraint of Ralph's 
grave watchful presence. Ellinor was not strong enough to be 
married ; nor was the promised money forthcoming if she bad 
been. * And to have a fellow dawdling about the house all day, 
sauntering into the flower-garden, peering about everywhere, 
and having a kind of right to put all manner of unexpected 
questions, was anything but agreeable. It was only Ellinor that 
clung to his presence — clung as though some shadow of what 
might happen before they met again had fallen on her spirit. 
As soon as he had left the house she flew up to a spare bedroom 
window, to watch for the last glimpse of the fly which was taking 
him into the town. And then she kissed the part of the pane 
on which his figure, waving an arm cut of the carriage window, 
had last appeared ; and went down slowly to gather together all 
the things he had last touched — the pen he had mended, the 
flower he had played with, and to lock them up in the little 
quaint cabinet that had held her treasures since she was a tiny 
child. 

Miss Monro was, perhaps, very wise in proposing the trans- 
lation of a difficult part of Dante for a distraction to Ellinor. 
The girl went meekly, if reluctantly, to the task set her by her 
good governess, and by-and-by her mind became braced by the 
exertion. 

Ralph's people were not very slow in discovering that some- 
thing had not gone on quite smoothly with him at Ford Bank. 
They knew his ways and looks with family intuition, and could 
easily be certain thus far. But not even his mother's skilfulest 
wiles, nor his /avourite sister's coaxing, could oblam a word or 
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a hint ; and when his father, the squire, who had heard the 
opinions of the female part of the family on this head, began, in 
his honest blustering way, in their tite-d-tStes after dinner, to 
hope that Ralph was thinking better than to run his head into 
that confounded Hamley attorney's noose, Ralph gravely required 
Mr. Corbet to explain his meaning, which he professed not to 
understand so worded. And when the squire had, with much 
perplexity, put it into the plain terms of hoping that his son was 
thinking of breaking off his engagement to Miss Wilkins, Ralph 
coolly asked him if he was aware that, in that case, he should 
lose all title to being a man of honour, and might have an action 
brought against him for breach of promise? 

Yet not the less for all this was the idea in his mind as a 
future possibility. 

Before very long the Corbet family moved en masse to Stokely 
Castle for the wedding. Of course, Ralph associated on equal 
terras with the magnates of the county, who were the employers 
of Eaiinor's father, and spoke of him always as "Wilkins," just 
*s they spoke of the butler as '* Simmons." Here, too, among 
a dass of men high above local gossip, and thus unaware of his 
engagement, he learnt the popular opinion respecting his future 
felher-in-law ; an opinion not entirely respectful, though inter- 
mmgled with a good deal of personal liking. " Poor Wilkins," 
*s they called him, '• was sadly extravagant for a man in his 
position ; had no right to spend money, and act as if he were a 
nwn of independent fortune. " His habits of life were criticised ; 
and pity, not free from blame, was bestowed upon him for the 
losses he had sustained from his late clerk's disappearance and 
defalcation. But what could be expected if a man did not 
choose to attend to his own business ? 

The wedding went by, as grand weddings do, without let or 
hindrance, according to the approved pattern. A Cabinet 
minister honoured it with his presence, and, being a distant 
relation of the Brabants, remained for a few days after the grand 
occasion. During this time he became rather intimate with 
Ralph Corbet ; many of their tastes were in common. Ralph 
took a great interest in the manner of working out political ques- 
tions ; in the balance and state of parties ; and had the right 
appreciation of the exact qualities on which the minister pKc^W't^ 
himselll In return, the latter was always on the \oo\s.-omX \ot 
^xonMng young men, who, either by their capablWty ol speech.- 
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makiog or article^writing, might advance the views of his party. 
Recognising the powers he most vahied in Ralph, he spared no 
pains to attach hdm to his own political seL When they sepa< 
rated, it was with the full understanding that they were to see a 
good deal of each other in London. 

The holiday Ralph allowed himself was passing rapidly away ; 
but, before he returned to his chambers and his hard work, he 
had promised to spend a few more days with EUinor ; and it 
suited him to go straight from the duke s to Ford Bank. He 
left the Castle soon after breakfast — the luxurious, elegant break- 
fast, served by domestics who performed their work with the 
accuracy and perfection of machines. He arrived at Ford Bank 
before the man-servant had quite finished the dirder part of his 
morning's work, and he came to the glass-door in bis striped 
cotton jacket, a little soiled, and rolling up his working apron. 
Ellinor was not yet strong enough to get up and go out and 
gather flowers for the rooms, so those left from yesterday were 
rather faded ^ in short, the contrast from entire completeness 
and exquisite freshness of arrangement struck forcibly upon 
Ralph's perceptions, which were critical rather than appreci- 
ative ; and, as his affections were always subdued to his intellect, 
Ellinor's lovely face and graceful figure flying to meet him did 
not gain his full approval, because her hair was dressed in an 
old-fashioned way, her waist was either too long or too short, 
her sleeves too full or too tight for the standard of. fashion to 
which his eye had been accustomed while scanning the brides- 
maids and various highborn ladies at Stokely Castle. 

But, as he had always piqued himself upon being able to put 
on one side all superficial worldliness in his chase after povirer, 
it did not do for him to shrink firom seeing and facing the incom- 
pleteness of moderate means. Only marriage upon moderate 
means was gradually becoming more distasteful to him. 

Nor did his subsequent intercourse with Lord Bolton, the 
Cabinet minister before mentioned, tend to reconcile him to 
early matrimony. At Lord Bolton's house he met polished and 
intellectual society, and all that smoothness in ministering to the 
lower wants in eating and drinking which seems to provide that 
the right thing shall always be at the right place at the right 
time, so that the want of it shall never impede for an instant the 
feast of wit or reason ; while, if he went to the houses of his 
friends, men of the same college and standing as himself, who 
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had been seduced into early marriages, he w-as nncomfartably 
aware of numerous inconsistencies and hitches in their mhutges. 
Besides, the idea of the possible disgrace that might befall the 
family with which he thought of allying himself haunted him 
with the tenacity and also with the exaggeration of a nightmare, 
whenever he had overworked himself in his search after available 
and profitable knowledge, or had a fit of indigestion after the 
exquisite dinners he was learning so well to appreciate. 

Christmas was, of course, to be devoted to his own family ; it 
was an unavoidable necessity, as he told EUinor, while, in reality, 
be was beginning to find absence from bis betrothed something 
of a relief. Yet the wranglings and folly of his home, even 
blessed by the presence of a Lady Maria, made him look forward 
to Easter at Ford Bank with something of the old pleasure. 

EUinor, with the fine tact which love gives, had discovered his 
annoyance at various little incongruities in the household at the 
time of his second visit in the previous autumn, and had laboured 
to make all as perfect as she could before his return. But she 
had much to struggle against For the first time in her life there 
was a great want of ready money ; she could scarcely obtain the 
servants' wages ; and the bill for the spring seeds was a heavy 
weight on her conscience. For Miss Monro's methodical habits 
had taught her pupil great exactitude as to all money matters. 

Then her father's temper had become very uncertain. He 
avoided being alone with her wlienever he possibly could ; and 
the consciousness of this, and of the terrible mutual secret which 
was the cause of this estrangement, were the reasons why EUinor 
never recovered her pretty youthful bloom after her illness. Of 
course it was to this that the outside world attributed her changed 
appearance. They would shake their heads and say, "Ah, 
poor Miss Wilkinsl What a lovely cieature she was before 
that fever ! " 

But youth is youth, and will assert itself in a certain elasticity 
of body and spirits; and at times EUinor forgot that fearful 
night for several hours together. Even when her father's averted 
eye brought it all once more before her. she had learnt to form 
excuses and palliations, and to regard Mr. Dunster's death as 
only the consequence of an unfortunate accident. But she tried 
to put the miserable remembrance entirely out of her mind ; to 
go oa from day to day thinking only of the day, and how to 
arrange it so as to cause the least irritation to her father. She 
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would so gladly have spoken to him on the one subject which 
overshadowed all their intercourse ; she fancied that by speaking 
she might have been able to banish the phantom, or reduce its 
terror to what she believed to be the due proportion. But her 
father was evidently determined to show that he was never more 
to be spoken to on that subject ; and all she could do was to 
follow his lead on the rare occasions that they fell into some- 
thing like the old confidential intercourse. As yet, to her, he 
had never given way to anger ; but before her he had often 
spoken in a manner which both pained and terrified her. Some- 
times his eye in the midst of his passion caught on her face of 
affright and dismay, and then he would stop, and make such an 
effort to control himself as sometimes ended in tears. Ellinor 
did not understand that both these phases were owing to his 
increasing habit of drinking more than he ought to have done. 
She set them down as the direct effects of a sorely burdened 
conscience ; and strove more and more to plan for his daily life 
at home, how it should go on with oiled wheels, neither a jerk 
nor a jar. It was no wonder she looked wistful, and careworn, 
and old. Miss Monro was her great comfort ; the total tmcon- 
sciousness on that lady's part of anything below the surface, 
and yet her full and delicate recognition of all the little daily 
cares and trials, made her sympathy most valuable to Ellinor, 
while there was no need to fear that it would ever give Miss 
Monro that power of seeing into the heart of things which it 
frequently confers upon imaginative people, who are deeply 
attached to some one in sorrow. 

There was a strong bond between Ellinor and Dixon, 
although they scarcely ever exchanged a word save on the most 
commonplace subjects ; but their silence was based on different 
feelings from that which separated Ellinor from her father. 
Ellinor and Dixon could not speak freely, because their hearts 
were full of pity for the faulty man whom they both loved so 
well, and tried so hard to respect. 

This was the state of the household to which Ralph Corbet 
came down at Easter. He might have been known in London 
as a brilliant diner-out by this time ; but he could not afford to 
throw his life away in fireworks ; he calculated his forces, and 
condensed their power as much as might be, only visiting where 
he was likely to meet men who could help in his future career. 
He had been invited to spend the Easter vacation at a certain 
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coontry house which would be full of such human stepping- 
stones ; and he declined in order to keep his word to £llinor» 
and go to Ford Bank. But he could not help looking upon 
himself a little in the light of a martyr to duty ; and perhaps 
this view of his own merits made him chafe under his future 
father-in-law's irritability of manner, which now showed itself 
even to him. He found himself distinctly regretting that he 
had suffered himself to be engaged so early in life ; and having 
become conscious of the temptation and not having repelled it 
at once, of course it returned and returned, and gradually 
obtained the mastery over him. What was to be gained by 
keeping to his engagement with Ellinor? He should have a 
delicate wife to look after, and even more than the common 
additional expenses of married life. He should have a father- 
in-law whose character at best had had only a local and 
provincial respectability, which it was now daily losing by 
babits which were both sensual and vulgarising ; a man, too, 
Vfho was strangely changing from joyous geniality into moody 
surliness. Besides, he doubted if, in the evident change in the 
prosperity of the family, the fortune to be paid down on the 
occasion of his marriage to Ellinor could be forthcoming. 
And above all, and around all, there hovered the shadow of 
s(»neunrevealed disgrace, which might come to light at any time 
and involve him in it. He thought he had pretty well ascer- 
tained the nature of this possible shame, and bad little doubt it 
would turn out to be that Dunster's disappearance, to America 
OT elsewhere, had been an arranged plan with Mr. Wiikins. 
Although Mr. Ralph Corbet was capable of suspecting him of 
this mean crime (so far removed from the impulsive commission 
of the past sin which was dragging him daily lower and lower 
down), it was of a kind that was peculiarly distasteful to the 
acute lawyer, who foresaw how such base conduct would taint 
all whose names were ever mentioned, even by chance, in con- 
nection with it. He used to lie miserably tossing on his sleepless 
bed, turning over these things in the night season. He was tor- 
mented by all these thoughts ; he would bitterly regret the past 
events that connected him with Ellinor, from the day when he 
first came to read with Mr. Ness up to the present time. But 
when he came down in the morning, and saw the faded Ellinor 
flash into momentary beauty at his entrance into the dining- 
roonij and when she blushingly drew near with the one single 
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fioweT fkssbiy gathered, which it hiad been her custom to place in 
his faatlonhole when be came down to breakfast, he felt as if his 
better self was stronger than temptation, and as if he must be 
an honest man and honourable lover, even against his wish. 

As the day wore on the temptation gathered strength. Mr. 
Wilkins came down, and while he was on the scene Ellinor 
seemed always engrossed by her fia.ther, who apparently cared 
little enough for all her attentions. Then there was a com- 
plaining of the food, which did not suit the sickly palate of a 
man who had drunk hard the night before ; and possibly these 
complaints were extended to the servants, and their incomplete- 
ness or incapacity was thus brought prominently before the eyes 
of Ralph, who would have preferred to eat a dry crust in silence 
or to have gone without breakfast altogether, if he could have 
had intellectual conversation of some high order, to having the 
greatest dainties with the knowledge of the care required in 
their preparation thus coarsely discussed before him. By the 
time such breakfuts were finished^ Kllinor looked thirty, and 
her spirits were gone for the day. It had become difficult 
for Ralph to contract his mind to her small domestic interests, 
and she had little else to talk to him about, now that he re- 
sponded but curtly to all her questions about himself, and was 
Mrieary of professing a love which he was ceasing to feel, in all 
the passionate nothings whidi usually make up so much of 
lovers' talk. The books she had been reading were old classics 
whose place in literature no longer admitted of keen discussion ; 
the poor whom she cared for were all very well in their way ; 
and, if they could have been brought in to illustrate a theory, 
hearing about them might have been of some use ; but, as it 
was, it was simply tiresome to hear day after day of Betty 
Palmer's rheumatism and Mrs. Kay's baby's fits. There was 
no talking politics with her, because she was so ignorant that 
she always agreed with everything he said. 

He even grew to find lundieon and Miss Monro not unpleasant 
varieties to his monotonous tite-d-^es. Then came the walk, 
generally to the town to fetch Mr. Wilkins from his office ; and 
once or twice it was pretty evident how he had been employing 
his hours. One day in particular his walk was so unsteady and 
his speech so thick, that Ralph oould only wonder how it was 
that Ellinor dSd not perceive the cause ; but she was too openly 
anmouB abeot ths.' Iwadache of whicfa. ber father complained to 
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bave been at all aware of the previous self-indulgence which 
must have brought it on. This very afternoon, as ill-luck would 
faave it, the Duke of Hinton and a gentleman whom Ralph had 
met in town at Lord Bolton's rode by, and recognised him ; saw 
Ralph supporting a tipsy man with such quiet friendly interest 
as must show all passers-by that they were previous friends. 
Mr. Corbet chafed and fumed inwardly all the way home after 
this unfortunate occurrence ; he was in a tlioroughly evil temper 
before they r^ched Ford Bank, but he had too much self- 
command to let this be very apparent. He turned into the 
shrubbery paths, leaving Ellinor to take her father into the 
quietness of his own room, there to lie down and shake ofif his 
headache. 

Ralph walked along, ruminating in gloomy mood as to what 
was to be done ; how he could best extricate himself from the 
miscFable relation in which he had, placed himself by giving way 
to impulse. Almost before he was aware, a little hand stole 
within his folded arms, and Ellinor's sweet sad eyes looked 
into his. 

•' I have put papa down for an hour's rest before dinner," said 
she. " His head seems to ache terribly." 

Ralph was silent and unsympathising, trying to nerve himself 
up to be disagreeable, but finding it difficult in the face of such 
sweet trust 

" Do you remember our conversation last autumn* Ellinor?" 
he began at length. 

Her head sank. They were near a garden-seat, and she 
quietly sat down, without speaking. 

" About some disgrace which you then fancied hung over 
3rou?" No answer. * " Does it still hang over you?" 

•* Yes ! " she whispered, with a heavy sigh. 

" And your father knows this, of course?" 

•* Yes ! " again in the same tone ; and then silence. 

" I think it is doing him harm," at length Ralph went on 
decidedly. 

" I am afraid it is," she said, in a low tone. 

•* I wish you would tell me what it is," he said, a little im- 
patiently. " I might be able to help you about it." 

" No 1 you could not," replied Ellinor. " I was sorry to my 
^ery heart to tell you what I did ; I did not want YveVp \ a\\ xJa^X 
jm past But I wanted to know if you tbougbt lYiaX a p^t^otx 
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situated as I was, was justified in marrying any one ignorant of 
what might happen, what I do hope and trust never will." 

" But if I don't know what you are alluding to in this 
mysterious way, you must see — don't you see, love? — I am in the 
position of the ignorant man whom I think you said you could 
not feel it right to marry. Why don't you tell me straight out 
what it is?" He could not help his irritation betraying itself in 
his tones and manner of speaking. She bent a little forward, and 
looked full into his face, as though to pierce to the very heart's 
truth of him. Then she said, as quietly as she had ever spoken 
in her life — 

" You wish to break off our engagement ? " 

He reddened and grew indignant in a moment. "What 
nonsense ! Just because I ask a question and make a remark ! 
I think your illness must have made you fanciful, Ellinor. 
Surely nothing I said deserves such an interpretation. On the 
contrary, have I not shown the sincerity and depth of my affection 
to you by clinging to you through — through everything ? " 

He was going to say '• through the wearying opposition of my 
family," but he stopped short, for he knew that the very fact of 
his mother's opposition had only made him the more determined 
to have his own way in the first instance ; and even now he did 
not intend to let out, what he had concealed up to this time, 
that his friends all regretted his imprudent engagement. 

Ellinor sat silently gazing out upon the meadows, but seeing 
nothing. Then she put her hand into his. " I quite trust you, 
Ralph, I was wrong to doubt. I am afraid I have grown 
fanciful and silly." 

He was rather put to it for the right words, for she had 
precisely divined the dim thought that had overshadowed his 
mind when she had looked so intently at him. But he caressed 
her, and reassured her with fond words, as incoherent as lovers' 
words generally are. 

By-and-by they sauntered homewards. When they reached 
the house, Ellinor left him, and flew up to see how her father 
was. When Ralph went into his own room he was vexed with 
himself, both for what he had said and for what he had not said. 
His mental look-out was not satisfactory. 

Neither he nor Mr. Wilkins was in good humour with the 
world in general at dinner-time, and it needs little in such 
cases to condense and turn the lowering tempers into one 
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particular direction. As long as Ellinor and Miss Monro 
stayed in the dining-room, a sort of moody peace bad been 
kept up, the ladies talking incessantly to each other about the 
trivial nothings of their daily life, with an instinctive conscious- 
ness that if they did not chatter on, something would be said by 
one of the gentlemen which would be distasteful tothe other. 

As soon as Ralph had shut the door behind them, Mr. Wilkins 
went to the sideboard, and took out a bottle which had not 
previously made its appearance. 

"Have a little cognac?" he asked, with an assumption of 
carelessness, as he poured out a wine-glassful. " It's a capital 
thing for the headache ; and this nasty lowering weather has 
given me a racking headache all day." 

"I am sorry for it," said Ralph, "for I wanted particularly 
to speak to you about business — about my marriage, in fact." 

*• Well ! speak away, I'm as clear-headed as any man, if that's 
what you mean." 

Ralph bowed, a little contemptuously. 

"What I wanted to say was, that I am anxious to have 
all things arranged for my marriage in August. Ellinor is 
so much better now ; in fact, so strong, that I think we may 
reckon upon her standing the change to a London life pretty 
welL" 

Mr. Wilkins stared at him rather blankly, but did not 
immediately speak. 

" Of course I may have the deeds drawn up in which, as 
by previous arrangement, you advance a certain portion of 
Ellinor's fortune for the purposes therein to be assigned ; as 
we settled last year when I hoped to have been married in 
August?" 

A thought flitted through Mr. Wilkins's confused brain that 
he should find it impossible to produce the thousands required 
without having recourse to the money-lenders, who were already 
making difficulties, and charging him usurious interest for the 
advances they had lately made ; and he unwisely tried to obtain 
a diminution in the sum he had originally proposed to give 
Ellinor. " Unwisely," because he might have read Ralph's 
character better than to suppose he would easily consent to any 
diminution without good and sufficient reason being given ; or 
without some promise of compensating advantages in the future 
for the present sacrifice asked from him. But perhaps Mr. 
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Wilkins, dulled as he was by wine, thought he could allege a 
good and sufficient reason, for he said — 

" You must not be hard upon me, Ralph. That promise was 
made before — ^before I exactly knew the state of my af&xrs 1 " 

"Before Dunster's disappearance, in fact," said Mr. Corbet, 
fixing his steady, penetrating eyes on Mr. Wilkins's countenaxMce. 

•*Yes — exactly — before Dunster's" mumbled out Mr. 

Wilkins, red and confused, and not finishing his sentence. 

" By the way," said Ralph (for with careful carelessness of 
manner he thought he could extract something of the real nature 
of the impending disgrace from his companion, in the state in 
which he then was ; and if he only knew more about this danger 
he could guard against it ; guard others ; perhaps himself) — 
*' By the way, have you ever heard anything of Dunster since he 
went off to —America, isn't it thought?" 

He was startled beyond his power of self-control by the in- 
stantaneous change in Mr. Wilkins which his question produced. 
Both started up ; Mr. Wilkins white, shaking, and trying to say 
something, but unable to form a sensible sentence. 

" Good God ! sir, what is the matter ? " said Ralph, alarmed 
at these signs of physical suffering. 

Mr. Wilkins sat down, and repelled his nearer approach with- 
out speaking. 

" It is nothing, only this headache which shoots through me 
at times. Don't look at me, sir, in that way. It is very un- 
pleasant to find another man's eyes perpetually fixed upon you." 

••I beg your pardon," said Ralph coldly; his short-lived 
S)rmpathy, thus repulsed, giving way to his curiosity. But he 
waited for a minute or two without daring to renew the con- 
versation at the point where they had stopped : whether 
interrupted by bodily or mental discomfort on the part of his 
companion he was not quite sure. While he hesitated how to 
begin again on the subject, Mr. Wilkins pulled the bottle of 
brandy to himself and filled his glass again, tossing off the spirit 
as if it had been water. Then he tried to look Mr. Corbet full 
in the face, with a stare as pertinacious as he could make it, but 
very different from the keen observant gaze which was trying to 
read him through. 

"What were we talking about?" said Ralph at length, with 
the most natural air in the world, just as if he had really been 
forgetful of some half-discussed subject of interest. 
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'*Of what you'd a d— d deal better hold your tongue 
about," growl^ out Mr. Wilkins, in a surly thick voice. 

"Sirl" said Ralph, starting to his feet with real passion at 
being so addressed by "Wilkins the attorney." 

** Yes," continued the latter, " I'll manage my own affairs,. and 
allow of no meddling and no questioning. I said so once before, 
and I was not minded, and bad came of it ; and now I say it 
a^^ain. And if you're to come here and put impertinent ques- 
tions, and stare at me as you've been doing this half-hour past, 
why, the sooner you leave this house the better ! " 

Ralph half turned to take him at his word, and go at once ; 
but then he "gave Ellinor another chance," as he worded h 
in his thoughXs ; but it was in no spirit of conciliation that he 
said — 

"You've taken too much of that stuff, sir. You don't know 
what you're saying. If you did, I should leave your house at 
once, never to return." 

" You think so, do you ?" said Mr. Wilkin^ trying to stand 
np, and look dignified and sober. " I say, sir, that if you ever 
venture again to talk and look as you have done to-night, why, 
sir, I will ring the bell and have you shown the door by my 
servants. So now you're warned, my fine fellow I " He sat 
down, laughing a foolish tipsy laugh of triumph. In another 
minute bis arm was held firmly but gently by Ralph. 

"Listen, Mr. Wilkins," he said, in a low hoarse voice. 
" You shall never have to say to me twice what you have said 
to-night Henceforward we are as strangers to each other. As 
to Ellinor" — his tones softened a little, and he sighed in spite of 
himself—" I do not think we should have been happy. I believe 
our engagement was formed when we were too young to know 
our own minds, but I would have done my duty and kept to 
my word; but you, sir, have yourself severed the connection 
between us by your insolence to-night. I, to be turned out of 
yoiu: house by your servants ! — I, a Corbet of Westley, who 
would not submit to such threats from a peer of the realm, let 
him be ever so drunk 1 " He was out of the room, almost out 
of the house, before he had spoken the last words. 

Afr. Wilkins sat still, first fiercely angry, then astonished, and 
lastly dismayed into sobriety. " Corbet, Corbet ! Ralph ! " he 
called in vain ; then he got up and went to the door, opened it, 
looked into the fully-lighted hall ; all was so quiet there that he 
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could hear the quiet voices of the women in the drawing-room 
talking together. He thought for a moment, went to the hat- 
stand, and missed Ralph's low-crowned straw hat 

Then he sat down once more in the dining-room, and 
endeavoured to make out exactly what had passed ; but he 
could not believe that Mr. Corbet had come to any enduring 
or final resolution to break off his engagement, and he had 
almost reasoned himself back into his former state of indigna- 
tion at impertinence and injury, when Ellinor came in, pale, 
hurried, and anxious. 

*'Papa! what does this mean?" said she, putting an open 
note into his hand. He took up his glasses, but his hand shook 
so that he could hardly read. The note was from the Parson- 
age, to Ellinor; only three lines sent by Mr. Ness's servant, 
who had come to fetch Mr. Corbet's things. He had written 
three lines with some consideration for Ellinor, even when he 
was in his first flush of anger against her father, and it must be 
confessed of relief at his own freedom, thus brought about by 
the act of another, and not of his own working out, which partly 
saved his conscience. The note ran thus : 

*• Dear Ellinor, — Words have passed between your father 
and me which have obliged me to leave his house, I fear, never 
to return to it. I will write more fully to-morrow. But do not 
grieve too much, for I am not, and never have been, good 
enough for you. God bless you, my dearest Nelly, though I 
call you so for the last time. — R. C." 

"Papa, what is it?" Ellinor cried, clasping her hands to- 
gether, as her father sat silent, vacantly gazing into the fire, 
after finishing the note. 

" I don't know ! " said he, looking up at her piteously ; " it's 
the world, I think. Everything goes wrong with me and mine : 
it went wrong before that night — so it can't be that, can it, 
Ellinor?" 

"Oh, papa!" said she, kneeling down by him, her face 
hidden on his breast. 

He put one arm languidly round her. " I used to read of 
Orestes and the Furies at Eton when I was a boy, and I thought 
it was all a heathen fiction. Poor little motherless girl ! " said 
he, laying his other hand on her head, with the caressing gesture 
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he had been accustomed to use when she had been a little child. 
•'Did you love him so very dearly, Nelly?" he whispered, his 
cheek against her ; "for somehow of late he has not seemed to 
me good enough for thee. He has got an inkling that some- 
thing has gone wrong, and he was very inquisitive — I may say 
he questioned me in a relentless kind of way." 

" Oh, papa, it was my doing, I'm afraid. I said something 
long ago about possible disgrace." 

He pushed her away ; he stood up, and looked at her with 
the eyes dilated, half in fear, half in fierceness, of an animal 
at bay ; he did not heed that his abrupt movement had almost 
thrown her prostrate on the ground. 

• • You, Ellinor ! You— -you " 

" Oh, darling father, listen ! " said she, creeping to his knees, 
and clasping them with her hands. " I said it, as if it were a 
possible case, of some one else — last August — but he immedi- 
ately applied it, and asked me if it was over me the disgrace, 
or shame — I forget the words we used — hung ; and what could 
I say?" 

"Anjrthing — anything to put him off the scent. God help 
me, I am a lost man, betrayed by my child ! " 

Ellinor let go his knees, and covered her face. Every one 
stabbed at that poor heart. In a minute or so her father spoke 
again. 

••I don't mean what I say. I often don't mean it now. 
Ellinor, you must forgive me, my child ! " He stooped, and 
lifted her up, and sat down, taking her on his knee, and 
smoothing her hair off her hot forehead. " Remember, child, 
how very miserable I am, and have forgiveness for me. He 
had none, and yet he must have seen I had been drinking." 

*• Drinking, papa ! " said Ellinor, raising her head, and looking 
at him with sorrowful surprise. 

*• Yes. I drink now to try and forget," said he, blushing and 
confused. 

*'Oh, how miserable we are!" cried Ellinor, bursting into 
tears — "how very miserable! It seems almost as if God had 
forgotten to comfort us ! " 

" Hush I hush ! " said he. " Your mother said once she did 
so pray that you might grow up religious ; you must be religious, 
child, because she prayed for it so often. Poor Lettice, how ^-a.^ 
I am that you are dead ! " Here he began to cry \W^ a. c)cv\\^ 
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Eilioor oomTorted him vritb kisses rather than words* He pushed 
her away, after a while, and said sharply : ** How much does 
be know? I must make sore of that. How much did yoa tell 
him, Elliaor?" 

** NathiQg^-*«othiiig, iTideed, papa, but what I tcdd you just 
now!" 

"Tell it me again— the exact words ! " 

" I will, as well as I can ; but it was last August I ooly 
said, ' Was it right for a woman to marry, knowing Cis.t dis- 
grace hung over her, and keeping her lover in ignoranoe of it ? "* 

** That was all, jrou are sure ? " 

* ' Yes. He immediately applied the case to me — to ourselves." 

"And he never wanted to know what was the nature of the 
threatened disgrace ? " 

"Yes, he did." 

"And you told him?" 

" No, not a ¥rord more. He referred to the subject again to- 
day, in the shrubbery ; but I told him nothing more. Yoa quite 
believe me, don't you, papa?" 

He pressed her to him, but did not speak. Tlien he took the 
note up again, and read it with as much care and attention as 
he coiUd collect in his agitated state of mind. 

"Nelly," said he at length, "he says true; he is not good 
enough for thee. He shrinks from the thought of the disgrace. 
Thou must stand alone, and bear the sins of thy father." 

He shook so much as he said this, that EUinor had to pot any 
suffering of her own on one side, and try to confine her thoughts 
to the necessity of getting her father immediately up to bed. 
She sat by him till he went to sleep, and she could leare him, 
and go to her own room, to forgetfulness and rest, if she could 
find those priceless blessings. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Mr. Corbet was so well known at the Parsonage by the two 
old servants, that he had no difficulty, on reaching it, after his 
departure from Ford Bank, in having the spare bedciiamber 
made ready for him, late as it was, and in the absence of the 
master, who had taken a little holiday, now that Lent and 
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Easter were over, for the purpose of fishing. Whife his room 
was getting readj, Ralph sent for his clothes, and by the same 
messenger he despatched the little note to Ellinor. But there 
was the letter he had promised her in it still to be written ; 
and it was almost his night's emplo3rment to saj enongh, yet 
not too much ; for, as he expressed it to himself, he was half 
way over the stream, and it would be folly to turn back, for 
he had given nearly as much pain both to himself and Ellinor 
by this time as he should do by making the separation finaL 
Besides, after Mr. Wilkins's speeches that evening — but he 
was candid enough to acknowledge that, bad and o£Eensive as 
they had been, if they had stood alone they might have been 
condoned. 

His letter ran as follows : — 

** Deas£ST Ellinor, for dearest you are, and I think will 
ever be, my judgment has consented to a step which is giving 
me great paio, greater than you will readily believe. I am con- 
vinced that it is better that we should part ; for circumstances 
have occurred since we formed our engagement which, although 
I am unaware of their exact nature, I can see weigh heavily 
upon you, and have materially affected your father's behaviour 
— ^nay, I think, after to-night, I may almost say have entirely 
altered his feelings towards me. What these circumstances are 
I am ignorant, any further than that I know from your own 
admission, that they may lesul to some future disgrace. Now, 
it may be my Dault, it may be in my temperament, to be anxious, 
above all things earthly, to obtain and possess a high reputation. 
I can only say that it is so, and leave you to blame me for my 
weakness as much as you like. But anjrthing that might come 
in between me and this object would, I own, be ill tolerated by 
me ; the very dread of such an obstacle intervening would paralyse 
me. I should become irritable, and, deep as my affection is, and 
always must be, towards you, I could not promise you a happy, 
peaoefol li£e. I should be perpetually haunted by the idea of 
what might happen in the way of discovery and shame. I am 
the more convinced oi this from my observation of your father's 
altered character — an alteration which I trace back to the time 
when I conjecture that the secret affairs took place to which you 
have alluded. In short, it is for your sake, my dear '£XV\tvot, 
even more than for my own, that I feel compelled to affix. 2l fvos\ 
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meaning to the words which your father addressed to me last 
night, when he desired me to leave his house for ever. God 
bless you, my Ellinor, for the last time my EUinor. Try to 
forget as soon as you can the unfortunate tie which has bound 
you for a time to one so unsuitable — I believe I ought to say so 
unworthy of you— as— Ralph Corbet." 

Ellinor was making breakfast when this letter was given her. 
According to the wont of the servants of the respective house- 
holds of the Parsonage and Ford Bank, the man asked if there 
was any answer. It was only custom ; for he had not been de- 
sired to do so. Ellinor went to the window to read her letter ; 
the man waiting all the time respectfully for her reply. She 
went to the writing-table, and wrote — 

•• It is all right — quite right. I ought to have thought of it 
all last August. I do not think you will forget me easily, but I 
entreat you never at any future time to blame yourself. I hope 
you will be happy and successful. I suppose I must never write 
to you again : but I shall always pray for you. Papa was very 
sorry last night for having spoken angrily to you. You must 
forgive him — there is great need for forgiveness in this world. — 
Ellinor." 
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She kept putting down thought after thought, just to prolon 
the last pleasure of writing to him. She sealed the note, and 
gave it to the man. Then she sat down and waited for Miss 
Monro, who had gone to bed on the previous night without 
awaiting Ellinor's return from the dining-room. 

" I am late, my dear," said Miss Monro, on coming down, 
"but I have a bad headache, and I knew you had a plea- 
sant companion." Then, looking round, she perceived Ralph's 
absence. 

"Mr. Corbet not down yet!" she exclaimed. And then 
Ellinor had to tell her the outline of the facts so soon likely to 
be made public ; that Mr. Corbet and she had determined to 
break off their engagement ; and that Mr. Corbet had accordingly 
betaken himself to the Parsonage ; and that she did not expect 
him to return to Ford Bank. Miss Monro's astonishment was 
unbounded. She kept going over and over all the little circum- 
stances she had noticed during the last visit, only on yesterday. 
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in feet, which she could not reconcile with the notion that the 
two, apparently so much attached to each other but a few hours 
before, were now to be for ever separated and estranged. 
E^nor sickened under the torture ; which yet seemed like tor- 
ture in a dream, from which there must come an awakening 
and a relief. She felt as if she could not bear any more ; yet 
there was more to bear. Her father, as it turned out, was very 
ill, and had been so all night long ; he had evidently had some 
kind of attack on the brain, whether apoplectic or paralytic 
it was for the doctors to decide. In the hurry and anxiety of 
this day of misery succeeding to misery, she almost forgot to 
wonder whether Ralph were still at the Parsonage— still in 
Hamley ; it was not till the evening visit of the physician that 
she learnt that he had been seen by Dr. Moore as he was taking 
his place in the morning mail to London. Dr. Moore alluded 
to his name as to a thought that would cheer and comfort the 
fragile girl during her night-watch by her father's bedside. But 
Miss Monro stole out after the doctor to warn him off the subject 
for the future, crying bitterly over the forlorn position of her 
darling as she spoke — crying as EUinor had never yet been able 
to cry ; though all the time, in the pride of her sex, she was en- 
deavouring to persuade the doctor it was entirely Ellinor's doing, 
and the wisest and best thing she could have done, as he was 
not good enough for her, only a poor barrister struggling for a 
livelihood. Like many other kind-hearted people, she fell into 
the blander of lowering the moral character of those whom it is 
their greatest wish to exalt. But Dr. Moore knew Ellinor too 
well to believe the whole of what Miss Monro said ; she would 
never act from interested motives, and was all the more likely to 
cling to a man because he was down and unsuccessful. No ! 
there had been a lovers' quarrel ; and it could not have happened 
at a sadder time. 

Before the June roses were in full bloom, Mr. Wilkins was 
dead. He had left his daughter to the guardianship of Mr. Ness 
by some will made years ago ; but Mr. Ness had caught a rheu- 
matic fever with his Easter fishings, and been unable to be 
moved home from the little Welsh inn where he had been stay- 
ing when he was taken ill. Since his last attack, Mr. Wilkins's 
mind had been much affected ; he often talked strangely and 
wildly ; but he had rare intervals of quietness and full poss»^ssvow 
of his senses. At one of these times he must have vrnXXeiv ?l\a^^- 
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finished pencil note, which his nurse foimd under his pillow after 
his death, and brought to EUinor. Through her tear-blinded 
eyes she read the weak, faltering words — 

" I am rerj iJL I sometimes think I shall nerer get better, 
so I wish to ask yoor pardon for what I said the night before I 
was taken ilL I am afraid mj anger made mischief betvreen 
you and Ellinor, but I think you will forg^ive a dying man. If 
3rou will come back and let aU be as it used to be, I will make 
any apology you may require. If I go, she will be so very 
friendless ; and I have looked to you to care for her ever since 
you first " Then came some illegible and incoherent writ- 
ing, ending with, •' From my deathbed I adjure you to stand 
her friend ; I will beg pardon on my knees for anything •* 

And there strength had failed ; the paper and pencil had been 
laid aside to be resumed at some time when the brain was clearer, 
the hand stronger. Ellinor kissed the letter, reverently folded it 
up, and laid it among her sacred treastn'es, by her mother's 
half-finished sewing, and a little curl of her baby sister's golden 
hair. 

Mr. Johnson, who had been one of the trustees for Mrs. 
Wilkins's marriage settlement, n respectable solicitor in the 
county town, and Mr. Ness, had been appointed executors of his 
will, and guardians to Ellinor. The will itself had been made 
several years before, when he imagined himself the possessor of 
a handsome fortune, the bulk of which he bequeathed to his only 
child. By her mother's marriage-settlement. Ford Bank was 
held in trust for the children of the marriage ; the trustees being 
Sir Frank Holster and Mr. Johnson. There were legacies to 
his executors ; a small annuity to Miss Monro, with the expres- 
sion of a hope that it might be arranged for her to continue 
living with Ellinor as long as the latter remained unmarried ; 
all his servants were remembered, Dixon especially, and most 
liberally. 

What remained of the handsome fortune once possessed by 
the testator? The executors asked in vain ; there was nothing. 
They could hardly make out what had become of it, in such 
utter Gonfusion were all the accounts, both personal and official. 
Mr. Johnson was hardly restrained by his compassion for the 
orphan fix>m throwing up the executorship in disgust. Mr. Ness 
roused himself firom his scholarlike abstraction to labour at the 
examination of books, parchments, and papers, for EUinor's 
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sake. Sir Ftaiik Holster professed himself only a trastee for 
Ford Bank. 

Meanwhile she went on living at Ford Bank, quite unconscious 
of tbe state of her father's affairs, but sunk into a deep, plaintive 
mdlancholj, which affected her looks and the tones of her voice 
in such a manner as to distress Miss Monro exceedingly. It was ' 
not that the good lady did not quite acknowledge the great cause 
her pupil had for grieving — deserted by her lover, her father dead 
—but that she could not bear the outward signs of how much 
these sorrows had told on Ellinor. Her love for the poor girl 
was infinitely distressed by seeing the daily wasting away, the 
constant heavy depression of spirits, and she grew impatient of 
the continual pain of sympathy. If Miss Monro could have 
done something to relieve Ellinor of her woe, she would have 
been less inclined to scold her for giving way to iL 

The time came when Miss Monro could act ; and after that, 
there was no more irritation on her part. When all hope of 
£llinor's having anything beyond the house and grounds of Ford 
Bank was gone ; when it was proved that of all the legacies be- 
queathed by Mr. Wilkins not one farthing could ever be paid ; 
when it came to he a question how far the beautiful pictures and 
other objects of art in the house were not legally the property of 
unsatisfied creditors, the state of her father's siffairs was com- 
municated to Ellinor as delicately as Mr. Ness knew how. 

She was drooping over her work — she always drooped now — 
and she left off sewing to listen to him, leaning her head on the 
arm which rested on the table. She did not speak when he 
had ended his statement. She was silent for whole minutes 
afterwards; he went on speaking out of very agitation and 
awkwardness. 

*' It was all the rascal Dunster's doing, I've no doubt," said he, 
trying to account for the entire loss of Mr. Wilkins's fortune. 

To his surprise she lifted up her white stony face, and said, 
slowly and faintly, but with almost solemn calmness*^ 

'* Mr. Ness, you must never allow Mr. Dunster to be blamed 
for this 1 " 

"My dear Ellinor, there can be no doubt about it Your 
father himself always referred to the losses he had sustained by 
Dunster's disappearance." 

Ellinor covered her face wi th her hands. ' * God ioT^v^ \ss tDC^^' 
she said, mod relapsed into the old unbearable s,\extce. lA.t« 
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had undertaken to discuss her future plans with her, and he was 
obliged to go on. 

*• Now, my dear child — I have known you since you were quite 
a little girl, you know — we must try not to give way to feeling " 
— he himself was choking^ she was quite quiet — "but think 
what is to be done. You will have the rent of this house, and 
we have a very good oflfer for it — a tenant on lease of seven years 
at a hundred and twenty pounds a year " 

*• I will never let this house," said she, standing up suddenly, 
and as if defjring him. 

*• Not let Ford Bank ! Why? I don't understand it— I can't 
have been cle^r — EUinor, the rent of this house is all you will 
have to live on ! " 

•'I can't help it, I can't leave this house. Oh, Mr, Ness, I 
can't leave this house." 

*' My dear child, you shall not be hurried — I know how hardly 
all these things are coming upon you (and I wish I had never 
seen Corbet, with all my heart I do !) " — this was almost to him- 
self, but she must have heard it, for she quivered all over — " but 
leave this house you must. You must eat, and the rent of this 
house must pay for your food ; you must dress, and there is 
nothing but the rent to clothe you. I will gladly have you to 
stay at the Parsonage as long as ever you like ; but, in fact, the 
negotiations with Mr, Osbaldistone, the gentleman who offers to 
take the house, are nearly completed " 

'• It is my house 1 " said Ellinor fiercely. '• I know it is settled 
on me." 

*' No, my dear. It is held in trust for you by Sir Frank Hol- 
ster and Mr, Johnson ; you to receive all moneys and benefits 
accruing from it " — he spoke gently, for he almost thought her 
head was turned — "but you remember you are not of age, and 
Mr. Johnson and I have full power." 

Ellinor sat down, helpless. 

" Leave me," she said at length. "You are very kind, but 
you don't know all. I cannot stand any more talking now," she 
added faintly. 

Mr, Ness bent over her and kissed her forehead, and withdrew 
without another word. He went to Miss Monro. 

"Well ! and how did you find her?" was her first inquiry, 
after the usual greetings had passed between them, " It is really 
quite sad to see how she gives way ; I speak to her, and speak to 
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her, and tell her how she is neglecting all her duties, and it does 
no good." 

" She has had to bear a still further sorrow to-day," said Mr. 
Ness. ** On the part of Mr. Johnson and myself I have a very 
painful duty to perform to you as well as to her. Mr. Wilkins 
has died insolvent. I grieve to say there is no hope of your ever 
receiving any of your annuity ! " 

Miss Monro looked very blank. Many happy little visions 
faded away in those few moments ; then she roused up and said, 
" I am but forty ; I have a good fifteen years of work in me left 
yet, thank God. Insolvent ! Do you mean he has left no money? " 

** Not a farthing. The creditors may be thankful if they are 
fully paid." 

••AndEllinor?" 

••EUinor will have the rent of this house, which is hers by 
right of her mother's settlement, to live on." 

•• How much will that be?" 

"One hundred and twenty pounds." 

Miss Monro's lips went into a form prepared for whistling. 
Mr. Ness continued — 

"She is at present unwilling enough to leave this house, poor 
girl. It is but natural ; but she has no power in the matter, 
even were there any other course open to her. I can only say 
how glad, how honoured, I shall feel by as long a visit as you 
and she can be prevailed upon to pay me at the Parsonage." 

"Where is Mr. Corbet?" said Miss Monro. 

" I do not know. After breaking off his engagement he wrote 
me a long letter, explanatory, as he called it ; exculpatory, as I 
termed it. I wrote back, curtly enough, saying that I regretted 
the breaking-off of an intercourse which had always been very 
pleasant to me, but that he must be aware that, with my intimacy 
with the family at Ford Bank, it would be both awkward and 
unpleasant to all parties if he and I remained on our previous 
footing. Who is that going past the window ? Ellinor riding ? " 

Miss Monro went to the window. ' ' Yes ! I am thankful to 
see her on horseback again. It was only this morning I advised 
her to have a ride 1 " 

" Poor Dixon ! he will suffer too ; his legacy can no more be 
paid than the others ; and it is not many young ladies who will 
be as content to have so old-fashioned a groom riding aiv.ex \}c\txa. 
as Elliaor seems to be. " 
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As soott as Mr. Ness had left, Miss Monro went to her desk 
and wrote a long letter to some friends she had at the cathedral 
town of East Chester, where she had spent some happy years of 
her former life. Her thoughts had gone back to this time even 
while Mr. Ness had been speaking ; for it was there her father 
had lived, and it was after his death that her cares in search of 
a subsistence had begun. But the recollections of the peaceful 
years spent there were stronger than the remembrance of the 
weeks of sorrow and care ; and, while EUinor's marriage had 
seemed a probable event, she had made many a little plan of 
returning to her native place, and obtaining what daily teaching 
she could there meet with, and the friends to whom she was now 
writing had promised her their aid. She thought that as Ellinor 
had to leave Ford Bank, a home at a distance might be more 
agreeable to her, and she went on to plan that they should live 
together, if possible, on her earnings, and the small income that 
would be EUinor's. Miss Monro loved her pupil so dearly, that, 
if her own pleasure only were to be consulted, this projected hfe 
would be more agreeable to her than if Mr. Wilkins's legacy bad 
set her in independence, with Ellinor away firom her, married, and 
with interests in which her former governess had but little part. 

As soon as Mr. Ness had left her, Ellinor rang the bell, and 
startled the servant who answered it by her sudden sharp desire 
to have the horses at the door as soon as possible, and to tell 
Dixon to be ready to go out with her. 

She felt that she must speak to him, and in her nervous state 
she wanted to be out on the free broad common, where no one 
could notice or remark their talk. It was long since she had 
ridden, and much wonder was excited by the sudden movement 
in kitchen and stable-yard. But Dixon went gravely about his 
work of preparation, saying nothing. 

They rode pretty hard till they reached Monk's Heath, six or 
seven miles away from Hamley. Ellinor had previously deter- 
mined that here she would talk over the plan Mr. Ness had 
proposed to her with Dixon, and he seemed to understand her 
without any words passing between them. When she reined 
in he rode up to her, and met the gaze of her sad eyes with 
sympathetic, wistful silence. 

" Dixon," said she, " they say I must leave Ford Bank." 

" I was afeared on it, from all I've heerd say i' the town since 
the master's death. " 
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"Then you've heard — then you know— that papa has left 
hardly any money— my poor dear Dixon, you won't have your 
legacy, and I never thought of that before ! " 

"Never heed, never heed," said he eagerly ; " I couldn't have 
touched it if it had been there, for the taking it would ha' seemed 
too like "— - Blood-money, he was going to say, but he stopped 
ia time. She guessed the meaning, though not the word he 
would have used. 

** No, not that," said she ; "his will was dated years before. 
But oh, Dixon, what must I do ? They will make me leave Ford 
Bank, I see. I think the trustees have half let it already." 

" But you'll have the rent on't, I reckon? " asked he anxiously. 
" I've many a time heerd 'em say as it was settled on the missus 
first, and then on you." 

" Oh, yes, it is not that ; but you know, under the beech- 
tree" 

" Ay 1 " said he heavily. •' It's been oftentimes on my mind, 
waking, and I think there's ne'er a night as I don't dream of it." 

«* But how can I leave it?" Ellinor cried. "They may do a 
hundred things — may dig up the shrubbery. Oh ! Dixon, I feel 
as if it was sure to be found out ! Oh ! Dixon, I cannot bear 
any more blame on papa--it will kill me — and such a dreadful 
thing, too ! " 

Dixon's face fell into the lines of habitual pain that it had 
always assumed of late years whenever he was thinking or 
remembering anything. 

"They must ne'er ha' reason to speak ill of the dead, that's 
for certain," said he, " The Wilkinses have been respected in 
Hamley all my lifetime, and all my father's before me, and — 
surely, missy, there's ways and means of tying tenants up from 
alterations both in the house and out of it, and I'd beg the 
trustees, or whatever they's called, to be very particular, if I was 
you, and not have a thing touched either in the house, or the 
gardens, or the meadows, or the stables. I think, wi' a word 
from you, they'd maybe keep me on i' the stables, and I could 
look after things a bit ; and the Day o' Judgment will come at 
last, when all our secrets will be made known wi'out our having 
the trouble and the shame o' telling 'em. I'm getting rayther 
tired o' this world, Miss EUhior." 

" Don't talk so," said Ellinor tenderly. " I know \iqw saA\\. 
is* but oh I remember how I shall want a fr'ieud viYiea '^ovix^ 
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gone, to advise me as you have done to-day. You're not feeling 
ill, Dixon, are you?" she continued anxiously. 

•' No ! I'm hearty enough, and likely for t' live. Father was 
eighty-one, and mother above the seventies, when they died. 
It's only my heart as is got to feel so heavy ; and as for that 
matter, so is yours, I'll be bound. And it's a comfort to us both 
if we can serve him as is dead by any care of ours, for he were 
such a bright handsome lad, with such a cheery face, as never 
should ha' known shame." 

They rode on without much more speaking. Ellinor was 
silently planning for Dixon, and he, not caring to look forward 
to the future, was bringing up before his fancy the time, thirty 
years ago, when he had first entered the elder Mr. Wilkins's 
service as stable-lad, and pretty Molly, the scullery-maid, was 
his daily delight. Pretty Molly lay buried in Hamley church- 
yard, and few living, except Dixon, could have gone straight to 
her grave. 



-M- 



CHAPTER XI. 

In a few days Miss Monro obtained a most satisfactory reply to 
her letter of inquiries as to whether a daily governess could find 
employment in East Chester. For once the application seemed 
to have come just at the right time. The canons were most of 
them married men, with young families ; those at present in 
residence welcomed the idea of such instruction as Miss Monro 
could offer for their children, and could almost answer for their 
successors in office. This was a great step gained. Miss Monro, 
the daughter of a precentor to this very cathedral, had a secret 
unwillingness to being engaged as a teacher by any wealthy 
tradesman there; but to be received into the canons' families, in 
almost any capacity, was like going home. Moreover, besides 
the empty honour of the thing, there were many small pieces of 
patronage in the gift of the Chapter — such as a small house open- 
ing on to the Close, which had formerly belonged to the verger, 
but which was now vacant, and was offered to Miss Monro at a 
nominal rent. 

Ellinor had once more sunk into her old depressed passive 
state ; Mr. Ness and Miss Monro, modest and undecided as 
they both were in general, had to fix and arrange everything for 
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her. Her great interest seemed to be in the old servant Dixon, 
and her great pleasure to lie in seeing him, and talking over 
old times ; so her two friends talked about her, little knowing 
what a bitter, stinging pain her "pleasure" was. In vain 
Ellinor tried to plan how they could take Dixon with them to 
East Chester. If he had been a woman it would have been a 
feasible step; but they were only to keep one servant, and 
Dixon, capable and versatile as he was, would not do for that 
servant. All this was what passed through Ellinor's mind : it 
is still a question whether Dixon would have felt his love of his 
native place, with all its associations and remembrances, or his 
love for Ellinor, the stronger. But he was not put to the 
proof; he was only told that he must leave, and seeing Ellinor's 
extreme grief at the idea of their separation, he set himself to 
comfort her by every means in his power, reminding her, with 
tender choice of words, how necessary it was that he should 
remain on the spot, in Mr. Osbaldistone's service, in order to 
frustrate, by any small influence he might have, every project of 
alteration in the garden that contained the dreadful secret. 
He persisted in this view, though Ellinor repeated, with per- 
tinacious anxiety, the care which Mr. Johnson had taken, in 
drawing up the lease, to provide against any change or altera- 
tion being made in the present disposition of the house or 
grounds. 

People in general were rather astonished at the eagerness Miss 
Wilkins showed to sell all the Ford Bank furniture. Even 
Miss Monro was a little scandalised at this want of sentiment, 
although she said nothing about it ; indeed justified the step, by 
telling every one how wisely Ellinor was acting, as the large, 
handsome tables and chairs would be very much out of place 
and keeping with the small, oddly-shaped rooms of their future 
home in East Chester Close. None knew how strong was the 
instinct of self-preservation, it may almost be called, which 
impelled Ellinor to shake off, at any cost of present pain, the 
incubus of a terrible remembrance. She wanted to go into an 
unhaunted dwelling in a free, unknown country — she felt as if it 
was her only chance of sanity. Sometimes she thought her 
senses would not hold together till the time when all these 
arrangements were ended. But she did not speak to any one 
about her feelings, poor child ; to whom could she spe^ik otv \\\^ 
subject but to Dixon? Nor did she define ihem Xo Yv«^€^i% 
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All she knew was, that she was as nearly going mad as possible ; 
and if she did, she feared that she might betray her father's 
guilt. All this time she never cried, or varied from her dull, 
passive demeanour. And they were blessed tears of relief that 
she shed when Miss Monro, herself weeping bitterly, told her 
to put her head out of the post-chaise window, for at the next 
turning of the road they would catch the last glimpse of Hamley 
church spire. 

Late one October evening, EUinor had her first sight of East 
Chester Close, where she was to pass the remainder of her life. 
Miss Monro had been backwards and forwards between Hamley 
and East Chester more than once, while EUinor remained at the 
Parsonage ; so she had not only the pride of proprietorship in 
the whole of the beautiful city, but something of the desire of 
hospitably welcoming EUinor to their joint future home. 

" Look ! the fly must take us a long round, because of our 
luggage; but behind these high old waUs are the canons' 
gardens^ That high-pitched roof, with the clumps of stonecrop 
on the WftUs near it, is Canon Wilson's, whose four little girls 
I am to teach. Hark I the great cathedral clock. How proud 
I used to be of its great boom when I was a child 1 I thought 
all the other church clocks in the town sounded so shrill and 
poor after that, which I considered mine especially. There are 
rooks flying home to the elms in the Close. I wonder if they 
are the same that used to be there when I was a girl. They 
say the rook is a very long-lived bird, and I feel as if I could 
swear to the way they are cawing. Ay, you may smile, EUinor, 
but I understand now those Unes of Gray's you used to say so 
prettil)N— 

* I feel the gales that from ye blow, 
A momentary bliss bestow, 
And breathe a second spring.' 

Now, dear, you must get out. This flagged walk leads to our 
front-door ; but our back rooms, which are the pleasantest, look 
on to the Close, and the cathedral, and the lime-tree walk, and 
the deanery, and the rookery." 

It was a mere slip of a house ; the kitchen being wisely placed 
close to the front-door, and so reserving the pretty view for the 
little dining-room, out of which a glass-door opened into a small 
walled-in garden, which had again an entrance into the Close. 
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Upstairs was a bedroom to the front, which Miss Monro had 
taken for herself, because, as she said, she had old associations 
with the back of every house in the High Street, while Ellinor 
mounted to the pleasant chamber above the tiny drawing- 
room, both of which looked on to the vast and solemn cathedral, 
and the peaceful dignified Close. East Chester Cathedral 
is Norman, with a low, massive tower, a grand, majestic nave, 
and a choir full of stately historic tombs. The whole city is 
so quiet and decorous a place, that the perpetual daily chants 
and hymns of praise seemed to sound far and wide over the 
roofs of the houses. Ellinor soon became a regular attendant 
at all the morning and evening services. The sense of worship 
calmed and soothed her aching weary heart, and to be punctual 
to the cathedral hours she roused and exerted herself, when 
probably nothing else would have been sufficient to this end. 

By-and-by Miss Monro formed many acquaintances; she 
picked up, or was picked up by, old friends, and the descendants 
of old friends. Tlie grave and kindly canons, whose children 
she taught, called upon her with their wives, and talked over 
the former deans and chapters, of whom she had both a personal 
and traditional knowledge, and as they walked away and talked 
about her silent delicate-looking friend Miss Wilkins, and per- 
haps planned some little present out of their fruitful garden or 
bounteous stores, which should make Miss Monro's table a 
little more tempting to one apparently so frail as Ellinor, for the 
household was always spoken of as belonging to Miss Monro, 
the active and prominent person. By-and-by, Ellinor herself 
won her way to their hearts, not by words or deeds, but by her 
sweet looks and meek demeanour, as they marked her regular 
attendance at cathedral service ; and when they heard of her 
constant visits to a certain parochial school, and of her being 
sometimes seen carrying a little covered basin to the cottages 
of the poor, they began to try and tempt her, with more urgent 
words, to accompany Miss Monro in her frequent tea-drinkings 
at their houses. The old dean, that courteous gentleman and 
good Christian, had early become great friends with Ellinor. 
He would watch at the windows of his great vaulted library till 
he saw her emerge from the garden into the Close, and then 
open the deanery door, and join her, she softly adjusting the 
measure of her pace to his. The time of his departure fscyrev 
East Chester became a great blank in her \\fe, aUYvoRi^ ^oa 
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would never accept, or allow Miss Monro to accept, his repeated 
invitations to go and pay him a visit at his country-place. 
Indeed, having once tasted comparative peace again in East 
Chester Cathedral Close, it seemed as though she was afraid 
of ever venturing out of those calm precincts. All Mr. Ness's 
invitations to visit him at his parsonage at Hamley were declined, 
although he was welcomed at Miss Monro's on the occasion of 
his annual visit, by every means in their power. He slept at 
one of the canon's vacant houses, and lived with his two friends, 
who made a yearly festivity, to the best of their means, in 
his honour, inviting such of the cathedral clergy as were in 
residence : or, if they failed, condescending to the town clergy. 
Their friends knew well that no presents were so acceptable as 
those sent while Mr. Ness was with them ; and from the dean, 
who would send them a hamper of choice fruit and flowers from 
Oxton Park, down to the curate, who worked in the same 
schools as Ellinor, and who was a great fisher, and caught 
splendid trout — all did their best to help them to give a wel- 
come to the only visitor they ever had. The only visitor they 
ever had, as far as the stately gentry knew. There was one, 
however, who came as often as his master could give him a 
holiday long enough to undertake a journey to so distant 
a place ; but few knew of his being a guest at Miss Monro's, 
though his welcome there was not less hearty than Mr. Ness's 
— this was Dixon. Ellinor had convinced him that he could 
give her no greater pleasure at any time than by allowing her 
to frank him to and from East Chester. Whenever he came 
they were together the greater part of the day ; she taking him 
hither and thither to see all the sights that she thought would 
interest or please him ; but they spoke very little to each other 
during all this companionship. Miss Monro had much more 
to say to him. She questioned him right and left whenever 
Ellinor was out of the room. She learnt that the house at Ford 
Bank was splendidly furnished, and no money spared on the 
garden ; that the eldest Miss Hanbury was very well married ; 
that Brown had succeeded to Jones in the haberdasher's shop. 
Then she hesitated a little before making her next inquiry — 
" I suppose Mr. Corbet never comes to the Parsonage now ?" 
"No, not he. I don't think as how Mr. Ness would have 
him ; but they write letters to each other by times. Old Job — 
you'll recollect old Job, ma'am, he that gardened for Mr. Ness, 
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and waited in the {Wlour when there was company-— did say as 
one day be heard them speaking about Mr. Corbet ; and he's 
a grand counsellor now — one of them as goes about at assize- 
time, and speaks in a wig." 

** A barrister, you mean," said Miss Monro. 

"Ay; and he's something more than that, though I can't 
rightly remember what." 

Ellinor could have told them both. They had the Times lent 
to them on the second day after publication by one of their 
friends in the Qose, and Ellinor, watching till Miss Monro's eyes 
were otherwise engaged, always turned with trembling hands and 
a beating heart to the reports of the various courts of law. In 
them she found—at first rarely — the name she sought for, the 
name she dwelt upon, as if every letter were a study. Mr. Losh 
and Mr. Dimcombe appeared for the plaintiff, Mr. Smythe and 
Mr, Corbet for the defendant. In a year or two that name 
appeared more frequently, and generally took the precedence of 
the other, whatever it might be ; then on special occasions his 
speeches were reported at full length, as if his words were 
accounted weighty ; and by-and-by she saw that he had been 
appointed a Queen's Counsel. And this was all she ever heard or 
saw about him ; his once familiar name never passed her lips 
except in hurried whispers to Dixon, when he came to stay with 
them. Ellinor had had no idea when she parted from Mr. 
Corbet how total the separation between them was hence- 
forward to be, so much seemed left unfinished, unexplained. It 
was so difficult, at first, to break herself of the habit of constant 
mental reference to him ; and for many a long year she kept 
thinking that surely some kind fortune would bring them together 
again, and all this heart-sickness and melancholy estrangement 
from each other would then seem to both only as an ugly dream 
that had passed away in the morning light. 

The dean was an old man, but there was a canon who was 
older still, and whose death had been expected by many, and 
speculated upon by some, any time for ten years at least. Canon 
Holdsworth was too old to show active kindness to any one ; the 
good dean's life was full of thoughtful and benevolent deeds. 
But he was taken, and the other left. Ellinor looked out at the 
vacant deanery with tearful eyes, the last thing at night, the first 
in the morning. But it is pretty nearly the same with chwteVv 
dignitaries as with ki^g^s ; the dean is dead, \ong \\\^ v\x^ ^^2ca\ 
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A clergyman from a distant county was appointed, and all the 
Close was astir to learn and hear every particular connected with 
him. Luckily he came in at the tag-end of one of the noble 
families in the peerage ; so, at any rate, all his future associates 
could learn with tolerable certainty that he was forty-two years 
of age, married, and with eight daughters and one son. The 
deanery, formerly so quiet and sedate a dwelling of the one old 
man, was now to be filled with noise and merriment. Iron 
railings were being placed before three windows, evidently to be 
the nursery. In the summer publicity of open windows and 
doors, the sound of the busy carpenters was perpetually heard all 
over the Qose : and by-and-by waggon-loads of furniture and 
carriage-loads of people began to arrive. Neither Miss Monro 
nor Ellinor felt themselves of sufficient importance or station to 
call on the new-comers, but they were as well acquainted with 
the proceedings of the family as if they had been in daily inter- 
course ; they knew that the eldest Miss Beauchamp was seventeen, 
and very pretty, only one shoulder was higher than the other ; 
that she was dotingly fond of dancing, and talked a great deal in 
a iHe-d'tite, but not much if her mamma was by, and never opened 
her lips at all if the dean was in the room ; tha^t the next sister 
was wonderfully clever, and was supposed to know all the 
governess could teach her, and to have private lessons in Greek 
and mathematics from her father ; and so on down to the little 
boy at the preparatory school and the baby-girl in arms. More- 
over, Miss Monro, at any rate, could have stood an examination 
as to the number of servants at the deanery, their division of 
work, and the hours of their meals. Presently, a very beautiful, 
haughty-looking young lady made her appearance in the Close, 
and in the dean's pew. She was said to be his niece, the orphan 
daughter of his brother, Greneral Beauchamp, come to East 
Chester to reside for the necessary time before her marriage, 
which was to be performed in the cathedral by her uncle, the 
new dignitary. But as callers at the deanery did not see this 
beautiful bride elect, and as the Beauchamps had not as yet fallen 
into habits of intimacy with any of their new acquaintances, 
very little was known of the circumstances of this approaching 
wedding beyond the particulars given above. 

Ellinor and Miss Monro sat at their drawing-room window, a 
little shaded by the muslin curtains, watching the busy prepara- 
tions for the marriage, which was to take place the next day. 
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All morning long, hampers of fruit and flowers, boxes from the 
railway — ^for by this time East Chester had got a railway— shop 
messengers, hired assistants, kept passing backwards and forwards 
in the busy Qose. Towards afternoon the bustle subsided, the 
scaffolding was up, the materials for the next day's feast carried 
Ottt of sight. It was to be concluded that the bride elect was 
seeing to the packing of her trousseau, helped by the merry 
multitude of cousins, and that the servants were arranging the 
dinner for the day, or the breakfast for the morrow. So Miss 
Monro had settled it, discussing every detail and every probability 
as though she were a chief actor, instead of only a distant, 
imcared-for spectator of the coming event. EllinOT was tired, 
and now that there was nothing interesting going on, she had 
fallen back to her sewing, when she was startled by Miss Monro's 
exclamation — 

" Look, look ! here are two gentlemen coming along the lime- 
tree walk ! it must be the bridegroom and his friend." Out of 
much sympathy, and some curiosity, Ellinor bent forward, and 
saw, just emerging from the shadow of the trees on to the full 
afternoon sunlit pavement, Mr. Corbet and another gentleman ; 
the former changed, worn, aged, though with still the same fine 
intellectual face, leaning on the arm of the younger taller man, 
and talking eagerly. The other gentleman was doubtless the 
bridegroom, Ellinor said to herself; and yet her prophetic heart 
did not believe her words. Even before the bright beauty at 
the deanery looked out of the great oriel window of the drawing- 
room, and blushed, and smiled, and kissed her hand— a gesture 
replied to by Mr. Corbet with much empressement, while the 
other man only took off his hat, almost as if he saw her there 
for the first time — Ellinor's greedy eyes watched him till he was 
hidden from sight in the deanery, unheeding Miss Monro's eager 
incoherent sentences, in turn entreating, apologising, comforting, 
and upbraiding. Then she slowly turned her painful eyes upon 
Miss Monro's face, and moved her lips without a sound being 
heard, and fainted dead away. In all her life she had never 
done so before, and when she came round she was not like her- 
self; in all probability the persistence and wilfulness she, who 
was usually so meek and docile, showed during the next twenty- 
four hours, was the consequence of fever. She resolved to be 
present at the wedding ; numbers were going ; sba >nca3\^ \» 
unseen, unnoticed in the crowd ; but wbalevet be^eV\, ^o ^^ 
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would, and neither the tears nor the prayers of Miss Monro could 
keep her back. She gave no reason for this determination ; in- 
deed, in all probability she had none to give ; so there was no 
arguing the point. She was inflexible to entreaty, and no one 
had any authority over her, except, perhaps, distant Mr. Ness, 
Miss Monro had all sorts of forebodings as to the possible scenes 
that might come to pass. But all went on as quietly as though 
the fullest sympathy pervaded every individual of the great 
numbers assembled. No one guessed that the muffled, veiled 
figure, sitting in the shadow behind one of the great pillars, was 
that of one who had once hoped to stand at the altar with the 
same bridegroom, who now cast tender looks at the beautiful 
bride ; her veil white and fairy-like, EUinor's black and shroud- 
ing as that of any nun. 

Already Mr. Corbet's name was known through the country 
as that of a great lawyer ; people discussed his speeches and 
character far and wide ; and the well-informed in legal gossip 
spoke of him as sure to be offered a judgeship at the next 
vacancy. So he, though grave, and middle-aged, and somewhat 
grey, divided attention and remark with his lovely bride, and her 
pretty train of cousin bridesmaids. Miss Monro need not have 
feared for EUinor : she saw and heard all things as in a mist — a 
dream ; as something she had to go through, before she could 
waken up to a reality of brightness in which her youth, and the 
hopes of her youth, should be restored, and all these weary years 
of dreaminess and woe should be revealed as nothing but the 
nightmare of a night. She sat motionless enough, still enough. 
Miss Monro by her, watching her as intently as a keeper watches 
a madman, and with the same purpose — to prevent any outburst 
even by bodily strength, if such restraint be needed. When all 
was over ; when the principal personages of the ceremony had 
filed into the vestry to sign their names; when the swarm of 
townspeople were going out as swiftly as their individual notions 
of the restraints of the sacred edifice permitted ; when the great 
chords of the " Wedding March" clanged out from the organ, 
and the loud bells pealed overhead — Ellinor laid her hand in 
Miss Monro's. "Take me home," she said softly. And Miss 
Monro led her home as one leads the blind. 



■f*- 
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CHAPTER XII. 

Thbre are some people who imperceptibly float away from 
their youth into middle age, and thence pass into declining life 
with the soft and gentle motion of happy years. There are 
others who are whirled, in spite of themselves, down dizzy 
rapids of agony away from their youth at one great bound, into 
old age with another sudden shock ; and thence into the vast 
calm ocean where there are no shore-marks to tell of time. 

This last, it seemed, was to be Ellinor's lot. Her youth had 
gone in a single night, fifteen years ago, and now she appeared 
to have become an elderly woman ; very still and hopeless 
in look and movement, but as sweet and gentle in speech and 
smile as ever she had been in her happiest days. All young 
people, when they came to know her, loved her dearly, though 
at first they might call her dull, and heavy to get on with ; and 
as for children and old people, her ready watchful sympathy 
in their joys as well as their sorrows was an unfailing passage 
to their hearts. After the first great shock of Mr. Corbet's 
marriage was over, she seemed to pass into a greater peace than 
she had known for years ; the last faint hope of happiness was 
gone ; it would, perhaps, be more accurate to say, of the bright 
happiness she had planned for herself in her early youth. 
Unconsciously, she was being weaned from self-seeking in any 
shape, and her daily life became, if possible, more innocent and 
pure and holy. One of the canons used to laugh at her for her 
constant attendance at all the services, and for her devotion to 
good works, and call her always the reverend sister. Miss 
Monro was a little annoyed at this faint clerical joke ; Ellinor 
smiled quietly. Miss Monro disapproved of Ellinor's grave 
ways and sober severe style of dress. 

"You may be as good as you like, my dear, and yet go dressed 
in some pretty colour, instead of those perpetual blacks and greys, 
and then there would be no need for me to be perpetually tell- 
ing people you are only four-and-thirty (and they don't believe 
me, though I tell them so till I am black in the face). Or if you 
would but wear a decent-shaped bonnet, instead of always wear- 
ing those of the poky shape in fashion when you were stNtxAft^xv.'* 

The old canon died, and some one was to be appo\iv\.^dV5Y\C\^ 
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stead. These clerical preferments and appointments were the 
all-important interests to the inhabitants of the Close, and the 
discussion of probabilities came up invariably if any two met 
together in street or house, or even in the very cathedral itself. 
At length it was settled and announced by the higher powers. 
An energetii^ bard-working clergyman from a distant part of the 
diocese, Livmgstone by name, was to have the vacant caAonry 

Miss Monro said that the name was somehow familiar to her, 
and by degrees she recoUected the young curate who had come 
to inquire aftier Ellinor in that dreadful illness she had bad at 
Hamley in the year 1829. Ellinor knew nothing of that visit ; 
no more than Miss Monro did of what had passed between the 
two before that anxious night. Ellinor just thought it possible 
it might be the same Mr. Livingstone, and would rather it were 
not, because she did not fed as if she could bear the frequent 
though not intimate intercourse she must needs have, if such 
were the case, with one so closely associated with that great 
time of terror which she was striving to bury out of sight by 
every effort iu her power. Miss Monro, on the contrary, was 
busy weaving a romance for her pupil ; she thought of the 
passionate interest displayed by the fair young clergyman fifteen 
years ago, and believed that occasionally men could be constant, 
and hoped that, if Mr. Livingstone were the new canon, he 
might prove the rara avii which exists but once in a century. 
He came, and it was the same. He looked a little stouter, 
a little older, but had still the gait and aspect of a young man. 
His smooth fair face was scarcely lined at all with any marks of 
care ; the blue eyes looked so kindly and peaceful that Miss 
Monro could scarcely fancy they were the same which she had 
seen fast filling with tears ; the bland calm look of the whole 
man needed the ennoblement of his evident devoutness to be 
raised into the type of holy innocence which some of the Romanists 
call the "sacerdotal face." His entire soul was in his work, 
and he looked as little likely to step forth in the character of 
either a hero of romance or a faithful lover as could be imagined. 
Still Miss Monro was not discouraged ; she remembered the 
warm, passionate feeling she had once seen break through the 
calm exterior, and she believed that what had happened once 
might occur again. 

Of course, while all eyes were directed on the new canon, he 
had to learn who the possessors of those eyes were one by one ; 
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and it was probably some time before the idea came into bis 
mind that Miss Wilkins, the lady in black, with the sad. pale 
facs, so constant an attendant at service, so regular a visitor at 
the school, was the same Miss Wilkins as the bright vision of 
his youth. It was her sweet smile at a painstaking child that 
betrayed her — if, indeed, betrayal it might be called where there 
was no wish or effort to conceal anything. Canon Livingstone 
left the schoolroom almost directly, and, after being for an hour or 
so in his house, went out to call on Mrs. Randall, the person who 
knew more of her neighbours' afiairs than any one in East Chester. 
The next day be called on Miss Wilkins herself. She would 
have been very glad if he had kept on in his ignorahce ; it was 
so keenly painful to be in the company of one the sight of whom, 
even at a distance, had brought her such a keen remembrance 
of past misery ; and when told of his call, as she was sitting at 
her sewing in the dining-room, she had to nerve herself for the 
interview before going upstairs into the drawing-room, where 
he was being entertained by Miss Monro with warm demonstra- 
tions of welcome. A little contraction of the brow, a little com- 
pression of the lips, an increased pallor on Ellinor's part, was 
all that Miss Monro could see in her, though she had put on 
her glasses with foresight and intention to observe. She turned 
to the canon; his colour had certainly deepened as he went 
forwards with outstretched hand to meet Ellinor. That was all 
that was to be seen ; but on the slight foundation of that blush, 
Miss Monro built many castles ; and when they faded away, 
one after one, she recognised that they were only baseless visions. 
She used to put the disappointment of her hopes down to Elli- 
nor's unvaried calmness of demeanour, which might be taken 
for coldness of disposition ; and to her steady refusal to allow 
Miss Monro to invite Canon Livingstone to the small teas they 
were in the habit of occasionally giving. Yet he persevered in 
his calls ; about once every fortnight he came, and would sit an 
hour or more, looking covertly at his watch, as if, as Miss Monro 
shrewdly observed to herself, he did not go away at last be- 
cause be wished to do so, but because he ought Sometimes 
Ellinor was present, sometimes she was away ; in this latter 
case Miss Monro thought she could detect a certain wistful 
watching of the door every time a noise was heard outside the 
room. He always avoided any reference to feTTCvet ^^^ ^\. 
Hawley, and that. Miss Monro feared, was a bad s\^tu 
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After this long uniformity of years without any event closely 
touching on Ellinor's own individual life, with the one great 
exception of Mr. Corbet's marriage, something happened which 
much affected her. Mr. Ness died suddenly at his parsonage, 
and Ellinor learnt it first from Mr. Brown, a clergyman, whose 
living was near Hamley, and who had been sent for by the Par- 
sonage servants as soon as they discovered that it was not sleep, 
but death, that made their master so late in rising. 

Mr. Brown had been appointed executor by his late friend, 
and wrote to tell Ellinor that after a few legacies were paid, she 
was to have a life-interest in the remainder of the small property 
which Mr. Ness had left, and that it would be necessary for her, 
as the residuary legatee, to come to Hamley Parsonage as soon 
as convenient, to decide upon certain courses of action with 
regard to furniture, books, &c. 

Ellinor shrank from this journey, which her love and duty 
towards her dead friend rendered necessary. She had scarcely 
left East Chester since she first arrived there, sixteen or seven- 
teen years ago, and she was timorous about the very mode of 
travelling ; and then to go back to Hamley, which she thought 
never to have seen again ! She never spoke much about any 
feelings of her own, but Miss Monro could always read her 
silence, and interpreted it into pretty just and forcible words 
that afternoon when Canon Livingstone called. She liked to talk 
about EUinot to him, and suspected that he liked to hear. She 
was almost annoyed this time by the comfort he would keep 
giving her ; there was no greater danger in travelling by rail- 
road than by coach, a little care about certain things was re- 
quired, that was all, and the average number of deaths by 
accidents on railroads was not greater than the average number 
when people travelled by coach, if you took into consideration 
the far greater number of travellers. Yes ! returning to the de- 
serted scenes of one's youth was very painful. . . . Had Miss 
Wilkins made any provision for another lady to take her place 
as visitor at the school ? He believed it was her week. Miss 
Monro was out of all patience at his entire calmness and reason- 
ableness. Later in the day she became more at peace with him, 
when she received a kind little note from Mrs. Forbes, a great 
friend of hers, and the mother of the family she was now teach- 
ing, saying that Canon Livingstone had called and told her 
that Ellinor had to go on a very painful journey, and that Mrs. 
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Forbes was quite sure Miss Monro's companionship upon it 
would be a great comfort to both, and that she could perfectly 
be set at liberty for a fortnight or so, for it would fall in 
admirably with the fact that "Jeanie was growing tall, and 
the doctor had advised sea air this spring ; so a month's holi- 
day would suit them now even better than later on." Was 
this going straight to Mrs. Forbes, to whom she should herself 
scarcely have liked to name it, the act of a good, thoughtful 
man, or of a lover? questioned Miss Monro ; but she could not 
answer her own inquiry, and had to be very grateful for the 
deed, without accounting for the motives. 

A coach met the train at a station about ten miles from 
Hamley, and Dixon was at the inn where the coach stopped, 
ready to receive them. 

The old man was almost in tears at the sight of them again 
in a familiar place. He had put on his Sunday clothes to do 
them honour ; and to conceal his agitation he kept up a pre- 
tended bustle about their luggage. To the indignation of the 
inn-porters, who were of a later generation, he would wheel it 
himself to the Parsonage, though he broke down from fatigue 
once or twice on the way, and had to stand and rest, his ladies 
waiting by his side, and making remarks on the alterations of 
houses and the places of trees, in order to give him ample time 
to recruit himself, for there was no one to wait for them and 
give them a welcome to the Parsonage, which was to be their 
temporary home. The respectful servants, in deep mourning, 
had all prepared, and gave EUinor a note from Mr. Brown, 
saying that he purposely refrained from disturbing them that 
day after their long journey, but would call on the morrow, and 
tell them of the arrangements he had thought of making, always 
subject to Miss Wilkins's approval. 

These were simple enough ; certain legal forms to be gone 
through, any selections from books or furniture to be made, and 
the rest to be sold by auction as speedily as convenient, as the 
successor to the living might wish to have repairs and alterations 
effected in the old parsonage. For some days EUinor employed 
herself in business in the house, never going out except to church. 
Miss Monro, on the contrary, strolled about everjrwhere, noticing 
all the alterations in place and people, which were never im- 
provements in her opinion. EUinor had plenty o£ caWeis \^« 
tenants, Mr, and Mrs, Osbaldistone, among olhets'\,b\i\.» ext^^x- 
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ing in rare cases— flXBt of them belonged to humble lifie — she 
dfidined to see every one, as she had business eooagh on her 
hands: sixteen years makes a great difierence in any set of 
people. The old acquaintances of her ftither in his better da3rs 
were almost all dead or removed ; there were one or two re- 
maining, and these Ellinor received ; one or two more, old and 
infirm, confined to their houses, she planned to call upon before 
leaving Hamley« Every evening, when Dixco had done his work 
at Mr. Osbaldistone's, he came up to the parsonage, ostensibly 
to help her in moving or padcing books, but really because these 
two clung to each others— were bound to each other by a bond 
never to be spoken about. It was understood between them 
that once before Ellinor left she should go and see the old place. 
Ford Bank. Not to go into the house, though Mr. and Mrs. 
Qsbaldistone had begged her to name her own time for revisit- 
ing it, when they and their family would be absent, bat to see 
all the gardens and grounds once more ; a solemn, miserable 
visit, which, because of the very misery it inrolved, appeared to 
Ellinor to be an imperative doty. 

Dixon and she talked together as she sat making a catalogue 
one evening in the old low-browed library ; the casement windows 
were open into the garden, and the May showers had brought 
out the scents of the new-leaved sweetbriar bush just below. 
Beyond the garden hedge the grassy meadows sloped away down 
to the river ; the Parsonage was so much raised that, sitting in 
the house, you could see over the boundary hedge. Men with 
instruments were busy in the meadow. Ellinor, pausing in her 
work, asked Dixon what they were doing. 

** Them's the people for the new railway," said he. " Nought 
would satisfy the Hamley folk but to have a railway all to them- 
selves — coaches isn't good enough now-a-days." 

He spoke with a tone of personal offence natural to a man who 
had passed all his life among horses, and considered railway- 
engines as their despicable rivals, conquering only by stratagem. 

By-and-by Ellinor passed on to a subject the consideration of 
wiiich she had repeatedly urged upon Dixon, and entreated him 
to come and form one of their household at East Chester. He 
ifc-as growing old, she thought, older even in looks and feelings 
than in years, and she would make him happy and comfortable 
in his declining years if he would but come and pass them under 
her care. The addition which Mr. Ness's bequest made to her 
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income would enable her to do not only this, but to relieve Miss 
Monro of her occupation of teaching; which, at the years she 
bad arrived at, was becoming burdensome. When she proposed 
the removal to Dixon he shook, his head. 

"It's not that I don't thank you, and kindly, too; but I'm 
too old to go chopping and changing." 

"But it would be no change to come back to me, Dixon." 
said Ellinor. 

" Yes, it would. I were bom i' HLamley, and it's i' Hamley I 
reckon to die." 

On her urging him a little more, it came oat that he had a 
strong feeling that if he did not watch the spot where the dead 
man lay buried, the whole would be discovered ; and that this 
dread of his had often poisoned the pleasure of his visit to East 
Chester. 

** I don't rightly know how it is, for I sometimes think if it 
wasn't for yon, missy, I should be glad to have made it all 
clear before I go ; and yet at times I dream, or it comes into 
my head as I lie awake with the rheumatics, that some one is 
there, digging ; or that I hear 'em cutting down the tree ; and 
then I get up and look out of the loft window — you'll mind 
the window over the stables, as looks into the garden, all 
covered over wi' the leaves of the jargonelle pear-tree? That 
were my room when first I come as stable-boy, and tho' Mr. 
Osbaldistone would fain give me a warmer one, I allays tell 
him I like th' old place best. And by times I've getten up five 
or six times a-night to make sure as there was no one at work 
under the tree." 

Ellinor shivered a little. He saw it, and restrained himself 
in the relief he was receiving from imparting his superstitious 
fancies. 

*• You see, missy, I could never rest a-nights if I didn't feel as- 
if I kept the secret in my hand, and held it tight day and night, 
so ds I could open my hand at any minute and see as it was 
there. No ! my own little missy will let me come and see her 
now and again, and I know as I can allays ask her for what I 
want ; and if it please God to lay me by, I shall tell her so, 
and she'll see as I want for nothing. But somehow I could 
ne'er bear leaving Hamley. You shall come and follow me to 
my grave when my time comes." 

*• Don't talk so, please, Dixon," said she. 
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•• Nay, it'll be a mercy when I can lay me down and sleep in 
peace : though I sometimes fear as peace will not come to me 
even there." He was going out of the room, and was now 
more talking to himself than to her. "They say blood will 
out, and if it weren't for her part in it, I could wish for a clear 
breast before I die." 

She did not hear the latter part of this mumbled sentence. 
She was looking at a letter just brought in and requiring an 
immediate answer. It was from Mr. Brown. Notes from him 
were of daily occurrence, but this contained an open letter the 
writing of which was strangely familiar to her — it did not need 
the signature " Ralph Corbet," to tell her whom the letter came 
from. For some moments she could not read the words. They 
expressed a simple enough request, and were addressed to the 
auctioneer who was to dispose of the rather valuable library ol 
the late Mr. Ness, and whose name had been advertised in 
connection with the sale, in the Athenceum, and other similai 
papers. To him Mr. Corbet wrote, saying that he should be 
unable to be present when the books were sold, but that he 
wished to be allowed to buy in, at any price decided upon, a 
certain rare folio edition of Virgil, bound in parchment, and 
with notes in Italian. The book was fully described. Though 
no Latin scholar, EUinor knew the book well — remembered its 
look from old times, and could instantly have laid her hand 
upon it. The auctioneer had sent the request on to his 
employer, Mr. Brown. That gentleman applied to Ellinor 
for her consent. She saw that the fact of the intended sale 
must be all that Mr. Corbet was aware of, and that he could 
not know to whom the books belonged. She chose out the 
book, and wrapped and tied it up with trembling hands. He 
might be the person to untie the knot. It was strangely familiar 
to her love, after so many years, to be brought into thus much 
contact with him. She wrote a short note to Mr. Brown, in 
which she requested him to say, as though from himself, and 
without any mention of her name, that he, as executor, re- 
quested Mr. Corbet's acceptance of the Virgil, as a remembrance 
of his former friend and tutor. Then she rang the bell, and 
gave the letter and parcel to the servant. 

Again alone, and Mr. Corbet's open letter on the table. She 
took it up and looked at it till the letters dazzled crimson on 
the white paper. Her life rolled backwards, and she was a 



A DARK NIGHT'S WORK. I25 

girl again. At last she roused herself ; but instead of destroy- 
ing the note — it was long years since all her love-letters from 
him had been returned to the writer — she unlocked her little 
writing-case again, and placed this letter carefully down at 
the bottom, among the dead rose-leaves which embalmed the 
note from her father, found after his death under his pillow, 
the little golden curl of her sister's, the half-finished sewing 
of her mother. 

The shabby writing-case itself was given her by her father 
long ago, and had since been taken with her everywhere. To be 
sure, her changes of place had been but few ; but if she had gone 
to Nova Zembla, the sight of that little leather box on awaking 
from her first sleep, would have given her a sense of home. She 
locked the case up again, and felt all the richer for that morning. 

A day or two afterwards she left Hamley. Before she went 
she compelled herself to go round the gardens and grounds 
of Ford Bank. She had made Mrs. Osbaldistone understand 
that it would be painful for her to re-enter the house ; but Mr. 
Osbaldistone accompanied her in her walk. 

'* You see how literally we have obeyed the clause in the lease 
which ties us out from any alterations," said he, smiling. " We 
are living in a tangled thicket of wood. I must confess that I 
should have liked to cut down a good deal ; but we do not do even 
the requisite thinnings without making the proper application for 
leave to Mr. Johnson. In fact, your old friend Dixon is jealous 
of every pea-stick the gardener cuts. I never met with so faithful 
a fellow. A good enough servant, too, in his way ; but some- 
what too old-fashioned for my wife and daughters, who complain 
of his being surly now and then." 

"You are not thinking of parting with hira?" said EUinor, 
jealous for Dixon. 

"Oh, no ; he and I are capital friends. And I believe Mrs. 
Osbaldistone herself would never consent to his leaving us. But 
some ladies, you know, hke a little more subserviency in manner 
than our friend Dixon can boast." 

EUinor made no reply. They were entering the painted 
flower garden, hiding the ghastly memory. She could not speak. 
She felt as if, with all her striving, she could not move— just as 
one does in a nightmare — but she was past the place even as this 
terror came to its acme ; and when she came to herseU» l4Vt, 
Osbaldistone was still blandly talking, and sayiug — 
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" It is now a reward for our obedienoe to your wishes, Mis^ 
Wilkins, for if the projected railway passes through the ash-field 
yonder we should have been perpetually troabled with the sight of 
the trains ; indeed, the sound would have been moch more distinct 
than it will be now coming through the interlacing branches. 
Then yon will not go in, Miss Wilkins? Mrs. Osbaldistooe 

desired me to say how happy Ah ! I can understand sudi 

feelings Certainly, certainly ; it is so much the shortest way 

to the town, that we elder ones alwa3rs go through the stable- 
yard ; for young people, it is perhaps not quite so desirable. Ha 1 
Dixon,** he continued, ** on the watch for the Miss Ellincr we so 
often hear of ! This old man," he continued to Ellinor, '* is never 
satisfied with the seat of our young ladies, always comparing 
their way of riding with that of a certain missy" 

" I cannot help it, sir ; they've quite a diflferent style of band, 
and sit all lumpish-like. Now, Miss Ellinor, there " 

"Hush, Dixon," she said, suddenly aware of why the old 
servant was not popular with his mistress. " I suppose I may 
be allowed to ask for Dixon's company for an hoiu: or so ; we 
have something to do together before we leave. " ^ 

The consent given, the two walked away, as by previoos 
appointment, to Hamley churchyard, where he was to point oat 
to her the exact spot where he wished to be buried. Trampling 
over the long, rank grass, but avoiding passing directly over any 
of the thickly-strewn graves, he made straight for one spot — a 
little space of unoccupied ground close by, where Molly, the 
pretty scullery-maid, lay — 

Sacred to the Memory of 

Mary Greaves, 
Born 1797. Died 181 8. 
"We part to meet again." 

'* I put this stone up over her with my first savings," said be, 
looking at it ; and then, pulling out his knife, he began to clean 
out the letters. •' I said then as I would lie by her. And it'll be 
a comfort to think you'll see me laid here. I trust no one'll be 
so crabbed as to take a fiancy to this 'ere spot of groimd." 

Ellinor grasped eagerly at the only pleasure which her money 
enabled her to give to the old man ; and promised him that she 
would take care and buy the right to that particular piece of 
ground. This was evidently a gratification Dixon had frequently 
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y^STtted liber ; he kept saying, " I'm greatly obleeged to ye, Miss 

^inor. I may say I'm truly obleeged." And when he saw 

^>Bgi off by the cc»ch the next day, his last words were, " I 

fitonot jastiy say how greatly I'm obleeged to you for that matter 

of the dmichyaid." It was a much more easy affah: to give 

Miss Monro some additional comforts ; she was as cheerful as 

ever ; still working away at her languages in any spare time, but 

confessing that she was tired of the p)erpetual teaching in which 

ber life bad been spent during the last thirty years. Ellinor was 

now enabled to set her at liberty from this, and she accepted the 

kindness from her former pupil with as much simple gratitude as 

that with whidi a mother receives a favour from a child. *' If 

EUinor were but married to Canon Livingstone, I should be 

happier than I faate e?er been since my father died," she used to 

say to hoself in the solitude of her bedchamber, for talking 

aload had become her wont in the early years of her isolated life 

as a governess. "And yet," she went on, "I don't know what I 

should do without her ; it is lucky for me that things are not in 

my bands, for a pretty mess I should make of them, one way or 

another. Dear ! how old Mrs. Cadogan used to hate that word 

' mess/ xad conect her granddaughters for using it right before 

my face, idien I knew I had said it myself only the moment 

bi^bre ! Well ! those days are all over now. God be thanked ! ' 

In spite of being glad that *' things were not in her hands," 

Miss Monro tried to take afifoirs into her charge by doing all she 

could to persuade Ellinor to allow her to invite the canon to their 

" little sociable teas," The most provoking part was, that she 

was sm-e he would have co>Kie if he had been asked ; but she 

could ne\'er get leave to do so. " Of course no man could go on 

for ever and ever without encouragement," as she confided to 

herself in a plaintive tone of voice ; and by-and-by many people 

were led to suppose that the bachelor canon was paying attention 

to Miss Forbes, the eldest daughter of the family to which the 

delicate Jeanie belonged. It was, perhaps, with the Forbeses 

that both Miss Monro and Ellinor were the most intimate of nil 

the £aunilies in East Chester. Mrs. Forbes was a widow lady of 

good means, with a large feimily of pretty, delicate daughters. 

She herself belonged to one of the great houses in shire, but 

bad married into Scodand ; so, after her husband's death, it was 
the most natural thing in the world that she should sel\\e\tv¥ja&\. 
Chester; and one after another of her daughters badbetotn^^TSX 
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Miss Monro's pupil and afterwards her friend. Mrs. Forbes her- 
self had always been strongly attracted by EUinor, but it was 
long before she could conquer the timid reserve by which Miss 
Wilkins was hedged round. It was Miss Monro, who was herself 
incapable of jealousy, who persevered in praising them to one 
another, and in bringing them together ; and now Ellinor was as 
intimate and familiar in Mrs. Forbes's household as she ever 
could be with any family not her own. 

Mrs. Forbes was considered to be a little fanciful as to illness ; 
but it was no wonder, remembering how many sisters she had 
lost by consumption. Miss Monro had often grumbled at the 
way in which her pupils were made irregular for very trifling 
causes. But no one so alarmed as she, when, in the autumn 
succeeding Mr. Ness's death, Mrs. Forbes remarked to her on 
EUinor's increased delicacy of appearance, and shortness of 
breathing. From that time forwards she worried Ellinor (if any 
one so sweet and patient could ever have been worried) with 
respirators and precautions. Ellinor submitted to all her friend's 
wishes and cares, sooner than make her anxious, and remained 
a prisoner in the house through the whole of November. Then 
Miss Monro's anxiety took another turn. EUinor's appetite and 
spirits failed her — not at all an unnatural consequence of so 
many weeks' confinement to the house. A plan was started, 
quite suddenly, one morning in December, that met with approval 
from every one but Ellinor, who was, however, by this time too 
languid to make much resistance. 

Mrs. Forbes and her daughters were going to Rome for three 
or four months, so as to avoid the trying east winds of spring ; 
why should not Miss Wilkins go with them ? They urged it, 
and Miss Monro urged it, though with a little private sinking of 
the heart at the idea of the long separation from one who was 
almost like a child to her. Ellinor was, as it were, lifted off her 
feet and borne away by the unanimous opinion of others — the 
doctor included — who decided that such a step was highly de- 
sirable, if not absolutely necessary. She knew that she had only 
a life-interest both in her father's property and in that bequeathed 
to her by Mr. Ness. Hitherto she had not felt much trouble by 
this, as she had supposed that in the natural course of events 
she should survive Miss Monro and Dixon, both of whom she 
looked upon as dependent upon her. All she had to bequeath to 
tlie two was the small savings, which would not nearly suffice for 
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both purposes, especially considering that Miss Monro had given 

up her teaching, and that both she and Dixon were passing 

into years. 
Before Ellinor left England she had made every arrangement 

for the contingency of her death abroad that Mr. Johnson could 
suggest. She had written and sent a long letter to Dixon ; and 
a shorter one was left in charge of Canon Livingstone (she dared 
not hint at the possibility of her dying to Miss Monro) to be sent 
to the old man. 

As they drove out of the King's Cross station, they passed a 
gentleman's carriage entering. Ellinor saw a bright, handsome 
lady, a nurse, and baby inside, and a gentleman sitting by them 
whose face she could never forget. It was Mr. Corbet taldng his 
wife and child to the railway. They were going on a Christmas 
visit to East Chester deanery. He had been leaning back, not 
noticing the passers-by, not attending to the other inmates of the 
carriage, probably absorbed in the consideration of some law case. 
Such were the casual glimpses Ellinor had of one with whose life 
she had once thought herself bound up. 

Who so proud as Miss Monro when a foreign letter came ? 
Her correspondent was not particularly graphic in her descrip- 
tions, nor were there any adventures to be described, nor was 
the habit of mind of Ellinor such as to make her clear and defi- 
nite in her own impressions of what she saw, and her natural 
reserve kept her from being fluent in communicating them even 
to Miss Monro. But that lady would have been pleased to read 
aloud these letters to the assembled dean and canons, and would 
not have been surprised if they had invited her to the chapter- 
house for that purpose. To her circle of untravelled ladies, 
ignorant of Murray, but laudably desirous of information, all 
EUinor^s historical reminiscences and rather formal details were 
really interesting. There was no railroad in those days between 
Lyons and Marseilles, so their progress was slow, and the passage 
of letters to and fro, when they had arrived in Rome, long and 
uncertain. But all seemed going on well. Ellinor spoke of 
herself as in better health ; and Canon Livingstone (between 
whom and Miss Monro great intimacy had sprung up since 
Ellinor bad gone away, and Miss Monro could ask him to tea) 
confirmed this report of Miss Wilkins's health from a\e\Xet ^nVaOdl 
be' bad received from Mrs, Forbes. Curiosity about xVvaXXeXXet 
was Miss Monro's torment What could they have bad \.o 'wnJUft 
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to each other about? It was a very odd proceeding ; although 
the Livingstones and Forbeses were distantly related, after the 
manner of Scotland. Could it have been that he had offered to 
Euphemia, after all, and that her mother had answered ; or, pos- 
sibly, there was a letter from Effie herself, enclosed. It was 
a pity for Miss Monro's peace of mind that she did not ask him 
straight away. She would then have learnt what Canon Living- 
stone had no thought of concealing, that Mrs. Forbes had written 
solely to give him some fuller directions about certain charities 
than she had had time to think about in the hurry of starting. 
As it was, and when, a little later on, she heard him speak of 
the possibility of his going himself to Rome, as soon as his tenn 
of residence was over, in time for the Carnival, she gave up her 
fond project in despair, and felt very much like a child whose 
house of bricks had been knocked down by the unlucky waft of 
some passing petticoat. 

Meanwhile, the entire change of scene brought on the exquisite 
refreshment of entire change of thought Ellinor had not been 
able so completely to forget her past life fen* many years ; it was 
like a renewing of her youth ; cut so suddenly short by the 
shears of Fate. Ever since that night, she had had to rouse 
herself on awakening in the morning into a full comprehension 
of the great cause she had for much fear and heavy grief. Now, 
when she wakened in her little room, fourth piano, No. 36, 
Babuino, she saw the strange, pretty things around her, and 
her mind went off into pleasant wonder and conjecture, happy 
recollections of the day before, and pleasant anticipations of the 
day to come. Latent in Ellinor was her father's artistic tempera- 
ment ; everything new and strange was a picture and a delight; 
the merest group in the street, a Roman facchino, with his cloak 
draped over his shoulder, a girl going to market or carrying her 
pitcher back from the fountain, everything and every person 
that presented it or himself to her senses, gave them a delicious 
shock, as if it were something strangely familiar from Pinelli, but 
unseen by her mortal eyes before. She forgot her despondency, 
her ill-health disappeared as if by magic ; the Misses Forbes, 
who had taken the pensive, drooping invalid as a companion 
out of kindness of heart, found themselves amply rewarded by 
the sight of her amended health, and her keen enjoyment of 
everything, and the half-quaint, half-naive expressions . of her 
phasare. 
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So March came round ; Lent was late that year. The great 
nosegays of violets and camellias were for sale at the comer of 
the Condotti, and the revellers had no difficulty in procuring 
much rarer flowers for the belles of the Corso. The embassies 
had their balconies ; the attach^ of the Russian Embassy threw 
their light and lovely presents at every pretty girl, or suspicion 
of a pretty girl, who passed slowly in her carriage, covered over 
with her white domino, and holding her wire mask as a pro- 
tection to her £ace from the showers of lime confetti, which 
otherwise would have been enough to blind her ; Mrs. Forbes 
had her own hired balcony, as became a wealthy and respect- 
able Englishwoman. The girls had a great basket full of 
bouquets with which to pelt their friends in the crowd below ; 
a store of moccoletti lay piled on the table behind, for it was the 
last day of Carnival, and as soon as dusk came on the tapers 
were to be lighted, to be as quickly extinguished by every means 
in every one's power. The crowd below was at its wildest pitch ; 
the rows of stately contadini alone sitting immovable as their 
possible ancestors, the senators who received Brennus and his 
Ganls. Masks and white dominoes, foreign gentlemen, and 
the ri£&afif of the dty, slow-driving carriages, showers of flowers, 
most of them faded by this time, every one shouting and 
struggling at that wild pitch of excitement which may so soon 
turn into fury. The Forbes girls had given place at the window 
to their mother and Ellinor, who were gazing half amused, half 
terrified, at the mad parti-coloured movement below ; when a 
£uniliar face looked up, smiling a recognition ; and "How shall 
I get to you?" was asked in English, by the well-known voice 
of Canon Livingstone. They saw him disappear under the 
balcony on which they were standing, but it was some time 
before he made his appearance in their room. And when he 
did, he was almost overpowered with greetings ; so glad were 
they to see an East Chester face. 

"When did you come? Where are you? What a pity you 
did not come sooner ! It is so long since we have heard any- 
thing ; do tell us everything ! It is three weeks since we have 
had any letters ; those tiresome boats have been so irregular 
because of the weather." " How was everybody — Miss Monro 
in particular?*' Ellinor asks. 

He, quietly smiliniT' repiied to their questions by s\o>n ^^^tcrsk 
He had only arrived the night before, and had been YiMivXicv^ tat 
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[hem all illy : bat no one could give him any distinct intel- 
iigencE BS to Iheic whereaboutB in all the noise and confusion 
of the p\aix, especialty as they bad their ooly English servant 
witb Ihem, and the canon was not strong In his Italian. He 
was not sorry he had missed all hnl this last day of Carnival. 
Tot he wus tinlf blinded nnd wiioUy deafened, as it wns. He 
was at the " Anglcterre ; " he had left East Chester about a 
weeh ago ; be had letters for all of tbem, but had not dared 
to bring Ihem through the crowd for fear of having his pookcl 
picked.' Miss Monro was very well, but very uneasy at not 
having heard from EUinor for so long ; the irregularity of the 
boats must be telling both ways, for their English friends were 
fall of woniler at not hearing from Rome. And then followed 
some well-deserved abuse of the Roman piet, and some suspicion 
of the earelBSsness with which Italian servants posted English 
letters. All these answers were satisfactory enough, yet Mrs. 
Forbes thought she saw a latent uneasiness in Canon Living- 
stone's manner, and fancied once or twice that he heailated in 
replying to Ellinor's questions. But there was no bdng quite 
sure in the increasing darkness, which prevented countenances 
from being seen ; nor in the constant intemiptiotis and screams 
which were going on in the small crowded room, as wafting 
bandkerchi 



long slicks, and coming from nobody knew where, put out 
taper after taper as fast as they were lighted. 

"You will come home with us." said Mrs. Forbes. " I can 
only offer yoa eoid meat with tea : our cook is gone out, this 
being a universal festa ; but we cannot part with an old friend 
for any scruples as to the commissariat." 

"Thank you. I should have invited myself if you had not 
been good enough to ask me." 

When they had all arrived at their apartment in the Babuino 
(Canon Livingstone had gone round to fetch the letters with 
which he was intrusted), Iilrs. Forbes was confirmed in her 
supposition that he had something particular and not very 
pleasant to say to Ellinor, by the rather grave and absent 
manner in which he awaited her return from taking off her 
out-of-door things. He broke off. indeed, in his oonversa- 
tion with Mrs. Forbes to go and meet Ellinor. and to lead 
her into the most distant window before he delivered 



'■From what you said 
5t received your home 1 
■' No I" replied she, s 
'Y- 
-No 
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n ihe balcony yonder, ] fear you hi 

Hers regularly ? *' 

iriled and inimbling, she hardly knew 



why. 

o heard from you ; nor, 1 b 
has some one else who expecled to liear. 
—I foTgel his name." 

"My man of business! Something has gone wrong, ] 
LivingsKoae. Tell me— 1 want lo know. 1 have been ^ 
pecfing it — only tell roe." She sat down suddenly, i 

"Dear Misa Wilkms, I'm afraid iL is painful enou 
you are fancying it worse thitn it is. All your 
quite well ; bul an old servanl " 

" Wei! I "she said, iccing his hesitalion, find leanii 
and griping at bis arm. 

"Is taken up on a. charge of tnanslaugbter or inu 
Mrs. Forbes, come here!" 

For lillinor had fainted, falling forwards on Ihe a 
held. When she cune round sbe was lying half ui 
her bed ; Ihey were giving her tea in spoonfuls. 

" 1 inusl got up," she moaned. 

" You must lie still," said Mrs. Forbes firmly. 

"Vou don't know. I must go home," she r 
the tried lo sit up, but fell back helpless. Then she did not 
speak, but lay and thought. "Will you bring me some 
meal?" she whispered. "And some wine?" They brougiic 
her meat and wine ; she ate, though she was choking. " Now, 
please, bring me my letters, and leave mc alone ; and after 
that I should like to speak to Canon LivinEsione. Don't let 
hfm go, please. I won't be long— hnlf-an-hour, I think. 
Only let me be alone." 

There was a hurried feverish sharpness in her tone that made 
Mrs, Forbes very anxious, but she judged it best lo comply with 
her request?. 

The letters were brought, the lights were arranged so that 
she could read Ihem lying on her bed; and they left her. 
Then she got up and stood on her feet, diaiy enough, her 
afros clasped at the lop of her head, her eyes dilated Bnd 
staring 09 it looking at some great horror. But after a few 
i she sat down suddenly, and began to read. LdMiS 
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were evidently missing. Some had been sent by an opportunity 
that had been delayed on the journey, and had not yet arrived 
in Rome. Others had been despatched by the post, but the 
severe weather, the unusual snow, had, in those days, before 
the railway was made between Lyons and Marseilles, put a stop 
to many a traveller's plans, and had rendered the transmission 
of the mail extremely uncertain; so, much of that intelli- 
gence which Miss Monro had evidently considered as certain 
to be known to Ellinor was entirely matter of conjecture, and 
could only be guessed at from what was told in these letters. 
One was from Mr. Johnson, one from Mr. Brown, one from 
Miss Monro ; of course the last-mentioned was the first read. 
She spoke of the shock of the discovery of Mr. Dunster's 
body, found in the cutting of the new line of railroad from 
Hamley to the nearest railway station ; the body so hastily 
buried long ago, ip its clothes, by which it was now recognised 
— a recognition confirmed by one or two more personal and 
indestructible things, such as his watch and seal with his 
initials ; of the shock to every one, the Osbaldistones in parti< 
cular, on the further discovery of a fleam or horse-lancet, 
having the name of Abraham Dixon engraved on the handle ; 
how Dixon had gone on Mr. Osbaldistone's business to a 
horse-fair in Ireland some weeks before this, and had had his 
leg broken by a kick from an unruly mare, so that he was 
Ixirely able to move about when the officers of justice went 
to apprehend him in Tralee. 

At this point Ellinor cried out loud and shrill. 

" Oh, Dixon ! Dixon ! and I was away enjoying myselil" 

They heard her cry, and came to the door, but it was bolted 
inside. 

"Please, go away," she said; "please, go. I will be very 
quiet ; only, please, go." 

She could not bear just then to read any more of Miss Monro's 
letter ; she tore open Mr. Johnson's — the date was a fortnight 
earlier than Miss Monro's ; he also expressed his wonder at not 
hearing from her, in reply to his letter of January 9 ; but he 
added, that he thought that her trustees had judged rightly ; the 
handsome sum the railway company had offered for the land 
when their surveyor decided on the alteration of the line, Mr. 
Osbaldistone, &c. &c. She could not read any more ; it was 
Fate pursuing her. Then she took the letter up again and tried 
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to read; but all that reached her understanding was the fact 
that Mr. Johnson had sent his present letter to Miss Monro, 
thinking that she might know of some private opportimity safer 
than the post Mr. Brown's was just such a letter as he 
occasionally sent her from time to time ; a correspondence that 
arose out of their mutual regard for their dead friend Mr. Ness. 
It, too, had been sent to Miss Monro to direct. Ellinor was on 
the point of putting it aside entirely, when the name of Corbet 
caught her eye : "You will be interested to hear that the old 
pupil of our departed friend, who was so anxious to obtain the 
folio Virgil with the Italian notes, is appointed the new judge 
in room of Mr. Justice Jenkin. At least I conclude that Mr. 
Ralph Corbet, Q.C., is the same as the Virgil fancier." 

"Yes," said Ellinor bitterly; "he judged well; it would 

never have done." They were the first words of anything like 

reproach which she ever formed in her own mind during all 

these years. She thought for a few moments of the old times ; 

it seemed to steady her brain to think of them. Then she took 

up and finished Miss Monro's letter. That excellent friend had 

done all which she thought Ellinor would have wished without 

delay. She had written to Mr. Johnson, and charged him to 

do everything he could to defend Dixon, and to spare no expense. 

^e was thinking of going to the prison in the county town, to 

see the old man herself, but Ellinor could perceive that all these 

endeavours and purposes of Miss Monro's were based on love 

for her own pupil, and a desire to set her mind at ease as far as 

she could, rather than from any idea that Dixon himself could 

be innocent. Ellinor put down the letters, and went to the door, 

then turned back, and locked them up in her writing-case with 

trembling hands ; and after that she entered the drawing-room, 

looking liker to a ghost than to a Hving woman. 

" Can I speak to you for a minute alone ? " Her still, tune- 
less voice made the words into a command. Canon Living- 
stone arose and followed her into the little dining-room. " Will 
you teU me all you know — all you have heard about my — ^you 
know what ? " 

" Miss Monro was my informant — at least at first — it was in 
the Times the day before I left. Miss Monro says it could only 
have been done in a moment of anger if the old servant is really 
guilty ; that he was as steady and good a man as she ever kne:tf , 
and she seems to have a strong feeling against Mr. DMW?xet» v 



136 A DARK night's WORK. 

always giving your father much unnecessary trouble; in fact, 
she hints that his disappearance at the time was supposed to be 
the cause of a considerable loss of property to Mr. Wilkins.'* 

" No ! " said EUinor eagerly, feeling that some justice ought 
to be done to the dead man ; and then she stopped short, fear- 
ful of saying anything that should betray her full knowledge. 
•• I mean this," she went on ; " Mr. Dunster was a very dis- 
agreeable man personally — and papa — ^we none of us liked him ; 
but he was quite honest — please remember that," 

The canon bowed, and said a few acquiescing words. He 
waited for her to speak again. 

•• Miss Monro says she is going to see Dixon in " 

•' Oh, Mr. Livingstone, I can't bear it I " 

He let her alone, looking at her pitifully, as she twisted 
and wrung her hands together in her endeavour to regain the 
quiet manner she had striven to maintain through the interview. 
She looked up at him with a poor attempt at an apologetic 
smile — 

" It is so terrible to think of that good old man in prison 1 " 

'* You do not believe him guilty 1 " said Canon Livingstone, in 
some surprise. " I am afraid, from all I heard and read, there 
is but little doubt that he did kill the man ; I trust in some 
moment of irritation, with no premeditated malice." 

Ellinor shook her head. 

"How soon can I get to England?" asked she. "I must 
start at once." 

•' Mrs. Forbes sent out while you were lying down. I am 
afraid there is no boat to Marseilles till Thursday, the day after 
to-morrow." 

•• But I must go sooner ! " said Ellinor, starting up. "I must 
go ; please help me. He may be tried before I can get there ! " 

"Alas I I fear that will be the case, whatever haste you make. 
The trial was to come on at the Hellingford Assizes, and that 
town stands first on the Midland Circuit list. To-day is the 
27th of February ; the assizes begin on the 7th of March." 

" I will start to-morrow morning early for Civita; there may 
be a boat there they do not know of here. At any rate, I shall 
be on my way. If he dies, I must die too. Oh ! I don't know 
what I am saying, I am so utterly crushed down ! It would be 
such a kindness if you would go away, and let no one come to 
me. I know Mrs. Forbes is so good, she will forgive mc. I 
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will say gcxxi-bye to you all before I go to-morrow morning ; but 
I must think now." 

For one moment he stood looking at her as if he longed to 
comfort her by more words. He thought better of it, however, 
and silently left the room. 

For a long time Ellinor sat still ; now and then taking up Miss 
Monro's letter, and re-reading the few terrible details. Then 
she bethought her that possibly the canon might have brought 
a copy of the Times, containing the examination of Dixon before 
the magistrates, and she opened the door and called to a pass- 
ing servant to make the inquiry. She was quite right in her 
conjecture; Dr. Livingstone had had the paper in his pocket 
during his interview with her ; but he thought the evidence so 
conclusive, that the perusal of it would only be adding to her 
extreme distress by accelerating the conviction of Dixon's guilt, 
which he believed she must arrive at sooner or later. 
. He had been reading the report over with Mrs. Forbes and 
her daughters, after his return from Ellinor's room, and they 
were all participating in his opinion upon it, when her request 
for the Times was brought. They had reluctantly agreed, saying 
there did not appear to be a shadow of doubt on the fact of 
Dixon's having killed Mr. Dunster, only hoping there might 
prove to be some extenuating circumstances, which Ellinor had 
probably recollected, and which she was desirous of producing 
on the approaching trial. 

H 



CHAPTER Xni. 

Ellinor, having read the report of Dixon's examination in the 
newspaper, bathed her eyes and forehead in cold water, and 
tried to still her poor heart's beating, that she might be clear 
and collected enough to weigh the evidence. 

Every line of it was condemnatory. One or two witnesses spoke 
of Dixon's unconcealed dislike of Dunster, a dislike which Ellinor 
knew had been entertained by the old servant out of a species 
of loyalty to his master, as well as from personal distaste. The 
fleam was proved beyond all doubt to be Dixon's ; and a mia'* 
who had been stable-boy in Mr. Wilkins's service, SYfOieltbi 
the day when Mr, Dunster was missed, and when \bfi ' 
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town was wondering what had become of him, a certain colt of 

Mr Wilkins's had needed bleeding, and that he had been sent by 
Dixon to the farrier's for a horse-lancet, an errand which he had 
remarked upon at the time, as he knew that Dixon had a fleam 
of his own. 

Mr. Osbaldistone was examined. He kept interrupting him- 
self perpetually to express his surprise at the fact of so steady 
and well-conducted a man as Dixon being guilty of so heinous 
a crime, and was willing enough to testify to the excellent 
character which he had borne during all the many years he had 
been in his (Mr. Osbaldistone's) service ; but he appeared to be 
quite convinced by the evidence previously given of the prisoner's 
guilt in the matter, and strengthened the case against him 
materially by stating the circumstance of the old man's dogged 
unwillingness to have the slightest interference by cultivation with 
that particular piece of ground. 

Here Ellinor shuddered, before her, in that Roman bed- 
chamber, rose the fatal oblong she knew by heart — a little green 
moss or lidsen, and thinly-growing blades of grass scarcely cover- 
ing the caked and undisturbed soil under the old tree. Oh, that 
she had been in England when the surveyors of the railway 
between Ashcombe and Haroley had altered their line; she 
would have entreated, implored, compelled her trustees not to 
have sold that piece of ground for any sum of money whatever. 
She would have bribed the surveyors, done she knew not what 
— but now it was too late ; she would not let her mind wander 
off to what might have been ; she would force herself again to 
attend to the newspaper columns. There was little more : the 
prisoner had been asked if he could say anything to clear him- 
self, and properly cautioned not to say anything to incriminate 
himself. The poor old man's person was described, and his 
evident emotion. " The prisoner was observed to clutch at the 
rail before him to steady himself, and his colour changed so 
much at this part of the evidence that one of the turnkeys ofifered 
him a glass of water, which he declined. He is a man of a 
strongly-built frame, and with rather a morose and sullen cast 
of countenance. " 

" My poor, poor Dixon ! " said Ellinor, laying down the paper 
for an instant, and she was near crying, only she had resolved to 
shed no tears till she had finished all, and could judge of the 
chances. There were but a few lines more : "At one time the 
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prisoner seemed to be desirous of alleging something in his 
defence, but be changed his mind, if such had been the case, 
and in reply to Mr. Gordon (the magistrate) be only said, 
'You've made a pretty strong case out again me, genUemen, 
and it seems for to satisfy you ; so I think I'll not disturb your 
minds by sayiDg a.ny\hing more.' Accordingly, Dixon now 
stands committed for trial for murder at the next Hellingford 
Assizes, which commence on March the seventh, before Baron 
Rushton and Mr. Justice Corbet." 

**Mr. Justice Corbet!" The words ran through Ellinor as 
though she had been stabbed with a knife, and by an irrepres- 
sible movement she stood up rigid. The young man, her lover 
in her youth, the old servant who in those days was perpetually 
about her — ^the two who had so often met in familiar if not 
fnendly relations, now to face each other as judge and accused I 
She could not tell how much Mr. Corbet had conjectured from 
the partial revelation she had made to him of the impending 
shame that hung over her and hers. A day or two ago she 
could have remembered the exact words she had used in that 
memorable interview ; but now, strive as she would, she could 
only recall facts, not words. After all, the Mr. Justice Corbet 
might not be Ralph. There was one chance in a hundred 
against the identity of the two. 

While she was weighing probabilities in her sick dizzy mind, 
she heard soft steps outsfde her bolted door, and low voices 
whisp>ering. It was the bedtime of happy people with hearts at 
ease. Some of the footsteps passed lightly on ; but there was a 
gentle rap at Ellinor's door. She pressed her two hot hands 
hard against her temples for an instant before she went to open 
the door. There stood Mrs. Forbes in her handsome evening 
dress, holding a lighted lamp in her hand. 

"May I come in, my dear?" she asked. Ellinor's stiff dry 
lips refused to utter the words of assent which indeed did not 
come readily from her heart. 

" I am so grieved at this sad news which the canon brings. I 
can well understand what a shock it must be to you ; we have 
just been saying it must be as bad for you as it would be to us 
if our old Donald should turn out to have been a hidden mur- 
derer all these years that he has lived with us ; I really cr^ 
have as soon suspected Donald as that white-haired leVQitiBl 
old man who used to come and see you at East CbesiL«x.*^ 
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EUinor felt that she must say something. "It is a terrible 
shock— poor old man ! and no friend near him, even Mr. 
Osbaldistone giving evidence against him. Oh, dear, dear, why 
did I ever come to Rome? " 

" Now, my dear, you must not let yourself take an exagge- 
rated view of the case. Sad and shocking as it is to have been 
so deceived, it is what happens to many of us, though not to so 
terrible a degree ; and as to your coming to Rome having 
anything to do with it " 

(Mrs. Forbes almost smiled at the idea, so anxious was she 
to banish the idea of self-reproach from Ellinor's sensitive 
mind, but EUinor interrupted her abruptly — ) 

"Mrs. Forbes ! did he— did Canon Livingstone tell you that 
I must leave to-morrow? I must go to England as fast as 
possible to do what I can for Dixon." 

'* Yes, he told us you were thinking of it, and it was partly 
that made me force myself in upon you to-night. I think, my 
love, you are mistaken in feeling as if you were called upon to 
do more than what the canon tells me Miss Monro has already 
done in your name — engaged the best legal advice, and spared 
no expense to give the suspected man every chance. What 
could you do more even if you were on the spot ? And it is very 
possible that the trial may have come on before you get home. 
Then what could you do ? He would either have been acquitted 
or condemned ; if the former, he would find public sympathy all 
in his favour ; it always is for the unjustly accused. And if he 
turns out to be guilty, my dear EUinor, it will be far better for 
you to have all the softening which distance can give to such a 
dreadful termination to the life of a poor man whom you have 
respected so long." 

But EUinor spoke again with a kind of irritated determination, 
very foreign to her usual soft docility — 

" Please just let me judge for myself this once. I am not un- 
grateful. God knows I don't want to vex one who has been 
so kind to me as you have been, dear Mrs. Forbes ; but I must 
go — and every word you say to dissuade me only makes me 
more convinced. I am going to Civita to-morrow. I shall be 
that much on the way. I cannot rest here. " 

Mrs. Forbes looked at her in grave silence. EUinor could 
not bear the consciousness of that fixed gaze. Yet its fixity 
only arose from Mrs. Forbes' perplexity as to how best to 
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assist EUinor, whether to restrain her by further advice — of 
which the first dose had proved so useless— or to speed her 
departure. EUinor broke in on her meditations — 

"You have always been so kind and good to me — go on 
being so^please, do ! Leave me alone now, dear Mrs. Forbes, 
for I cannot bear talking about it, and help me to go to-morrow, 
and you do not know how I will pray to God to bless you ! " 

Such an appeal was irresistible. Mrs. Forbes kissed her very 
tenderly, and went to rejoin her daughters, who were clustered 
together in their mother's bedroom awaiting her coming. 

"Well, mamma, how is she? What does she say ? " 

"She is in a very excited state, poor thing ! and has got so 
strong an impression that it is her duty to go back to England 
and do all she can for this wretched old man, that I am afraid 
we must not oppose her. I am afraid that she really must go 
on Thursday." 

Although Mrs. Forbes secured the services of a travelling- 
maid. Dr. Livingstone insisted on accompanying EUinor to 
^igland, and it would have required more energy than she 
possessed at this time to combat a resolution which both words 
and manner expressed as determined. She would much rather 
have travelled alone with her maid ; she did not feel the need 
of the services be offered ; but she was utterly listless and broken 
down ; all her interest was centred in the thought of Dixon and 
his approaching trial, and perplexity as to the mode in which 
she must do her duty. 

They embarked late that evening in the tardy Santa Lucia, 
and EUinor immediately went to her berth. She was not sea- 
sick; that, might possibly have lessened her mental sufferings, 
which all night long tormented her. High-perched in an upper 
berth, she did not like disturbing the other occupants of the 
cabin tiU dayUght appeared. Then she descended and dressed, 
and went on deck ; the vessel was just passing the rocky coast 
of Elba, and the sky was flushed with rosy light, that made the 
shadows on the island of the most exquisite purple. The sea 
still heaved with yesterday's storm, but the motion only added 
to the beauty of the sparkles and white foam that dimpled 
and curled on the blue waters. The air was delicious, after 
the closeness of the cabin, and EUinor only wondered that ^' 
people were not on deck to enjoy it. One or two «fcn 
came up, time ttfter time, and began pacing the ded 
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Livingstone came up before very long ; but he seemed to ba'i 
made a rule of not obtruding himself on Ellinor, exceptin 
when he could be of some use. After a few words of commoi 
place morning greeting, he, too, began to walk backwards sncZ^ 
forwards, while Ellinor sat quietly watching the lovely istanc:^ 
receding fast from her view— a beautiful vision never to be 
again by her mortal eyes. 

Suddenly there was a shock and stonnd all over the vessel, 
her progress was stopped, and a rocking vibration vras felt 
everywhere. The quarter-deck was filled with blasts of steam, 
which obscured everything. Sick people came rushing up out 
of their berths in strange undress ; the steerage passengers — 
a motley and picturesque set of people, in many varieties of 
gay costume — took refuge on the quarter-deck, speaking loudly 
in all varieties of French and Italian patois. Ellinor stood 
up in silent, wondering dismay. Was the Santa Lucia going 
down on the great deep, and Dixon unaided in his peril ? Dr. 
Livingstone was by her side in a moment She could scarcely 
see him for the vapour, nor hear him for the roar of the escap- 
ing steam. 

" Do not be unnecessarily frightened," he repeated, a little 
louder, "Some accident has occurred to the engines. I will 
go and make instant inquiry, and come back to you as soon as 
I can. Trust to me." 

He came back to where she sat trembling, 

"A part of the engine is broken, through the carelessness of 
these Neapolitan engineers ; they say we must make for the 
nearest port — return to Civita, in fact." 

" But Elba is not many miles away," said Ellinor. " If this 
steam were but away, you could see it still." 

•'And if we were landed there we might stay on the island 
for many days ; no steamer touches there ; but if we return to 
Civita, we shall be in time for the Sunday boat." 

"Oh, dear, dear!" said Ellinor. "To-day is the second- 
Sunday will be the fourth — the assizes begin on the seventh ; 
how miserably unfortunate ! " 

" Yes ! " he said, " it is. And these things always appear so 
doubly unfortunate when they hinder our serving others ! But 
it does not follow that because the assizes begin at Hellingford 
on the seventh, Dixon's trial will come on so soon. We may 
still get to Marseilles on Monday evening ; on by diligence to 
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it will — ^it most, I fear, be Thursday, at the earliest, 

fiore we reach Paris — ^Thursday, the eighth — and I suppose 

ton know of some exculpatory evidence that has to be hunted 

Jie added this unwillingly ; for he saw that Ellinor was jealous 

the secrecy she had hitherto maintained as to her reasons for 

bMslieving Dixon innocent ; but he could not help thinking that 

she, a gentle, timid woman, unaccustomed to action or business, 

vrocdd require some of the atoistance which he would have been 

so thankftil to give her; especially as this untoward accident 

^rcjiold increase the press of time in which what was to be done 

w-ould have to be done. 

But na Ellinor scarcely replied to his half-inquiry as to her 
reasons for hastening to England. She yielded to all his direc- 
tions, agreed to his plans, but gave him none of her confidence, 
and he had to submit to this exclusion from sympathy in the 
exact causes of her anxiety. 

Once naore in the dreary sala, with the gaudy painted ceiling, 
the bare dirty floor, the innumerable rattling doors and windows 1 
Ellinor was submissive and patient in demeanour, because so 
sick and despairing at heart. Her maid was ten times as demon- 
strative of annoyance and disgust ; she who had no particular 
reason for wanting to reach England, but who thought it became 
ber dignity to make it seem as though she had. 

At length the weary time was over ; and again they sailed past 
Elba, and arrived at Marseilles. Now Ellinor began to feel how 
much assistance it was to her to have Dr. Livingstone for a 
"courier/' as he had several times called himself. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Where now ? " said the canon, as they approached the London 

idge station. 

•* To the Great Western," said she ; " Hellingford is on that 

», I see. But, please, now we must part." 
' Then I may not go with you to Hellingford ? At any rate, 
will allow me to go with you to the railway station, and do 
last office as courier in getting you your ticket sjid p\2kX2ak!^ 
in the carri^a " 
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So they went together to the station, and learnt that no train 
was leaving for Hellingford for two hours. There was nothing 
for it but to go to the hotel close by, and pass away the time as 
best they could. 

EUinor called for her maid's accounts, and dismissed her. Some 
refreshment that the canon had ordered was eaten, and the table 
cleared. He began walking up and down the room, his arms 
folded, his eyes cast down. Every now and then he looked at 
the clock on the mantelpiece. When that showed that it only 
wanted a quarter of an hour to the time appointed for the train 
to start, he came up to EUinor, who sat leaning her head upon 
her hand, her hand resting on the table. 

•* Miss Wilkins," he began — and there was something peculiar 
in his tone which startled Ellinor — "I am sure you will not 
scruple to apply to me if in any possible way I can help you in 
this sad trouble of yours ? " 

' ' No, indeed I won't ! " said Ellinor gratefully, and putting out 
her hand as a token. He took it, and held it ; she went on, a 
little more hastily than before : " You know you were so good as 
to say you would go at once and see Miss Monro, and tell her all 
you know, and that I will write to her as soon as I can." 

" May I not ask for one line?" he continued, still holding'her 
hand. 

" Certainly : so kind a friend as you shall hear all I can tell ; 
that is, all I am at liberty to tell." 

"A friend! Yes, I am a friend ; and I will not urge any 
other claim just now. Perhaps " 

Ellinor could not affect to misunderstand him. His manner 
implied even more than his words. 

" No ! " she said eagerly. " We are friends. That is it. I 
think we shall always be friends, though I will tell you now — 
something — this much — it is a sad secret. God help me ! I am 
as guilty as poor Dixon, if, indeed, he is guilty — but he is 
innocent — indeed he is I " 

" If he is no more guilty than you, I am sure he is ! Let me 
be more than your friend, Ellinor — let me know all, and help 
you all that I can, with the right of an affianced husband." 

" No, no ! " said she, frightened both at what she had revealed, 
and his eager, warm, imploring manner. " That can never be. 
You do not know the disgrace that may be hanging over me." 

" If that is all," said he, " I take my risk— if that is all — if you 
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only fear that I may shrink from sharing any peril you may be 
exposed to." 

•' It is not peril — it is shame and obloquy " she murmured. 

*• Well ! shame and obloquy. Perhaps, if I knew all, I could 
shield you from it." 

•• Don't, pray, speak any more about it now ; if you do, I must 
say 'No.'" 

She did not perceive the implied encouragement in these 
words ; but he did, and they sufficed to make him patient. 

The time was up, and he could only render her his last 
services as "courier," and none other but the necessary words 
at starting passed between them. 

But he went away from the station with a cheerful heart ; 
while she, sitting alone and quiet, and at last approaching near 
to the place where so much was to be decided, felt sadder and 
sadder, heavier and heavier. 

All the intelligence she had gained since she had seen the 
Galignani in Paris, had been from the waiter at the Great 
Western Hotel, who, after returning from a vain search for an 
unoccupied Times, had volunteered the information that there 
was an unusual demand for the paper because of Hellingford 
Assizes, and the trial there for murder that was going on. 

There was no electric telegraph in those days ; at every station 
Ellinor put her head out, and inquired if the murder Irial at 
Hellingford was ended. Some porters told her one thing, some 
another, in their hurry ; she felt that she could not rely on them. 

•* Drive to Mr. Johnson's in the High Street — quick, quick. I 
will give you half-a-crown if you will go quick." 

For, indeed, her endurance, her patience, was strained almost 
to snapping ; yet at Hellingford station, where doubtless they 
could have told her the truth, she dared not ask the question. 
It was past eight o'clock at night. In many houses in the little 
country town there were unusual lights and sounds. The in- 
habitants were showing their hospitality to such of the strangers 
brought by the assizes, as were lingering there now that the busi- 
ness which had drawn them was over. The judges had left the 
town that afternoon, to wind up the circuit by the short list of a 
neighbouring county town. 

Mr. Johnson was entertaining a dinner-party of attorneys when 
he was summoned from dessert by the annoui\ce«\eti\. oi a. ^^X^*^"^ 
who wanted io speak to him immediate and pan\c\3\ax." 



146 A DARK night's WORK. 

He went into his study in not the best of tempers. There he 
found his client, Miss Wilkins, white and ghastly, standing by 
the fireplace, with her eyes fixed on the door. 

" It is you, Miss Wilkins 1 I am very glad "— • 

" Dixon ! " said she. It was all she could utter. 

Mr. jfohnson shpok his head. 

"Ah; that's a sad piece of business, and I'm afraid it has 
shortened your visit at Rome." 

"Is he" 

"Ay, I'm afraid there's no doubt of bis guilt. At any rate, 
the jury found him guilty, and" 

"And ! " she repeated quickly, sitting down, the better to hear 
the words that she knew were coming — 

" He is condemned to death." 

"When?" 

" The Saturday but one after the judges left the town, I sup- 
pose — it's the usual time," 

"Who tried him?" 

"Judge Corbet; and, for a new judge, I must soy I never 
knew one who got through his business so well. It was really 
as much as I could stand to hear him condemning the prisoner 
to death. Dixon was undoubtedly guilty, and he was as stubborn 
as could be — a sullen old fellow who would let no one help him 
through. I'm sure I did my best for him at Miss Monro's desire 
and for your sake. But he would furnish me with no particulars, 
help us to no evidence. I had the hardest work to keep him 
from confessing all before witnesses, who would have been 
bound to repeat it as evidence against him. Indeed, I never 
thought he would have pleaded ' Not Guilty. ' I think it was only 
with a desire to justify himself in the eyes of some old Hamley 
acquaintances. Good God, Miss Wilkins ! What's the matter ? 
You're not fainting ! " He rang the bell till the rope reraamed 
in his hands. " Here, Esther ! Jerry ! Whoever you are, come 
quick 1 Miss Wilkins has faintai 1 Water 1 Wine ! Tell Mrs. 
Johnson to come here directly ! " 

Mrs. Johnson, a kind, motherly woman, who had been ex- 
cluded from the "gentlemen's dinner-party," and had devoted 
her time to superintending the dinner her husband had ordered, 
came in answer to his call for assistance, and found Ellinor lying 
back in her chair white and senseless. 

" Bessy, Miss Wilkins has £unted ; she has had a long journey, 
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and is in a fidget about Dixon, the old fellow who was sentenced 
to be hung for that murder, you know. I can't stop here, I must 
go back to those men. You bring her round, and see her to bed. 
The blue room is empty since Homer left. She must stop here, 
and I'll see her in the morning. Take care of her, and keep her 
mind as easy as you can, will you, for she can do no good by 
fidgeting." 

And, knowing that he left Ellinor in good hands, and with 
plenty of assistance about her, he returned to his friends. 

Ellinor came to herself before long. 

" It was very foolish of me, but I could not help it," said she 
apdogistically. 

•' No; to be sure i5ot, dear. Here, drink this ; it is some of 
Mr. Johnson's best port wine that he has sent out on purpose for 
you. Or would you rather have some white soup — or what? 
We've had everything you could think of for dinner, and you've 
only to ask and have. And then you must go to bed, my dear 
— Mr. Johnson says you must ; and there's a well-aired room, 
for Mr. Horner only left us this morning." 

" I must see Mr. Johnson again, please." 

•' But indeed you must not. You must not worry jaat poor 
head with business now ; and Johnson would only talk to you on 
business. No ; go to bed, and sleep soundly, and then you'll 
get up quite bright and strong, and fit to talk about business." 

" I cannot sleep— I cannot rest till I have asked Mr. Johnson 
one or two more questions ; indeed I cannot," pleaded Ellinor. 

Mrs. Johnson knew that her husband's orders on such occasions 
were peremptory, and that she should come in for a good con- 
jugal scolding if, after what he had said, she ventured to send 
for him again. Yet Ellinor looked so entreating and wistful 
that she could hardly find in her heart to refuse her. A bright 
thought struck her. 

** Here is pen and paper, my dear. Could you not write the 
questions you wanted to ask? and he'll just jot down the 
answers upon the same piece of paper. I'll send it in by Jerry, 
He has got friends to dinner with him, you see." 

Ellinor yielded. She sat, resting her weary head on her hand, 
and wondering what were the questions which would have come 
so readily to her tongue could she have been face to face with 
bim. As it was, she only wrote this — 

•* Hoir early can I see you to-morrow nvomitv^"? "^ViX "^qm 
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take all the necessary steps for my going to Dixon as soon as 
possible? Could I be admitted to him to-night?" 

The pencilled answers were — 

' • Eight o'clock. Yes. No. " 

" I suppose he knows best," said EUinor, sighing, as she read 
the last word. ' ' But it seems wicked in me to be going to bed 
— and he so near, in prison." 

When she rose up and stood, she felt the former dizziness 
return, and that reconciled her to seeking rest before she entered 
upon the duties which were becoming clearer before her, now 
that she knew all and was on the scene of action. Mrs. Johnson 
brought her white-wine whey instead of the tea she had asked 
for ; and perhaps it was owing to this that she slept so soundly. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

When EUinor awoke the clear light of dawn was fully in the 
room. She could not remember where she was ; for so many 
mornings she had wakened up in strange places that it took her 
several minutes before she could make out the .geographical 
whereabouts of the heavy blue moreen curtains, the print of the 
lord-lieutenant of the county on the wall, and all the handsome 
ponderous mahogany furniture that stuffed up the room. As 
soon as full memory came into her mind, she started up ; nor 
did she go to bed again, although she saw by her watch on the 
dressing-table that it was not yet six o'clock. She dressed her- 
self with the dainty completeness so habitual to her that it had 
become an unconscious habit, and then — ^the instinct was irre- 
pressible — she put on her bonnet and shawl, and went down, 
past the servant on her knees cleaning the doorstep, out into the 
fresh open air ; and so she found her way down the High Street 
to Hellingford Castle, the building in which the courts of assize 
were held — the prison in which Dixon lay condemned to die. 
She almost knew she could not see him ; yet it seemed like some 
amends to her conscience for having slept through so many hours 
of the night if she made the attempt. She went up to the 
porter's lodge, and asked the little girl sweeping out the place if 
she might see Abraham Dixon. The child stared at her, and 
ran into the house, bringing out her father, a great burly man, 
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who had not yet donned either coat or waistcoat, and who, 
consequently, felt the morning air as rather nipping. To him 
Ellinor repeated her question. 

"Him as is to be hung come Saturday se'nnight? Why, 
ma'am, I've nought to do with it. You may go to the governor's 
house and try ; but, if you'll excuse me, you'll have your walk 
for your pains. Them in the condemned cells is never seen 
by nobody without the sheriffs order. You may go up to 
the governor's house and welcome ; but they'll only tell you the 
same. Yon's the governor's house." 

Ellinor fully believed the man, and yet she went on to the 
house indicated, as if she still hoped that in her case there 
might be some exception to the rule, which she now remembered 
to have heard of before, in days when such a possible desire as 
to see a condemned prisoner was treated by her as a wish that 
some people might have, did have — people as far removed from 
her circle of circumstances as the inhabitants of the moon. Of 
coarse she met with the same reply, a little more abruptly given, 
as if every man was from his birth bound to know such an 
obvious regulation. 

She went out past the porter, now fully clothed. He was sorry 
for her disappointment, but could not help saying, with a slight 
tone of exultation, " Well, you see I was right, ma'am ! " 

She walked as nearly round the castle as ever she could, look- 
ing up at the few high-barred windows she could see, and 
wondering in what part of the building Dixon was confined. 
Then she went into the adjoining churchyard, and sitting down 
upon a tombstone, she gazed idly at the view spread below her 
— a view which was considered as the lion of the place, to be 
shown to all strangers by the inhabitants of Hellingford. Ellinor 
did not see it, however; she only saw the blackness of that 
fiatal night, the hurried work — the lanterns glancing to and fro. 
She only heard the hard breathing of those who are engaged 
upon unwonted labour ; the few hoarse muttered words ; the 
swaying of the branches to and fro. All at once the church 
dock above her struck eight, and then pealed out for distant 
labourers to cease their work for a time. Such was the old 
custom of the place. Ellinor rose up, and made her way back 
to Mr. Johnson's house in High Street. The room felt close 
and confined in which she awaited her intervieYf \(\\i}ci \llt. 
Johnson, who bad sent down an apology for havm^ ONerSuesc 



I50 A DARK NIGHT'S WORK. 

himself, and at last made his appeaxanoe in a hurried half- 
awakened stale, in consequence of his late hospitality of the 
night before. 

" I am so sorry I gave you all so much trouble last night," 
said Ellinor apologetically. "I was over-tired, and much 
shocked by the news I heard." 

*• No trouble, no trouble, I am sure. Neither Mrs. Johnson 
nor I felt it in the least a trouble. Many ladies I know feel such 
things very trying, though there are others that can stand a 
judge's putting on the black cap better than most men. I'm 
sure I saw some as composed as could be under Judge Corbet's 
speech." 

*' But about Dixon? He must not die, Mr. Johnson." 

•• Well, I don't know that he will," said Mr. Johnson, in some* 
thing of the tone of voice he would have used in soothing a 
child. " Judge Corbet said something about the possibility of 
a pardon. The jury did not recommend him to mercy : you see, 
his looks went so much against him, and all the evidence was so 
strong, and no defence, so to speak, for he would not furnish 
any information on which we could base defence. But the judge 
did give some hope, to my nund, though there are others that 
think differently. " 

" I tell you, Mr. Johnson, he must not die, and he shall not. 
To whom must I go?" 

" Whew ! Have you got additional evidence? " with a sudden 
sharp glance of professional inquiry. 

•' Never mind," Ellinor answered. " I beg your pardon . . . 
only tell me into whose hands the power of life and death has 
passed." 

•' Into the Home Secretary's — Sir Philip Homes ; but you 
cannot get access to him on such an errand. It is the judge who 
tried the case that must urge a reprieve — ^Judge Corbet." 

" Judge Corbet ? " 

" Yes ; and he was rather inclined to take a merciful view of 
the whole case. I saw it in his charge. He'll be the person 
for you to see. I suppose you don't like to give me your con- 
fidence, or else I could arrange and draw up what will have to 
be said ? " 

" No. What I have to say must be spoken to the arbiter — to 
no one else. I am afraid I answered you impatiently just now. 
You must forgive me ; if you knew all, I am sure you would." 
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"Say no more, my dear lady. We will suppose you have 
some evidence not adduced at the trial. Well ; you must go up 
and see the judge, since you don't choose to impart it to any one, 
and lay it before him. He will doubtless compare it with his 
notes of the trial, and see how far it agrees with them. Of 
course you must be prepared with some kind of proof; for Judge 
Corbet will have to test your evidence." 

" It seems strange to think of him as the judge," said Ellinor, 
almost to herself. 

"Why, yes. He's but a young judge. You knew him at 
Hamley, I suppose? I remember his reading there with Mr. 
Ness." 

" Yes, but do not let us talk more about that time. Tell me 
when can I see Dixon ? I have been to the Castle already, but 
they said I must have a sheriff's order." 

"To be sure. I desired Mrs. Johnson to tell you so last 
night. Old Ormerod was dining here ; he is clerk to the magis- 
trates, and I told him of your wish. He said he would see Sir 
Henry Croper, and have the order here before ten. But all this 
time Mrs. Johnson is waiting breakfast for us. Let me take you 
into the dining-room." 

It was very hard work for Ellinor to do her duty as a guest, 
and to allow herself to be interested and talked to on local affairs 
by her host and hostess. But she felt as if she had spoken 
Portly and abruptly to Mr. Johnson in their previous conversa- 
tion, and that she must try and make amends for it ; so she 
attended to all the details about the restoration of the church, 
and the difficulty of getting a good music-master for the three 
little Miss Johnsons, with all her usual gentle good breeding 
and patience, though no one can tell how her heart and imagina- 
tion were full of the coming interview with poor old Dixon. 

By-and-by Mr. Johnson was called out of the room to see 
Mr. Ormerod, and receive the order of admission from him. 
Ellinor clasped her hands tight together as she listened with 
apparent composure to Mrs. Johnson's never-ending praise of the 
Hullah system. But when Mr. Johnson returned, she could not 
help interrupting her eulogy, and saying — 
" Then I may go now? " 

Yes, the order was there — she might go, and Mr. Johnson 
would accompany her, to see that she met wilh no d\^c>aXV} ox 
obstacle. 
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As tbey walked thither, he told her that some one — a turnkey^ 
or some one — would have to be present at the interview ; thau 
such was always the rule in the case of condemned prisoners 
but that if this third person was " obliging," he would keep ou^ 
of earshot. Mr. J ohnson quietly took care to see that the turnkey 
who accompanied Ellinor was " obliging." 

The man took her across high-walled courts, along stone 
corridors, and through many locked doors, before they came to 
the condemned cells. 

" I've had three at a time in here," said he, unlocking the final 
door, "after Judge Morton had been here. We always called 
him the * Hanging Judge.' But it's five years since he died, and 
now there's never more than one in at a time ; though once it was 
a woman for poisoning her husband. Mary Jones was her name. " 

The stone passage out of which the cells opened was light, and 
bare, and scrupulously clean. Over each door was a small barred 
window, and an outer window of the same description was placed 
high up in the cell, which the turnkey now opened. 

Old Abraham Dixon was sitting on the side of his bed, doing 
nothing. His head was bent, his frame sunk, and he did not 
seem to care to turn round and see who it was that entered. 

Ellinor tried to keep down her sobs while the man went up to 
him, and laying his hand on his shoulder, and lightly shaking 
him, he said — 

'• Here's a friend come to see you, Dixon." Then, turning to 
Ellinor, he added, "There's some as takes it in this kind o' 
stunned way, while others are as restless as a wild beast in a 
cage, after they're sentenced." And then he withdrew into the 
passage, leaving the door open, so that he could see all that 
passed if he chose to look, but ostentatiously keeping his eyes 
averted, and whistling to himself, so that he could not hear what 
they said to each other. 

Dixon looked up at Ellinor, but then let his eyes fall on the 
ground again ; the increasing trembling of his shrunken frame 
was the only sign he gave that he had recognised her. 

She sat down by him, and took his large horny hand in hers. 
She wanted to overcome her inclination to sob hysterically before 
she spoke. She stroked the bony shrivelled fingers, on which 
her hot scalding tears kept dropping. 

"Dunnot do that," said he at length, in a hollow voice. 
" Dunnot take on about it ; it's best as it is, missy." 
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" No, Dixon , it's not best. It shall not be. You know it shall 
^"^ ot — cannot be. " 

" I'm rather tired of living. It's been a great strain and 

■-^iDour for me. I think I'd as lief be with God as with men. 

-^nd you see, I were fond on him ever sin' he were a little lad, 

^i^d told me what hard times he had at school, he did, just as if 

^ were his brother ! I loved him next to Molly Greaves. Dear ! 

'and I shall see her again, I reckon, come next Saturday week ! 

They'll think well on me, up there, I'll be bound ; though I 

cannot say as I've done all as I should do here below." 

"But, Dixon," said EUinor, "you know who did this — 
this" 

"Guilty o' murder," said he. " That's what they called it. 
Murder! And that it never were, choose who did it." 

" My poor, poor father did it. I am going up to London this 
afternoon ; I am going to see the judge, and tell him alL" 

" Don't you demean yourself to that fellow, missy. It's him 
as left you in the lurch as soon as sorrow and shame came 
nigh you." 

He looked up at her now, for the first time ; but she went on 
as if she had not noticed those wistful, weary eyes. 

"Yes I I shall go to him. I know who it is ; and I am resolved. 
After all, he may be better than a stranger, for real help ; and I 
shall never remember any — anything else, when I think of you, 
good faithful friend." 

" He looks but a wizened old fellow in his grey wig. I should 
hardly ha' known him. I gave him a look, as much as to say, 
'I could tell tales o' you, my lord judge, if I chose.' I don't 
know if he heeded me, though. I suppose it were for a sign of 
old acquaintance that he said he'd recommend me to mercy. But 
I'd sooner have death nor mercy, by long odds. Yon man out 
there says mercy means Botany Bay. It 'ud be like killing 
me by inches, that would. It would. I'd liefer go straight to 
heaven, than live on among the black folk." 

He began to shake again : this idea of transportation, from 
its very mysteriousness, was more terrifying to him than death. 
He kept on saying plaintively, " Missy, you'll never let 'em 
send me to Botany Bay ; I couldn't stand that" 

" No, no!" said she. "You shall come out of this prison, 
and go home with me to East Chester ; I promise you yow sVi^Xv.. 
I promise you. I don't yet quite know how, but XiMSX Vci iBtf 
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promise. Don't fret about Botany Bay. If you go there, I 
go too. I am so sure you will not go. And you know if you 
have done anything against the law in concealing that fatal 
night's work, I did too, and if you arc to be punished, I will 
be punished too. But I feel sure it will be right ; I mean as 
right as anything can be, with the recollection of that time 
present to us, as it must always be." She almost spoke these 
last words to herself. They sat on, hand in hand, for a few 
minutes more in silence. 

• ' I thought you'd come to nae. I knowed you were Car away 
in foreign parts. But I used to pray to God. 'Dear Lord 
God ! ' I used to say, ' let me see her again.' I told the chaplain 
as I'd begin to pray for repentance, at after I'd done praying 
that I might see you once again : for it just seemed to take 
all my strength to say those words as I've named. And I 
thought as how God knew what was in my heart better than I 
could tell Him : how I was main and sorry for all as I'd ever 
done wrong ; I allays were, at after it was done ; but I thought 
as no one could know how bitter-keen I wanted to see yoiL " 

Again they sank into silence. Ellinor felt as if she would 
fain be away and active in procuring his release ; but she also 
perceived how precious her presence was to him ; and she did 
not like to leave him a moment before the time allowed her. 
His voice had changed to a weak, piping, old man's quaver, 
and between the times of his talking he seemed to relapse into 
a dreamy state ; but through it all he held her hand tight, as 
though afraid that she would leave him. 

So the hour elapsed, with no more spoken words than those 
above. From time to time Ellinor's tears dropped down upon 
her lap ; she could not restrain them, thcHigh she scarce knew 
why she cried just then. 

At length the turnkey said that the time allowed for the inter- 
view was ended. Ellinor spoke no word ; but rose, and bent 
down and kissed the old man's forehead, saying — 

" I shall come back to-morrow. God keep and comfort you ! " 

So, almost without an articulate word from him in reply (he 
rose up, and stood on his shaking legs, as she bade him fare- 
well, putting his hand to his head with the old habitual mark 
of respect), she went her way, swiftly out of the prison, swiftly 
back with Mr. Johnson to his house, scarcely patient or strong 
enough in her hurry to explain to him fully all that she meant 
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to do. She only asked him a few absolutely requisite questions ; 

and informed him of her intention to go straight to London to 
see Judge Corbet, 

Just before the railway carriage in which she was seated 
started on the journey, she bent forward, and put out her hand 
once more to Mr. Johnson. "To-morrow I will thank you for 
all," she said. " I cannot now." 

It was about the same time that she had reached Hellingford 
on the previous night, that she arrived at the Great Western 
station on this evening — past eight o'clock. On the way she 
had remembered and arranged many things: one important 
question she had omitted to ask Mr. Johnson ; but that was 
easily remedied. She had not inquired where she could find 
Judge Corbet ; if she had, Mr. Johnson could probably have 
given her his professional address. As it was. she asked for 
a Post-Office Directory at the hotel, and looked out for his 
private dwelling — 128 Hyde Park Gardens. 

She rang for a waiter. 

"Can I send a messenger to Hyde Park Gardens?" she said, 
hurrying on to her business, tired and worn-out as she was. 
" It is only to ask if Judge Corbet is at home this evening. If 
be is, I must go and see him." 

The waiter was a little surprised, and would gladly have had 
her name to authorise the inquiry ; but she could not bear to 
send it ; it would be bad enough that first meeting, without the 
feeling that he, too, had had time to recall all the past days. 
Better to go in upon him unprepared, and plunge into the 
subject. 

"Die waiter rettnued with the answer while she yet was 
pacing up and down the room restlessly, nerving herself for 
the interview. 

"The messenger has been to Hyde Park Gardens, ma'am. 
The Judge and Lady Corbet are gone out to dinner." 

Lady Corbet I Of course EUinor knew that he was married. 
Had she not been present at the wedding in East Chester 
Cathedral? But, somehow, these recent events had so carried 
her back to old times, that the intimate association of the 
names, "the Judge and Lady Corbet," seemed to awaken her 
out of some dream. 

"Oh, very well," she said, just as if these thoughts were 
not passing rapidly through her mind. " Lei me "be c^JXeA. «X 
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seven to-morrow morning, and let me have a cab at the door 
to Hyde Park Gardens at eight." 

And so she went to bed ; but scarcely to sleep. All night 
long she had the scenes of those old times, the happy, happy 
days of her youth, the one terrible night that cut all happiness 
short, present before her. She could almost have fancied that 
she heard the long-silent sounds of her father's step, her father's 
way of breathing, the rustle of his newspaper as he hastily 
turned it over, coming through the lapse of years ; the silence 
of the night. She knew that she had the little writing-case of 
her girlhood with her, in her box. The treasures of the dead 
that it contained, the morsel of dainty sewing, the little sister's 
golden curl, the half-finished letter to Mr. Corbet, were all 
there. She took them out, and looked at each separately ; 
looked at them long — ^long and wistfully. "Will it be of any 
use to me ? " she questioned of herself, as she was about to put 
her father's letter back into its receptacle. She read the last 
words over again, once more : " From my death-bed I adjure 
you to stand her friend ; I will beg pardon on my knees for 
anything." 

"I will take it," thought she. "I need not bring it out; 
most likely there will be no need for it, after what I shall have 
to say. All is so altered, so changed between us, as utterly as 
if it never had been, that I think I shall have no shame in 
showing it him, for my own part of it. While, if he sees poor 
papa's, dear, dear papa's suffering humility, it may make him 
think more gently of one who loved him once, though they 
parted in wrath with each other, I'm afraid," 

So she took the letter with her when she drove to Hyde Park 
Gardens. 

Every nerve in her body was in such a high state of tension 
that she could have screamed out at the cabman's boisterous 
knock at the door. She got out hastily, before any one was 
ready or willing to answer such an untimely summons ; paid 
the man double what he ought to have had ; and stood there, 
sick, trembling, and humble. 



-H- 
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CHAPTER XVI. AND LAST. 

"Is Judge Corbet at home? Can I see him?" she asked of 
the footman, who at length answered the door. 

He looked at her curiously, and a little familiarly, before he 
replied — 

"Why, yes ! He's pretty sure to be at home at this time of 
day ; but whether he'll see you is quite another thing." 

"Would you be so good as to ask him? It is on very 
particular business." 

* * Can you give me a card ? your name, perhaps, will do, if 
you have not a card. I say, Simmons" (to a lady's-maid 
crossing the hall), "is the judge up yet ? " 

" Oh yes ! he's in his dressing-room this half-hour. Mjr lady 
is coming down directly. It is just breakfast time." 

" Can't you put it off, and come again, a little later?" said 
he, turning once more to EUinor— white Ellinor! trembling 
Ellinor 1 

"No! please let me come in. I will wait. I am sure 
Judge Corbet will see me, if you will tell him I am here. Miss 
Wilkins. He will know the name." 

" Well, then ; will you wait here till I have got breakfast in ? " 
said the man, letting her into the hall, and pointing to the 
bench there. He took her, from her dress, to be a lady's- 
maid or governess, or at most a tradesman's daughter ; and, 
besides, he was behindhand with all his preparations. She 
c^ame in and sat down. 

" You will tell him I am here," she said faintly. 

"Oh yes, never fear: I'll send up word, though I don't 
believe he'll come to you before breakfast." 

He told a page, who ran upstairs, and, knocking at the 
judge's door, said that a Miss Jenkins wanted to speak to 
him. 

" Who?" asked the judge from the inside. 

" Miss Jenkins. She said you would know the name, sir." 

• • Not I. Tell her to wait. " 

So Ellinor waited. Presently down the stairs, with slow 
deliberate dignity, came the handsome Lady Corbet, in hes 
rustling silks and ample pettlcosLis, carrying bet fine "bo^} , ^i^ 
foUowaef bjrAer majestic nurse. She was Ul-pVeased OqaX « 
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one should come and take up her husband's time when he 
was at home, and supposed to be enjoymg domestic leisure ; 
and her imperious, inconsiderate nature did not prompt her 
to any civility towards the gentle creature sitting down, weary 
and heart-sick, in her house. On the contrary, she looked 
her over as she slowly descended, till Ellinor shrank abashed 
from the steady gaze of the large black eyes. Then she, her 
baby and nurse, disappeared into the large dining-room, into 
which all the preparations for breakfast had been carried. 

The next person to come down would be the judge. Ellinor 
instinctively put down her veil. She heard his quick decided 
step ; she had known it well of old. 

He gave one of his sharp, shrewd glances at the person sitting 
in the hall and waiting to speak to him, and his practised eye 
recognised the lady at once, in spite of her travel-worn dres. 

"Will you just come into this room?" said he, opening the 
door of his study, to the front of the house : the dining-room 
was to the back ; they communicated by folding-doors. 

The astute lawyer placed himself with his back to the window ; 
it was the natural position of the master of the apartment ; but 
it also gave him the advantage of seeing his companion's face 
in full light. Ellinor lifted her veil ; it had only been a dislike 
to a recognition in the hall which had made her put it down. 

Judge Corbet's countenance changed more than hers ; she had 
been prepared for the interview ; he was not. But he usually 
had the full command of the expression on his face. 

" Ellinor ! Miss Wilkins ! is it you ? " And he went forwards, 
holding out his hand with cordial greeting, under which the em- 
barrassment, if he felt any, was carefully concealed. She could 
not speak all at once in the way she wished. 

*• That stupid Henry told me ' Jenkins ! ' I beg your pardon. 
How could they put you down to sit in the hall? You must 
come in and have some breakfast with us ; Lady Corbet will be 
delighted, I'm sure." His sense of the awkwardness of the 
meeting with the woman who was once to have been his wife, 
and of the probable introduction which was to follow to the 
woman who was his actual wife, grew upon him, and made him 
speak a little hurriedly. Ellinor*s next words were a wonderful 
relief; and her soft gentle way of speaking was like the touch of 
a cooling balsam. 

" Tbank you, you must excuse me, I am come strictly on 
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business, otherwise I should never have thought of calling on 
you at such an hour. It is about poor Dixon." 

" Ahl I thought as much I" said the judge, handing her a 
cbaur, and sitting down himselfl He tried to compose his mind 
to business, but in spite of his strength of character, and his 
present efforts, the remembrance of old times would come back 
at the sound of her voice. He wondered if he was as much 
changed in appearance as she struck him as being in that first 
look of recognition ; after that first glance he rather avoided 
meeting her eyes. 

" I knew how much you would feel it. Some one at Helling- 
ford told me you were abroad, in Rome, I think. But you must 
not distress yourself unnecessarily ; the sentence is sure to be 
commuted to transfxurtation, or something equivalent. I was 
talking to the Home Secretary about it only last night Lapse 
of time and subsequent good character quite preclude any idea 
of capital punishment." All the time that he said this he had 
other thoughts at the back of hi^ mind — some curiosity, a little 
r^^, a touch of remorse, a wonder how the meeting (which, 
of course, would have to be some time) between Lady Corbet 
and EUlinor would go off; but he spoke clearly enough on the 
subject in hand, and no outward mark of distraction from it 
appeared. 

Ellinor answered — 

** I came to tell you, what I suppose may be told to any 
judge, in confidence and full reliance on his secrecy, that 
Abraham Dixon was not the murderer." She stopped short, 
and choked a little. 

The judge looked sharply at her. 

" Then you know who was?" said he. 

" Yes," she replied, with a low, steady voice, looking him full 
in the face, with sad, solemn eyes. 

The truth flashed into his mind. He shaded his face, and 
did not speak for a minute or two. Then he said, not looking 
up, a little hoarsely, "This, then, was the shame you told me 
of long ago?" 

" Yes," saki she. 

Both sat quite still ; quite silent for some time. Through the 
sflence a sharp, clear voice was heard speaking throuigh tbiK. 
folding-doors. 

" Take the kedgeree down, and tell the cook to "keejgr ^ 
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for the judge. It is so tiresome people coming on business 
here, as if the judge had not his proper hours for being at 
chambers." 

He got up hastily, and went into the dining-room ; but he had 
audibly some difficulty in curbing his wife's irritation. 

When he came back, Ellinor said — 

" I am afraid I ought not to have come here now." 

"Oh! it's all nonsense!" said he, in a tone of annojrance. 
"You've done quite right." He seated himself where he had 
been before ; and again half covered his face with his hand. 

"And Dixon knew of this. I believe I must put the fact 
plainly to you — your father was the guilty person? He mur- 
dered Dunster?" 

" Yes. If you call it murder. It was done by a blow, in the 
heat of passion. No one can ever tell how Dunster always 
irritated papa," said Ellinor, in a stupid heavy way ; and then 
she sighed. 

"How do you know this?i* There was a kind of tender 
reluctance in the judge's voice, as he put all these questions. 
Ellinor had made up her mind beforehand that something like 
them must be asked, and must also be answered ; but she spoke 
like a sleep-walker. 

"I came into papa's room just after he had struck Mr. 
Dunster the blow. He was lying insensible, as we thought — 
dead, as he really was." 

' • What was Dixon's part in it ? He must have known a good 
deal about it. And the horse-lancet that was found with his 
name upon it ? " 

" Papa went to wake Dixon, and he brought his fleam— I 
suppose to try and bleed him. I have said enough, have I not? 
I seem so confused. But I will answer any question to make it 
appear that Dixon is innocent" 

The judge had been noting all down. He sat still now with- 
out replying to her. Then he wrote rapidly, referring to his 
previous paper from time to time. In five minutes or so he 
read the facts which Ellinor had stated, as he now arranged 
them, in a legal and connected form. He just asked her one 
or two trivial questions as he did so. Then he read it over to 
her, and asked her to sign it She took up the pen, and held 
it, hesitating. 
" This will never be made pubWc"?" «aXd s>akft. 
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" No ; I shall take care that no one but the Home Secretary 
it." 

*• Thank you, I could not help it, now it has come to this." 

"There are not many men like Dixon," said the judge, almost 
'^o himself, as he sealed the paper in an envelope. 

" No," said Ellinor ; " I never knew any one so faithful." 

And just at the same moment the reflection on a less faithful 
person that these words might seem to imply struck both of 
them, and each instinctively glanced at the other. 

" Ellinor 1 " said the judge, after a moment's pause, " we are 
friends, I hope?" 

•* Yes ; friends," said she, quietly and sadly. 

He felt a little chagrined at her answer. Why, he could hardly 
tell. To cover any sign of his feeling he went on talking. 

'* Where are you living now ? " 

"At East Chester." 

" But you come sometimes to town, don't you ? Let us know 
always — ^whenever you come ; and Lady Corbet shall call on 
you. Indeed, I wish you'd let me bring her to see you to-day." 

" Thank you. I am going straight back to Hellingford ; at 
least, as soon as you can get me the pardon for Dixon." 

He half smiled at her ignorance. 

" The pardon must be sent to the sheriff, who holds the 
warrant for his execution. But, of course, you may have every 
assurance that it shall be sent as soon as possible. It is just the 
same as if he had it now." 

*' Thank you very much," said Ellinor, rising. 

*• Pray don't go without breakfast. If you would rather not 
see Lady Corbet just now, it shall be sent in to you in this room, 
unless you have already breakfasted." 

"No, thank you; I would rather not. You are very kind, 
and I am very glad to have seen you once again. There is just 
one thing more," said she, colouring a little and hesitating. 
"This note to you was found under papa's pillow after his 
death ; some of it refers to past things ; but I should be glad if 
you could think as kindly as you can of poor papa — and so— 
if you will read it " 

He took it and read it, not without emotion. Then he laid it 
down on his table, and said — 

" Poor man ! he must have suffered a great dea\ iox >Jcv^x 
night's work, Andyoa, Ellinor, you have suffered, loo." 
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Yes, she had suffered ; and he who spoke had been one of the 
instruments of her suffering, although he seemed forgetful of it. 
She shook her head a little for reply. Then she looked up at 
him — they were both standing at the time — and said — 

*' I think I shall be happier now. I always knew it must be 
found out. Once more, good-bye, and thank you. I may take 
this letter, I suppose ? " said she, casting envious loving eyes at 
her father's note, lying unregarded on the table. 

"Oh! certainly, certainly," said he; and then he took her 
hand; he held it, while he looked into her face. He had 
thought it changed when he had first seen her, but it was now 
almost the same to him as of yore. The sweet shy eyes, the 
indicated dimple in the cheek, and something of fever- had 
brought a faint pink flush into her usually colourless cheeks. 
Married judge though he was, he was not sure if she had not 
more charms for him still in her sorrow and her shabbiness than 
the handsome stately wife in the next room, whose looks had not 
been of the pleasantest when he left her a few minutes before. 
He sighed a little regretfully as Ellinor went away. He had 
obtained the position he had struggled for, and sacrificed for ; 
but now he could not help wishing that the slaughtered creature 
laid on the shrine of his ambition were alive again. 

The kedgeree was brought up again, smoking hot, but it re- 
mained untasted by him ; and though he appeared to be reading 
the Times t he did not see a word of the distinct type. His wife, 
meanwhile, continued her complaints of the untimely visitor, 
whose name he did not give to her in its corrected form, as he 
was not anxious that she should have it in her power to identify 
the call of this morning with a possible future acquaintance. 

When Ellinor reached Mr. Johnson's house in Hellingford, 
that afternoon, she found Miss Monro was there, and that she 
had been with much difficulty restrained by Mr. Johnson from 
following her to London. 

Miss Monro fondled and purred inarticulately through her tears 
over her recovered darling, before she could speak intelligibly 
enough to tell her that Canon Livingstone had come straight to 
see her immediately on his return to East Chester, and had 
suggested her journey to Hellingford, in order that she might be 
of all the comfort she could to Ellinof. She did not at first let 
out that he had accompanied her to Hellingford ; she was a little 
afraid of Ellinor's displeasure at his being there ; Ellinor had 
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, ^>»Tays objected so much to any advance towards intimacy with 
^\*^ that Miss Monro had wished to make. But Ellinor was 
'^^^erent now. 
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How white you are, Nelly ! " said Miss Monro. " You have 
■^^^n travelling too much and too fast, my child." 

**My head aches ! " said Ellinor wearily. •• But I must go to 
^0« Castle, and tell my poor Dixon that he is reprieved — I am so 
^ircd ! Will you ask Mr. Johnson to get me leave to see him ? 
*ie will know all about it." 

She threw herself down on the bed in the spare room ; the bed 
"^ith the heavy blue curtains. After an unheeded remonstrance, 
^iss Monro went to do her bidding. But it was now late after- 
i)oon, and Mr. Johnson said that it would be impossible for him 
to get permission from the sheriff that night. 

'* Besides," said he courteously, "one scarcely knows whether 
Miss Wilkins may not give the old man false hopes — whether she 
has not been excited to have false hopes herself ; it might be a 
cmel kindness to let her see him, without more legal certainty 
as to what his sentence, or reprieve, is to be. By to-morrow 
morning, if I have properly understood her story, which was a 

little confused " 

" She is so dreadfully tired, poor creature," put in Miss Monro, 
who never could bear the shadow of a suspicion that Ellinor was 
not wisest, best, in all relations and situations of life. 

Mr. Johnson went on, with a deprecatory bowi " Well, then 
—it really is the only course open to her besides — persuade her 
to rest for this evening. By to-morrow morning I will have ob- 
tained the sheriffs leave, and he will most likely have heard from 
London." 
•• Thank you ! I believe that will be best" 
" It is the only course," said he. 

When Miss Monro returned to the bedroom, Ellinor was in 
a heavy feverish slumber; so feverish and so uneasy did she 
appear, that, after the hesitation of a moment or two, Miss Monro 
had no scruple in wakening her. 

But she did not appear to understand the answer to her re- 
quest ; she did not seem even to remember that she had made 
any request. 

The journey to England, the misery, the surprises, had been 
too much for her. The morrow morning came, brirv^m^ V\v^ 
formal free pardon for Abraham Dixon. The shenffs oidet lox 
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her admission to see the old man lay awaiting her wish to use it ; 
but she knew nothing of all this. . 

For days, nay weeks, she hovered between life and death, 
tended, as of old, by Miss Monro, while good Mrs. Johnson was 
ever willing to assist. 

One summer evening in early June she wakened into memory. 

Miss Monro heard the faint piping voice, as she kept her watch 
by the bedside. 

" Where is Dixon ?" asked she. 

" At the canon's house at Bromham." This was the name o^ 
Dr. Livingstone's country parish. 

"Why?" 

" We thought it better to get him into country air and fresls 
scenes at once." 

-How is he?" 

•• Much better. Get strong, and he shall come to see you." 

*' You are siure all is right ? " said Ellinor. 

*' Sure, my dear. All is quite right." 

Then Ellinor went to sleep again, out of very weakness and 
weariness. 

From that time she recovered pretty steadily. Her great 
desire was to return to East Chester as soon as possible. The 
associations of grief, anxiety, and coming illness, connected with 
Hellingford, made her wish to be oftce again in the solemn, quiet, 
sunny close of East Chester. 

Canon Livingstone came over to assist Miss Monro in manag- 
ing the journey with her invalid. But he did not intrude himself 
upon Ellinor, any more than he had done in coming from home. 

The morning after her return, Miss Monro said — 

" Do you feel strong enough to see Dixon ?" 

"Yes. Is he here?" 

" He is at the canon's house. He sent for him from Bromham, 
in order that he might be ready for you to see him when you 
wished." 

" Please let him come directly," said Ellinor, flushing and 
trembling. 

She went to the door to meet the tottering old man ; she led 
him to the easy-chair that had been placed and arranged for 
herself ; she knelt down before him, and put his hands on her 
head, he trembling and shaking all the while. 

"Forgive me all the shame and misery, Dixon. Say you for- 
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^^^ me ; and give me your blessing. And then let never a word 
^^ the terrible past be spoken between us." 

** It's not for me to forgive you, as never did barm to no 

One" 

" But say you do — it will ease my heart. " 
" I forgive thee ! " said he. And then he raised himself to his 
'^^ct with effort, and, standing up above her, he blessed her 
^<ilemnly. 

After that he sat down, she by him, gazing at him. 
"Yon's a good man, missy," he said at length, lifting his slow 
^Jres and looking at her. " Better nor t'other ever was." 
" He is a good man," said Ellinor. 

But no more was spoken on the subject. The next day, 
C^anon Livingstone made his formal call. Ellinor would fain 
tisive kept Miss Monro in the room, but that worthy lady knew 
better than to stop. 

They went on, forcing talk on indifferent subjects. At last he 

oould speak no longer on everything but that which he had most 

at heart. " Miss Wilkins ! " (he had got up, and was standing 

l)y the mantelpiece, apparently examining the ornaments upon 

it)— "Miss Wilkins! is there any chance of your giving me a 

favourable answer now — you know what I mean — what we spoke 

about at the Great Western Hotel, that day ?" 

Ellinor hung her head. 

"You know that I was once engaged before?" 
" Yes I I know ; to Mr. Corbet — he that is now the judge ; 
yoa cannot suppose that would make any difference, if that 
is all. I have loved you, and you only, ever since we met, 
eighteen years ago. Miss Wilkins — Ellinor — put me out of 
suspense." 

" I will ! " said she, putting out her thin white hand for him 
to take and kiss, almost with tears of gratitude, but she seemed 
frightened at his impetuosity and tried to check him. " Wait — 
you have not heard all — my poor, poor father, in a fit of anger, 
irritated beyond his bearing, struck the blow that killed Mr. 
Dunster — Dixon and I knew of it, just after the blow was struck 
— we helped to hide it — we kept the secret — my poor father died 
of sorrow and remorse — you now know all — can you still love me ? 
It seems to me as if I had been an accomplice in such a tern.b\& 
thing ! " 
" Poor, poor Ellinor I " said he, now taking her m YA^ axm^ 
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as a. shelter. " How I wish I had known .of all this years ani 
years ago : I could have stood between you and.so.nuich I " 

Those who pass through the village of Bromham, and paus 
to look over the laurel-hedge that separates the rectory gardei 
from the road, may often see, on summer days, an old, old man 
sitting in a wicker-chair, out upon the lawn. He leans upon hi 
stick, and seldom raises his bent head ; but for all that his eye 
are on a level with the two little fairy children who come to hin 
in all their small joys and sorrows, and who learnt to lisp hi 
name almost as soon as they did that of their father anc 
mother. 

Nor is Miss Monro often absent ; and although she prefer 
to retain the old house in the Close for winter quarters, she gene 
rally makes her way across to Canon Livingstone's residence 
every evening. 



SO ENDS '• A DARK NIGHT'S WORK.** 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 



-M- 



PART I. 

TT is a great thing for a lad when he is first turned into the 
independence of lodgings. I do not think I ever was so 
satisfied and proud in my life as when, at seventeen^ I sate down 
ill a little three-cornered room above a pastry-cook's shop in the 
county town of Eltham. My father had left me that afternoon, 
after delivering himself of a few plain precepts, strongly expressed, 
for. my guidance in the new course of life on which I was enter- 
ing. I was to be a clerk under the engineer who had undertaken 
to make the little branch line from Eltham to Hornby. My 
father had got me this situation, which was in a position rather 
above his own in life ; or perhaps I should say, above the station 
in which he was bom and bred ; for he was raising himself every 
year in men's consideration and respect. He was a mechanic 
by trade ; but he had some inventive genius, and a great deal of 
perseverance, and had devised several valuable improvements in 
railway machinery. He did not do this for profit, though, as 
was reasonable, what came in the natural course of things was 
acceptable ; he worked out his ideas, because, as he said, "until 
be could put them into shape, they plagued him by night and by 
day." But this is enough about my dear father ; it is a good 
thing for a country where there are many like him. He was a 
sturdy Independent by descent and conviction ; and this it was, 
I believe, which made him place me in the lodgings at the pastry- 
cook's. The shop was kept by the two sisters of our minister at 
home ; and this was considered as a sort of safeguard to my 
morals, when I was turned loose upon the temptations of the 
county town, with a salary of thirty pounds a year. 

My father had given up two precious days, and p\i.\. on \i[v=» 
Sunday clothes, in order to faring me to. Eltham, and.acwynrga»?j 
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me first to the office, to introduce me to my new master (who was 
under some obligations to my father for a suggestion), and next 
to take me to call on the Independent minister of the little con- 
gregation at Eltham. And then he left me ; and, though sorry 
to part with him, I now began to taste with relish the pleasure 
of being my own master. I unpacked the hamper that my 
mother had provided me with, and smelt the pots of preserve 
with all the delight of a possessor who might break into their 
contents at any time he pleased. I handled and weighed in my 
fancy the home-cured ham, which seemed to promise me inter- 
minable feasts ; and, above all, there was the fine savour of 
knowing that I might eat of these dainties when I liked, at my 
sole will, not dependent on the pleasure of any one else, however 
indulgent. _ I stowed my eatables away in the little comer cup- 
board—that room was all corners, and everything was placed in 
a corner, the fireplace, the window, the cupboard ; I myself 
seemed to be the only thing in the middle, and there was hardly 
room for me. The table was made of a folding leaf under the 
window, and the window looked out upon the market-place ; so 
the studies for the prosecution of which my father had brought 
himself to pay extra for a sitting-room for me, ran a considerable 
chance of being diverted from books to men arid women. I was 
to have my meals with the two elderly Miss Dawsons in the little 
parlour behind the three-cornered shop downstairs ; my break- 
fasts and dinners at least, for, as my hours in an evening were 
likely to be uncertain, my tea or supper was to be an independent 
meal. 

Then, after this pride and satisfaction, came a sense of deso- 
lation. I had never been from home before, and I was an only 
child ; and though my father's spoken maxim had been, " Spare 
the rod, and spoil the child," yet, unconsciously, his heart had 
yearned after me, and his ways towards me were more tender 
than he knew, or would have approved of in himself could he 
have known. My mother, who never professed sternness, was 
far more severe than my father: perhaps my boyish faults 
annoyed her more ; for I remember, now that I have written the 
above words, how she pleaded for me once in my riper years, 
when I had really offended against my father's sense of right. 

But I have nothing to do with that now. It is about cousin 
Phillis that I am going to write, and as yet I am far enough from 
even saying who cousin Phillis was. 
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For some months after I was settled in Eltham, the new em- 
ployment in which I was engaged — the new independence of my 
life— occupied all my thoughts. I was at my desk by eight 
o'clock, home to dinner at one, back at the office by two. The 
afternoon work was more uncertain than the morning's ; it might 
be the same, or it might be that I had to accompany Mr. Holds- 
worth, the managing engineer, to some point on the line between 
Eltham and Hornby. This I always enjoyed, because of the 
variety, and because of the country we traversed (which was 
very wild and pretty), and because I was thrown into companion- 
ship with Mr. Holdsworth, who held the position of hero in my 
boyish mind. He was a young man of iive-and-twenty or so, 
and was in a station above mine, both by birth and education ; 
and he had travelled on the Continent, and wore mustachios 
and whiskers of a somewhat foreign fashion. I was proud of 
being seen with him. He was really a fine fellow in a good 
number of ways, and I might have fallen into much worse 
hands. 

Every Satiurday I wrote home, telling of my weekly doings — 
my father had insisted upon this ; but there was so little variety 
in my life that I often found it hard work to fill a letter. On 
Sundays I went twice to chapel, up a dark narrow entry, to hear 
droning hymns, and long prayers, and a still longer sermon, 
preached to a small congregation, of which I was, by nearly a 
score of years, the youngest member. Occasionally, Mr. Peters, 
the minister, would ask me home to tea after the second service. 
I dreaded the honour, for I usually sate on the edge of my chair 
all the evening, and answered solemn questions, put in a deep 
bass voice, until household prayer-time came, at eight o'clock, 
when Mrs. Peters came in, smoothing down her apron, and the 
maid-of-all-work followed, and first a sermon, and then a chapter 
was read, and a long impromptu prayer followed, till some in- 
stinct told Mr. Peters that supper-time had come, and we rose 
from our knees with hunger for our predominant feeling. Over 
supper the minister did unbend a little into one or two ponderous 
jokes, as if to show me that ministers were men, after all. And 
then at ten o'clock I went home, nnd enjoyed my long-repressed 
yawns in the three-cornered room before going to bed. 

Dinah and Hannah Dawson, so their names were put on the 
board above the shop-door — I always called them M\ss "Daw^otv 
and Miss Hannah — considered these visits of mine lo Mx. YeX«x?» 
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as the greatest honour a young man could have ; and evidently 
thought that if, after such privileges, I did not work out my sal- 
vation, I was a sort of modern Judas Iscariot. On the contrary, 
they shook their heads over my intercourse with Mr. Holdswortb. 
He had been so kind to me in many ways, that when I cut into 
my ham, I hovered over the thought of asking him to tea in my 
room, more especially as the annual fair was being held in Eltham 
market-place, and the sight of the booths, the merry-go-rounds, 
the wild-beast shows, and such country pomps, was (as I thought 
at seventeen) very attractive. But when I ventured to allude to 
my wish in even distant terms. Miss Hannah caught me up, and 
spoke of the sinfulness of such sights, and something about wal- 
lowing in the mire, and then vaulted into France, and spoke evil 
of the nation, and all who had ever set foot therein, till, seeing 
that her anger was concentrating itself into a point, and that that 
point was Mr. Holds worth, I thought it would be better to finish 
my breakfast, and make what haste I could out of the sound of 
her voice. I rather wondered afterwards to hear her and Miss 
Dawson counting up their weekly profits with glee, and saying 
that a pastry-cook's shop in the corner of the market-place, in 
Eltham fair week, was no such bad thing. However, I never 
ventiu-ed to ask Mr. Holdsworth to my lodgings. 

There is not much to tell about this first year of mine at Eltham. 
But when I was nearly nineteen, and beginning to think of 
whiskers on my own account, I came to know cousin Phil is, 
whose very existence had been unknown to me till then. Mr. 
Holdsworth and I had been out to Heathbridge for a day, work- 
ing hard. Heathbridge was near Hornby, for our line of railway 
was above half finished. Of course a day's outing was a great 
thing to tell about in my weekly letters ; and I fell to describing 
the country — a fault I was not often guilty of. I told my father 
of the bogs, all over wild myrtle and soft moss, and shaking 
ground over which we had to carry our line ; and how Mr. 
Holdsworth and I had gone for our mid-day meals — for we had 
to stay here for two days and a night — to a pretty village hard 
by, Heathbridge proper ; and how I hoped we should often have 
to go there, for the shaking, uncertain ground was puzzlinjj our 
engineers — one end of the line going up as soon as the other was 
weighted down. (I had no thought for the shareholders' interest?, 
as may be seen ; we had to make a new line on firmer ground 
before the junction railway was completed. ) I told all this at 
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great length, thankful to fill up my pap)er. By return letter, I 
heard that a second cousin of my mother's was married to the 
Independent minister of Hornby, Ebenezcr Holman by name, 
and lived at Heathbridgc proper ; the very Heathbridge I had 
described, or so my mother believed, for she had never seen her 
cousin Phillis Green, who was something of an heiress (my father 
believed), being her father's only child, and old Thomas Green 
had owned an estate of near upon fifty acres, which must have 
come to his daughter. My mother's feeling of kinship seemed 
to have been strongly stirred by the mention of Heathbridge ; 
for my father said she desired me, if ever I went thither again, 
to make inquiry for the Reverend Ebenezer Holman ; and if 
hideed he lived there, I was further to ask if he had not married 
ooe Phillis Green ; and if both these questions were answered in 
the affirmative, I was to go and introduce myself as the only 
child of Margaret Manning, bom Moneypenny. I was enraged 
at myself for having named Heathbridge at all, when I found 
what it was drawing down upon me. One Independent minister, 
as I said to myself, was enough for any man ; and here I knew 
(that is to say, I had been catechised on Sabbath mornings by) 
Mr. Hunter, our minister at home ; and I had had to be civil to 
old Peters at Eltham, and behave myself for five hours running 
whenever he asked me to tea at his house ; and now, just as I 
felt the free air blowing about me up at Heathbridge, I was to 
ferret out another minister, and I should perhaps have to be 
catechised by him, or else asked to tea at his house. Besides, 
I dkl not like pushing myself upon strangers, who perhaps had 
never heard of my mother's name, and such an odd name as it 
ma — Moneypenny ; and if they had, had never cared more for 
her than she had for them, apparently, until this unlucky mention 
of Heathbridge. 

Siill, I would not disobey my parents in such a trifle, however 
iiksome it might be. So the next time our business took me 
to Heathbridge, and we were dining in the Uttle sanded inn- 
pariour, I took the opportunity of Mr. Holdsworth's being out 
of the room, and asked the questions which -I was bidden to ask 
of the rosy-cheeked maid. I was either unintelligible or she was 
stupid ; for she said she did not know, but would ask master ; 
Bfld of course the landlord came in to understand what it was I 
wanted to know ; and I had to bring out all my sXamm^ntv^ 
nKjoiries before Mr. Holdsworth, who would never have axxsiv^e.^ 
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to them, I dare say, if I had not blushed and blundered, and 
made such a fool of myself. 

"Yes," the landlord said, "the Hope Farm was in Heath- 
bridge proper, and the owner's name was Holman, and he was 
an Independent minister, and, as far as the landlord could tell, 
his wife's Christian name was Phillis ; anyhow her maiden name 
was Green." 

" Relations of yours ? " asked Mr. Holds worth. 

'• No, sir — only my mother's second cousins. Yes, I suppose 
they are relations. But I never saw them in my life." 

•• The Hope Farm is not a stone's throw from here," said the 
officious landlord, going to the window. ** If you carry your 
eye over yon bed of hollyhocks, over the damson-trees in the 
orchard yonder, you may see a stack of queer-like stone chimneys. 
Them is the Hope Farm chimneys ; it's an old place, though 
Holman keeps it in good order." 

Mr. Holdsworth had risen from the table with more prompti- 
tude than I had, and was standing by the window, looking. At 
the landlord's last words, he turned round, smiling — *' It is not 
often that parsons know how to keep land in order, is it ? " 

" Beg pardon, sir, but I must speak as I find ; and minister 
Holman — we call the Church clergyman here * parson,' sir ; he 
would be a bit jealous if he heard a Dissenter called parson- 
minister Holman knows what he's about as well as e'er a farmer 
in the neighbourhood. He gives up five days a week to his own 
work, and two to the Lord's ; and it is difficult to say which he 
works hardest at. He spends Saturday and Sunday a-writing 
sermons and a-visiting his flock at Hornby ; and at five o'clock 
on Monday morning he'll be guiding his plough in the Hope 
Farm yonder just as well as if he could neither read nor write. 
But your dinner will be getting cold, gentlemen." 

So we went back to table. After a while, Mr, Holdsworth 
broke the silence — " If I were you, Manning, I'd look up these 
relations of yours. You can go and see what they're like while 
we're waiting for Dobson's estimates, and I'll smoke a cigar in 
the garden meanwhile." 

'• Thank you, sir. But I don't know them, and I don't think 
I want to know them." 

"What did you ask all those questions for, then?" said he, 
looking quickly up at me. He had no notion of doing or saying 
things without a purpose. I did not answer, so he continued— 
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" Make up your mind, and go off and see what this fanner- 
minister is like, and come back and tell me — I should like to hear." 
I was so in the habit of yielding to his authority, or influence, 
that I never thought of resisting, but went on my errand, though 
I remember feeling as if I would rather have had my head cut 
off The landlord, who had evidently taken an interest in the 
event of our discussion in a way that country landlords have, 
accompanied me to the house-door, and gave me repeated 
directions, as if I was likely to miss my way in two hundred 
yards. But I listened to him, for I was glad of the delay, to 
screw up my courage for the effort of facing unknown people 
and introducing myself. I went along the lane, I recollect, 
switching at all the taller roadside weeds, till, after a turn or 
two, I found myself close in front of the Hope Farm. There 
was a garden between the house and the shady, grassy lane ; I 
afterwards found that this garden was called the court ; perhaps 
because there was a low wall round it, with an iron railing on 
the top of the wall, and two great gates between pillars crowned 
with stone balls for a state entrance to the flagged path leading 
Dp to the front door. It was not the habit of the place to go 
in either by these great gates or by the front door ; the gates, 
indeed, were locked, as I found, though the door stood wide 
opsa, I had to go round by a side path lightly worn on a 
broad, grassy way, which led past the court-wall, past a horse- 
moont, half covered with stone-crop, and a little wild yellow 
fiunitory, to another door — "the curate," as I found it was 
temied by the master of the house, while the front door, •• hand- 
some and all for show," was termed " the rector." I knocked 
with my hand upon the " curate" door ; a tall girl, about my 
own age, as I thought, came and opened it, and stood there 
silent, waiting to know my errand. I see her now — cousin 
Phillis. The westering sun shone full upon her, and made a 
slanting stream of light into the room within. She was dressed 
in dark blue cotton of some kind ; up to her throat, down to 
her wrists, with a little frill of the same wherever it touched her 
^hite skin. And such a white skin as it was ! I have never 
seen the like. She had light hair, nearer yellow than any other 
^lour. aie looked me steadily in the face with large, quiet 
eyes, wondering, but untroubled by the sight of a stranger. I 
^Jjooght it odd that so old, so full-grown as she "was, she s\iOYi\dL 
"car a pinafooie over ber gown. 
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Before I had quite made up my mind what to say in reply to 
her mute inquiry of what I wanted there, a woman's voice called 
out, " Who is it, Phillis? If it is any one for butter-milk send 
them round to the back-door." 

I thought I could rather speak to the o^^'ne^ of that voice than 
to the girl before me ; so I passed her, and stood at the entrance 
of a room, hat in hand, for this side-door opened straight into 
the hall or house-place where the family sate when woik was 
done. There was a brisk little woman of forty cm* so ironing 
some huge muslin cravats under the light of a long vii»-shaded 
casement window. She looked at me distrustfully till I b^ian 
to speak. "My name is Paul Manning," said I; but I saw 
she did not know the name. " My mother's name was Money- 
penny," said I — " Margaret Moneypenny." 

"And she married one John Manning, of Birmingham," said 
Mrs. Holman eagerly. "And you'll be her son. Sit downl 
I am right glad to see you. To think of your being Margaret's 
son ! Why, she was almost a child not so long ago. Well, to 
be sure, it is five-and-twenty years ago. And what brings you 
into these parts ? " 

She sate down herself, as if oppressed by her curiosity as to 
all the five-and-twenty years that had passed by since she had 
seen my mother. Her daughter Phillis took up her knitting — a 
long grey worsted man's stocking, I remember— and knitted 
away without looking at her work. I felt that the steady gaze 
of those deep grey eyes was upon me, though once, when I 
stealthily raised mine to hers, she was examining something 
on the wall above my head. 

When I had answered all my cousin Holman's questions, she 
heaved a long breath, and said, " To think of Margaret Money- 
penny's boy being in our house ! I wish the minister was here. 
Phillis, in what field is thy father to-day?" 

" In the five-acre ; they are beginning to cut the com." 

" He'll not like being sent for, then, else I should have liked 
you to have seen the minister. But the five-acre is a good step 
off. You shall have a glass of wine and a bit of cake before you 
stir from this house, though. You're bound to go, you say, or else 
the minister comes in mostly when thenien have their four o'clock." 

" I must go— I ought to have been off before now." 

" Here, then, Phillis, take the keys." She gave her daughter 
some ivhispered directions, and Piiillis left the room. 
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"She is my cousin, is she not?" I asked. I knew she was, 
but somehow I wanted to talk of her, and did not know how 
to begin. 

•• Yes — ^Phillis Holman. She is our only child — now." 

Either from that " now," or from a strange momentary wist- 
fulness in her eyes, I knew that there had been more children, 
who were now dead. 

"How old is cousin Phillis?" said I, scarcely venturing on 
the new name, it seemed too prettily familiar for me to call her 
by it; but cousin Holman took no notice of it, answering 
straight to the purpose. 

"Seventeen last May-day ; but the minister does not like to 
hear me calling it May-day," said she, checking herself with 
a little awe. ' ' Phillis was seventeen on the first day of May 
last," she repeated in an emended edition. 

"And I am nineteen in another month," thought I to my- 
self ; I don't know why. 

Then Phillis came in, carrying a tray with wine and cake 
upon it. 

" We keep a house-servant," said cousin Holman, " but it is 
dinming-day, and she is busy." It was meant as a little proud 
apology for her daughter's being the handmaiden. 

"I like doing it, mother," said Phillis, in her grave, full 
voice. 

I felt as if I were somebody in the Old Testament — ^who, I 
could not recollect — being served and waited upon by the 
daughter of the host. Was I like Abraham's steward, when 
Rd)ekah gave him to drink at the well ? I thought Isaac had 
not gone the pleasantest way to work in winning him a wife. 
But Phillis never thought about such things. She was a stately, 
graciotis young woman, in the dress and with the simplicity of 
a child. 

As I had been taught, I drank to the health of my new-found 
cousin and her husband ; and then I ventured to name my 
cousin Phillis with a little bow of my head towards her ; but 
I was too awkward to look and see how she took my compli- 
meat. " I must go, now," said I, rising. 

Neither of the women had thought of sharing in the wine ; 
cousin Holman had broken a bit of cake for form's sake. 

"I wish the minister had been within," said bis "mfetfwaJMt 
too. SecrdJ/* I was very glad he was not. 1 ^"Sl ncit * 
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kindly to ministers in those days, and I thought he must be a 
particular kind of man, by his objecting to the term May-day. 
But before I went, cousin Holman made me promise that I 
would come back on the Saturday following ^nd spend Sunday 
with them ; when I should see something of "the minister." 

"Come on Friday, if you can," were her last words as she 
stood at the curate-door, shading her eyes from the sinking sun 
with her hand. 

Inside the house sate cousin Phillis, her golden hair, her dazzl- 
ing complexion, lighting up the comer of the vine -shadowed 
room. She had not risen when I bade her good-bye ; she had 
looked at me straight as she said her tranquil words of fare- 
well. 

I found Mr. Holdsworth down at the line, hard at work 
superintending. As soon as he had a pause, he said, "Well, 
Manning, what are the new cousins like ? How do preaching 
and farming seem to get on together? If the minister turns 
out to be practical as well as reverend, I shall begin to respect 
him." 

But he hardly attended to my answer, he was so much more 
occupied with directing his workpeople. Indeed, my answer 
did not come very readily ; and the most distinct part of it was 
the mention of the invitation that had been given me. 

" Oh ! of course you can go — and on Friday, too, if you like ; 
there is no reason why not this week ; and you've done a long 
spell of work this time, old fellow." 

I thought that I did not want to go on Friday ; but when the 
day came, I found that I should prefer going to staying away, 
so I availed myself of Mr. Holdsworth 's permission, and went 
over to Hope Farm some time in the afternoon, a little later 
than my last visit. I found the "curate" open to admit the 
soft September air, so tempered by the warmth of the sun that 
it was warmer out of doors than in, although the wooden log 
lay smouldering in front of a heap of hot ashes on the hearth. 
The vine-leaves over the window had a tinge more yellow, their 
edges were here and there scorched and browned ; there was no 
ironing about, and cousin Holman sate just outside the house, 
mending a shirt. Phillis was at her knitting indoors : it seemed 
as if she had been at it all the week. The many-speckled fowls 
were pecking about in the farmyard beyond, and the milk-cans 
glittered with brightness, hung out to sweeten. The court was 
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so full of flowers that they crept out upon the low-covered wall 
and horse-mount, and were even to be found self-sown upon the 
turf that bordered the path to the back of the house. I fancied 
that my Sunday coat was scented for days afterwards by the 
bushes of sweetbriar and the fraxinella that perfumed the air. 
From time to time cousin Holman put her hand into a covered 
basket at her feet, and threw handfuls of com down for the 
pigeons that cooed and fluttered in the air around, in expecta- 
tion of this treat. 

I had a thorough welcome as soon as she saw me. " Now, 
this is kind— this is right down friendly," shaking my hand 
warmly. " Phillis, your cousin Manning is come ! " 

•• Call me Paul, will you?" said I ; "they call me so at home, 
and Manning in the office." 

••Well ; Paul, then. Your room is all ready for you, Paul ; 
for, as I said to the minister, ' I'll have it ready whether he 
comes o' Friday or not.' And the minister said he must go 
Up to the Ash-field whether you were to come or not ; but he 
would come home betimes to see if you were here. I'll show 
you to your room, and you can wash the dust off a bit." 

After I came down, I think she did not quite know what to 
do with me ; or she might think that I was dull ; or she might 
have work to do in which I hindered her ; for she called Phillis, 
and bade her put on her bonnet, and go with me to the Ash- 
field, and find father. So we set off, I in a little flutter of a 
desire to make myself agreeable, but wishing that my com- 
pa.nion were not quite so tall ; for she was above me in height. 
^VTiile I was wondering how to begin our conversation, she 
took up the words. 

•* I suppose, cousin Paul, you have to be very busy at your 
ivork all day long in general? " 

• * Yes, we have to be in the office at half-past eight ; and we have 
axx hour for dinner, and then we go at it again till eight or nine." 

•'Then you have not much time for reading?" 
"No," said I, with a sudden consciousness that I did not 
make the most of what leisure I had. 

* • No more have I. Father always gets an hour before going 
a-field in the mornings, but mother does not like me to get up 
so early." 

"My mother is always wanting me to get up ea.tV\ex v<\v^tv. 
I am at home. " 



»l 
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*• What time do you get up?" 

**OhI— ah! — sometimes half-past six; not o£ten tboagh ; 
for I remembered only twice that I had done so during the 
past summer. 

She turned her head, and looked at me. 

" Father is up at three ; and so was mother till she was ilL 
I should like to be up at four." 

"Your father up at three ! Why, what has he to do at that 
hour?" 

"What has he not to do? He has his private exercise in his 
own room ; he always rings the great bell which calls the men 
to milking; he rouses up Betty, our maid; as often as not he 
gives the horses their feed before the man is up— for Jem, who 
takes care of the horses, is an old man ; and father is always 
loth to disturb him ; he looks at the calves, and the shoulders, 
heels, traces, chaff, and com before the horses go a-field ; he 
has often to whip-cord the plough-whips; he sees the hogs 
fed ; he looks into the swill-tubs, and writes his orders for what 
is wanted for food for man and beast ; 3res, and for fiiel, too. 
And then, if he has a bit of time to spare, he comes in and 
reads with me— but only English ; we keep Latin for the even- 
ings, that we may have time to enjoy it ; and then he calls in 
the man to breakfast, and cuts the boys' bread and cheese, 
and sees their wooden bottles filled, and sends them off to 
their work ; — and by this time it is half-past six, and we have 
our breakfast. There is father ! " she exclaimed, pointing out to 
me a man in his shirt-sleeves, taller by the head than the other 
two with whom he was working. We only saw him through 
the leaves of the ash-trees growing in the hedge, and I thought 
I must be confusing the figures, or mistaken: that man still 
looked like a very powerful labourer, and had none of the pre- 
cise demureness of appearance which I had always imagined 
was the characteristic of a minister. It was the Reverend 
Ebenezer Holnian, however. He gave us a nod as we entered 
the stubble-field ; and I think he would have come to meet us 
but that he was in the middle of giving some directions to his 
men. I could see that Phillis was built more after his type 
than her mother's. He, like his daughter, was largely made, 
and of a fair, ruddy complexion, whereas hers was brilliant 
and delicate. His hair had been yellow or sandy, but now was 
grizzled. Yet his grey hairs betokened no failure in strength. 
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I never saw a more powerful man — deep chest, lean flanks, 
well-planted head. By this time we were nearly up to him; 
and he interrupted himself and stepped forwards ; holding out 
his hand to me, but addressing Phillis. 

•*Well, my lass, this is cousin Manning, I suppose. Wait 
a minute, young man, and I'll put on my coat, and give you 

a decorous and formal welcome. But Ned Hjdl, there 

ought to be a water-furrow across this land: it's a nasty, 
stiff, clayey, dauby bit of ground, and thou and I must fall 
to, come next Monday — I beg your pardon, cousin Manning 
—and there's old Jem's cottage wants a bit of thatch ; you 
can do that job to-morrow while I am busy." Then, suddenly 
changing the tone of his deep bass voice to an odd suggestion 
of chapels and preachers, he added, " Now, I will give out the 
psalm, ' Come all harmonious tongues,' to be sung to ' Mount 
Ephraim' tune." 

He lifted his spade in his hand, and began to beat time with 
it; the two labourers seemed to know both words and music, 
though I did not ; and so did Phillis : her rich voice followed 
her father's as he set the tune ; and the men came in with more 
uncertainty, but still harmoniously. Phillis looked at me once 
or twice with a little surprise at my silence ; but I did not know 
the words. There we five stood, bareheaded, excepting Phillis, 
in the tawny stubble-field, from which all the shocks of com had 
not yet been carried — a dark wood on one side, where the wood- 
pigeons were cooing ; blue distance seen through the ash-trees 
on the other. Somehow, I think that if I had known the words, 
and could have sung, my throat would have been choked up by 
the feeling of the unaccustomed scene. 

The hymn was ended, and the men had drawn off before I 
could stir. I saw the minister beginning to put on his coat, and 
looking at me with friendly inspection in his gaze, before I could 
rouse myself. 

"I daresay you railway gentlemen don't wind up the day 
with singing a psalm together," said he ; "but it is not a bad 
practice — not a bad practice. We have had it a bit earlier 
to-day for hospitality's sake— that's all." 

I had nothing particular to say to this, though I was thinking 
a great deal. From time to time I stole a look at my com- 
panion. His coat was black, and so was his wa\slcoal\ tax^- 
doth be bad none, his strong full throat being bsiie oQaoN^ ' 
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snow-white shirt. He wore drab-coloured knee-breeches, grey 
worsted stockings (I thought I knew the maker), and strong- 
nailed shoes. He carried his hat in his hand, as if he liked to 
feel the coming breeze lifting his hair. After a while, I saw 
that the father took hold of the daughter's hand, and so, they 
holding each other, went along towards home. We had to 
cross a lane. In it there were two little children — one lying 
prone on the grass in a passion of crying ; the other standing 
stock still, with its finger in its mouth, the large tears slowly 
rolling down its cheeks for sympathy. The cause of their 
distress was evident; there was a broken brown pitcher, and 
a little pool of spilt milk on the road. 

• • HoUo ! hoUo ! What's all this ? " said the minister. * ' Why, 
what have you been about, Tommy?" lifting the little petti- 
coated lad, who was lying sobbing, with one vigorous arm. 
Tommy looked at him with surprise in his round eyes, but no 
affright — they were evidently old acquaintances. 

" Mammy's jug ! " said he at last, beginning to cry afresh. 

"Well ! and will crying piece mammy's jug, or pick up spilt 
milk? How did you manage it. Tommy?" 

'• He " (jerking his head at the other) ** and me was running 
races." 

" Tommy said he could beat me," put in the other. 

" Now, I wonder what will make you two silly lads mind, and 
not run races again with a pitcher of milk between you," said the 
minister, as if musing. •' I might flog you, and so save mammy 
the trouble ; for I daresay she'll do it if I don't." The fresh 
burst of whimpering from both showed the probability of this. 
" Or I might take you to the Hope Farm, and give you some 
more milk ; but then you'd be running races again, and my milk 
would follow that to the ground, and make another white pool. 
I think the flogging would be best— don't you?" 

" We would never run races no more," said the elder of the two. 

" Then you'd not be boys ; you'd be angels." 

"No, we shouldn't." 

"Why not?" 

They looked into each other's eyes for an answer to this puzzling 
question. At length, one said, "Angels is dead folk." 

" Come ; we'll not get too deep into theology. What do you 
think of my lending you a tin can wth a lid to carry the milk 
home in ? That would not break, at any rate ; though I 
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would not answer for the milk not spilling if you ran races. 
That's it ! " 

He had dropped his daughter's hand, and now held out each of 
his to the little fellows. Phillis and I followed, and listened to 
the prattle which the minister's companions now poured out to 
him, and which he was evidently enjoying. At a certain point, 
there was a sudden burst of the tawny, ruddy-evening landscape. 
The minister turned round and quoted a line or two of Latin. 

"It's wonderful," said he, "how exactly Virgil has hit the 
enduring epithets, nearly two thousand years ago, and in Italy ; 
and yet how it describes to a T what is now lying before us in 

the parish of Heathbridge, county , England." 

•'I dare say it does," said I, all aglow with shame, for I had 
forgotten the little Latin I ever knew. 

The minister shifted his eyes to Phillis's face ; it mutely gave 
him back the sympathetic appreciation that I, in my ignorance, 
could not bestow. 

"Oh! this is worse than the catechism," thought I ; "that 
was only remembering words." 

" Phillis, lass, thou must go home with these lads, and tell 
their mother all about the race and the milk. Mammy must 
always know the truth," now speaking to the children. " And 
tell her, too, from me that I have got the best birch rod in the 
parish ; and that if she ever thinks her children want a flogging 
she must bring them to me, and, if I think they deserve it, I'll 
^ve it them better than she can." So Phillis led the children 
towards the dairy, somewhere in the back-yard, and I followed 
the minister in through the " curate" into the house-place. 

"Their mother," said he, "is a bit of a vixen, and apt to 
punish her children without rhyme or reason. I try to keep 
the parish rod as well as the parish bull." 

He sate down in the three-comered chair by the fireside, and 
looked around the empty room. 

" Where's the missus ? " said he to himself. But she was there 

in a minute ; it was her regular plan to give him his welcome 

home — by a look, by a touch, nothing more — as soon as she 

could after his return, and he had missed her now. Regardless 

of my presence, he went over the day's doings to her ; and then, 

getting up, he said he must go and make himself "reverend," 

and that then we would have a cup of tea in the parlout* TV» 

parlour was a large room with two caseraenled mudow^ Ott 
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Other side of the broad flagged passage leading from the rector- 
door to the wide staircase, with its shallow, polished oaken steps, 
on which no carpet was ever laid. The parlour-floor was corered 
in the middle by a home-made carpeting of needlework and list. 
One or two quaint family pictures of the Holman family hung 
round the walls ; the fire-grate and irons were much ornamented 
with brass ; and on a table against the wall between the windows, 
a great beau-pot of flowers was placed upon the folio volumes of 
Matthew Henry's Bible. It was a compliment to me to use this 
room, and I tried to be grateful for it ; but we never had our 
meals there after that first day, and I was glad of it ; for the large 
house-place, living-room, dining-room, whichever you might like 
to call it. was twice as comfortable and cheerful. There was a 
rug in front of the great large fireplace, and an oven by the 
grate, and a crook, with the kettle hanging from it, over the 
bright wood-fire ; everything that ought to be black and polished 
in that room was black and polished ; and the flags, and window- 
curtains, and such things as were to be white and clean, were 
just spotless in their purity. Opposite to the fireplace, extend- 
ing the whole length of the room, was an oaken shovel-board, 
with the right incline for a skilful player to send the weights into 
the prescribed space. There were baskets of white work about, 
and a small shelf of books hung against the wall, books used for 
reading, and not for propping up a beau-pot of flowers. I took 
down one or two of those books once when I was left alone in 
the house-place on the first evening — Virgil, Caesar, a Greek 
grammar — oh, dear ! ah, me ! and Phillis Holman's name in 
each of them ! I shut them up, and put them back in their 
places, and walked as far away from the bookshelf as I could. 
Yes, and I gave my cousin Philli's a wide berth, although she 
was sitting at her work quietly enough, and her hair was looking 
more golden, her dark eyelashes longer, her round pillar of a 
throat whiter than ever. We had done tea, and we had returned 
into the house-place that the minister might smoke his pipe with- 
out fear of contaminating the drab damask window-curtains of 
the parlour. He had made himself " reverend" by putting on 
one of the voluminous white muslin neckcloths that I had seen 
cousin Holman ironing that first visit I had paid to the Hope 
Farm, and by making one or two other unimportant changes in 
his dress. He sate looking steadily at me, but whether he saw 
me or not I cannot tell. At the time I fancied that he did, and 
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was gangrfng me in some unknown fashion in his secret mind. 
Every now and then he took his pipe out of his mouth, knocked 
out the ashes, and asked me some fresh question. As long as 
these related to my acquirements or my reading, I shuffled un- 
easily and did not know what to answer. By-and-by he got 
round to the more practical subject of railroads, and on this I 
was more at home. I really had taken an interest in my work ; 
nor would Mr. Holdsworth, indeed, have kept me in his employ- 
ment if I had not given my mind as well as my time to it ; and 
I was, besides, full of the difficulties which beset us just then, 
owing to our not being able to find a steady bottom on the 
Heathbridge moss, over which we wished to carry our line. In 
the midst of all my eagerness in speaking about this, I could not 
help being struck with the extreme pertinence of his questions. 
I do not mean that he did not show ignorance of many of the 
details of engineering : that was to have been expected ; but on 
the premises he had got hold of, he thought clearly and reasoned 
k>g^cally. Phillis — so like him as she was both in body and 
mind — kept stopping at her work and looking at me, trying to 
fully understand all that I said. I felt she did ; and perhaps it 
made me take more pains in using clear expressions, and arrang- 
ing my words, than I otherwise should. 

••She shall see I know something worth knowing, though it 
mayn't be her dead-and-gone languages," thought I. 

•' I see," said the minister at length. '• I understand it all. 
You've a clear, good head of your own, my lad — choose how 
you came by it." 

••From my father," said I proudly. " Have you not heard 
of his discovery of a new method of shunting ? It was in the 
Gatette. It was patented. I thought every one had heard of 
Manning's patent winch." 

"We don't know who invented the alphabet," said he, half 
smiling, and taking up his pipe. 

•' No, I dare say not, sir," replied I, half offended ; " that's so 
long ago." 

Puff— puff— puff. 

"But your father must be a notable man. I heard of him 
once before ; and it is not many a one fifty miles away whose 
feme reaches Heathbridge." 

*' My father is a notable man, sir. It is not me that sa^s «i\ 
it is Mr. Holdsworth, and— and everybody." 
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" He is right to stand up for his father/' said cousin Holman, 
as if she were pleading for me. 

I chafed inwardly, thinking that my father needed no one to 
stand up for him. He was man sufficient for himself. 

"Yes — he is right," said the minister placidly. " Right, be- 
cause it comes from his heart— right, too, as I believe in point of 
fact. Else there is many a young cockerel that will stand upon 
a dunghill and crow about his father, by way of making his 
own plumage to shine. I should like to know thy father," he 
went on, turning straight to me, with a kindly, frank look in 
his eyes. 

But I was vexed, and would take no notice. Presently, hav- 
ing finished his pipe, he got up and left the room. Phillis put 
her work hastily down, and went after him. In a minute or two 
she returned, and sate down again. Not long after, and before 
I had quite recovered my good temper, he opened the door out 
of which he had passed, and called to me to come to him. I 
went across a narrow stone passage into a strange, many- 
cornered room, not ten feet in area, part study, part counting- 
house, looking into the farmyard ; with a desk to sit at, a desk 
to stand at, a spittoon, a set of shelves with old divinity books 
upon them ; another, smaller, filled with books on farriery, farm- 
ing, manures, and such subjects, with pieces of paper containing 
memoranda stuck against the whitewashed walls with wafers, 
nails, pins, anything that came readiest to hand ; a box of 
carpenter's tools on the floor, and some manuscripts in short- 
hand on the desk. 

He turned round half laughing. "That foolish girl of mine 
thinks I have vexed you," — putting his large, powerful hand on 
my shoulder. " ' Nay,' says I ; ' kindly meant is kindly taken' 
— is it not so ? " 

" It was not quite, sir," replied I, vanquished by his manner ; 
" but it shall be in future." 

"Come, that's right. You and I shall be friends. Indeed, 
it's not many a one I would bring in here. But I was reading a 
book this morning, and I could not make it out ; it is a book 
that was left here by mistake one day ; I had subscribed to 
Brother Robinson's sermons ; and I was glad to see this instead 
of them, for sermons though they be, they're . . . well, never 
mind ! I took 'em both, and made my old coat do a bit longer ; 
but all's fish that comes to my net. I have fewer books than 
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leisure to read them, and I have a prodigious big appetite. 
Here it is." 

It was a volume of stiff mechanics, involving many technical 
terms, and some rather deep mathematics. These last, which 
would have puzzled me, seemed easy enough to him ; all that he 
wanted was the explanations of the technical words, which I 
could easily give. 

While he was looking through the book to find the places" 
where he had been puzzled, my wandering eye caught on some 
of the papers on the wall, and I could not help reading one, 
which has stuck by me ever since. At first, it seemed a kind of 
weekly diary; but then I saw that the seven days were por- 
tioned out for special prayers and intercessions : Monday for his 
family, Tuesday for enemies, Wednesday for the Independent 
churches, Thursday for all other churches, Friday for persons 
afflicted, Saturday for his own soul, Sunday for all wanderers 
and sinners, that they might be brought home to the fold. 

We were called back into the house-place to have supper. A 
door opening into the kitchen was opened ; and all stood up in 
both rooms, while the minister, tall, large, one hand resting on 
the spread table, the other lifted up, said, in the deep voice that 
would have been loud had it not been so full and rich, but with 
the peculiar accent or twang that I believe is considered devout 
by some people, "Whether we eat or drink, or whatsoever we 
do, let us do all to the glory of God." 

The supper was an immense meat pie. We of the house- 
place were helped first ; then the minister hit the handle of his 
buckhorn carving-knife on the table once, and said — 

" Now or never," which meant, did any of us want any more ; 
and when we had all declined, either by silence or by words, he 
knocked twice with his knife on the table, and Bettty came in 
through the open door, and carried off the great dish to the 
kitchen, where an old man and a young one, and a help-girl, 
were awaiting their meal. 
"Shut the door, if you will," said the minister to Betty. 
"That's in honour of you," said cousin Holman, in a tone of 
satisfaction, as the door was shut. " When we've no stranger 
with us, the minister is so fond of keeping the door open, and 
talking to the men and maids, just as much as to Phillis and me." 
"It brings us all together, like a household, ^usfbctox^v^^i 
n«et as a household in prayer, " said he in explai\aUotv. ** '^vkX. 
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to go back to vrhat we were talking about — can you tell me of^ 
any simple book on dj-namics that I could put in my pocket, « 
and study a little at Idsure times in the day ? ** 

" Leisure times, father?" said Phillis, with a nearer approach 
to a smile than I had yet seen cm her face. 

" Yes ; leisure times, daughter. There is many an odd minute 
lost in waiting for other folk ; and now that railroads are coming 
so near us, it behoves us to know something about them." 

I thought of his own description of his "prodigious big 
appetite " for learning. And he had a good af^tite of bis ovra 
for the more material victual before him. But I saw, or £EUicied 
I saw, that he had some rule fac himself in the matter both of 
food and drink. 

As soon as supper was done the household assembled for 
prajrer. It wvls a long impromptu erening prayer ; and it would 
have seemed desultory enough had I not had a glimpse of the 
kind of day that preceded it, and so been able to find a clue to 
the thoughts that preceded the disjointed utterances ; for he kept 
there kneeling down in the coitre of a circle, his eyes shut, his 
outstretched hands pressed palm to palm — sometimes with a 
long pause of silence, as if waiting to see if there was anything 
else he wished to "lay befc«*e the Lord" (to use his own 
expression) — before he concluded with the blessing. He prayed 
for the cattle and live creatures, rather to my surprise ; for my 
atttention had begun to wander, till it was recalled by the 
familiar words. 

And here I must not forget to name an odd incident at the 
conclusion of the prayer, and before we had risen from our knees 
(indeed, before Betty was well awake, for she made a nightly 
practice of having a sound nap, her weary head lying on her 
stalwart arms) ; the minister, still kneeling in our midst, but with 
his eyes wide open, and his arms dropped by his side, spoke to 
the elder man, who turned round on his knees to attend. • ' John, 
didst see that Daisy had her warm mash to-night ; for we must 
not neglect the means, John, — two quarts of gruel, a spoonful 
of ginger, and a gill of beer — the poor beast needs it, and I fear 
it slipped out of my mind to tell thee ; and here was I asking a 
blessing and neglecting the means, which is a mockery," said 
he, dropping his voice. 

Before we went to bed he told me he should see little or nothing 
more of me during my visit, which was to end on Sunday evening. 
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^ he always gave up both Saturday and Sabbath to his work in 
the ministry. I remembered that the landlord at the inn had 
told me this on the day when I first inquired about these new . 
delations of mine ; and I did not dislike the opportunity which I 
saw would be afforded me of becoming more acquainted with 
cousin Holman and Phillis, though I earnestly hoped that the 
latter would not attack me on the subject of the dead languages. 

I went to bed, and dreamed that I was as tall as cousin 
Phillis, and bad a sudden and miraculous growth of whisker, 
and a still more miraculous acquaintance with Latin and Greek. 
Alasl I wakened up still a short, beardless lad, with '* tempus 
fitgit " for my sole remembrance of the little Latin I had once 
learnt. While I was dressing, a bright thought came over me : 
I could question cousin Phillis, instead of her questioning me, 
and so manage to keep the choice of the subjects of conversation 
in my own power. 

E^ly as it was, every one had breakfasted, and my basin of 
bread and milk was put on the oven-top to await my coming 
down. Every one was gone about their work. The first to come 
into the house-place was Phillis with a basket of eggs. Faithful 
to my resolution, I asked — 

"What are those?" 

She looked at me for a moment, and then said gravely — 

"Potatoes!" 

"No! they are not," said L " They are eggs. What do you 
mean by saying they are potatoes ? " 

" What do you mean by asking me what they were, when they 
were plain to be seen?" reiorted she. 

We were both getting a little angry with each other. 

" I don't know. I wanted to begin to talk to you ; and I was 
afraid you would talk to me about books as you did yesterday. 
I have not read much ; and you and the minister have read so 
much." 

" I have not," said she. " But you are our guest ; and mother 
says I must make it pleasant to you. We won't talk of books. 
What must we talk about ? " 

" I don't know. How old are you ? " 

*• Seventeen last May. How old are you ? " 

*'I am nineteen. Older than you by nearly two years," said 
I, drawing myself up to my full height. 

" I should not have thought you were above svisXeieci" ^3t^ 
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replied, as quietly as if she were not saying the most provoking 
thing she possibly could. Then came a pause. 

" What are you going to do now?" asked I. 

" I should be dusting the bed-chambers ; but mother said I 
had better stay and make it pleasant to you," said she, a little 
plaintively, as if dusting rooms was far the easiest task. 

"Will you take me to see the live-stock? I like animals, 
though I don't know much about them." 

"Oh, do you. I am so glad. I was afraid you would not 
like animals, as you did not like books." 

I wondered why she said this. I think it was because she 
had begun to fancy all our tastes must be dissimilar. We went 
together all through the farmyard ; we fed the poultry, she 
kneeling down with her pinafore full of com and meal, and 
tempting the little timid, downy chickens upon it, much to the 
anxiety of the fussy ruffled hen, their mother. She called to 
the pigeons, who fluttered down at the sound of her voice. She 
and I examined the great sleek cart-horses ; sympathised in our 
dislike of pigs ; fed the calves, coaxed the sick cow, Daisy ; and 
admired the others out at pasture; and came back tired and 
hungry and dirty at dinner-time, having quite forgotten that 
there were such things as dead languages, and consequently 
capital friends. 

— M 

PART II. 

Cousin Holman gave me the weekly county newspaper to read 
aloud to her, while she mended stockings out of a high piled-up 
basket, Phillis helping her mother. I read and read, unregardful 
of the words I was uttering, thinking of all manner of other 
things ; of the bright colour of Phillis's hair, as the afternoon 
sun fell on her bending head ; of the silence of the house, which 
enabled me to hear the double tick of the old clock which stood 
half-way up the stairs ; of the variety of inarticulate noises which 
cousin Holman made while I read, to show her sympathy, 
wonder, or horror at the newspaper intelligence. The tranquil 
monotony of that hour made me feel as if I had lived for ever, 
and should live for ever droning out paragraphs in that warm 
sunny room, with my two quiet hearers, and the curled-up pussy 
cat sleeping on the hearthrug, and the clock on the house-stairs 
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perpetually clicking out the passage of the moments. By-and-by 
Betty the servant came to the door into the kitchen, and made 
a sign to Phillis, who put her half-mended stocking down, and 
went away to the kitchen without a word. Looking at cousin 
Holnian a minute or two afterwards, I saw that she had dropped 
ha chin upon her breast, and had fallen fast asleep. I put the 
newspaper down, and was nearly following her example, when 
a waft of air from some unseen source slightly opened the door 
(^communication with the kitchen, that Phillis must have left 
nn&stened ; and I saw part of her figure as she sate by the 
dresser, peeling apples with quick dexterity of finger, but with 
TepeaXed turnings of her head towards some book lying on the 
dicsser by her. I softly rose, and as softly went into the kit- 
chen, and looked over her shoulder ; before she was aware of 
my neighbourhood, I had seen that the book was in a language 
nnknown to me, and the running title was " L'Inferno." Just 
as I was making out the relationship of this word to " infernal," 
she started and ttu'ned round, and, as if continuing her thought 
as she spoke, she sighed out — 

•'Oh! it is so difficult! Can you help me?" putting her 
finger below a line. 
•'Me! I! Not I! I don't even know what language it 

* * ■ fft 

IS m ! 

" Don't you see it is Dante?" she replied, almost petulantly ; 
she did so want help. 

** Italian, then ? " said I dubiously ; for I was not quite sure. 

"Yes. And I do so want to make it out. Father can help 
me a little, for he knows Latin ; but then he has so little time." 

** You have not much, I should think, if you have often to try 
and do two things at once, as you are doing now." 

" Oh ! that's nothing ! Father bought a heap of old books 
cheap. And I knew something about Dante before ; and I 
have always liked Virgil so much. Paring apples is nothing, if 
I could only make out this old Italian. I wish you knew it." 

"I wish I did," said I, moved by her impetuosity of tone. 
" If, now, only Mr. Holdsworth were here ; he can speak Italian 
like anything, I believe." 

"Who is Mr. Holdsworth?" said Phillis, looking up. 

" Oh, he's our head engineer. He's a regular first-rate fellow ! 
He can do anything ; " my hero-worship and my pnd^ m tk^ 
chief all comin^r into play. Besides, if I was not cVeN^x 93\^ 
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book-learaed myself, it was something to belong to some one 
who was. 

•• How is it that he speaks Italian?" asked Phillis. 

•' He had to make a railway through Piedmont, which is in 
Italy, I believe ; and he had to talk to all the workmen in 
Italian ; and I have heard him say that for nearly two y^irs 
he had only Italian books to read in the queer outlandish places 
he was in." 

" Oh, dear ! " said Phillis ; *' I wish " — and then she stopped. 
I was not quite sure whether to say the next thing that came 
into my mind ; but I said it 

"Could I ask him anything about your book, or your diffi- 
culties?" 

She was silent for a minute or so, and then she made reply — 

'• No ! I think not. Thank you very much, though. I can 
generally puzzle a thing out in time. And then, perhaps, I re- 
member it better than if some one had helped me. I'll put it 
away now, and you must move off, for I've got to make the 
paste for the pies ; we always have a cold dinner on Sabbaths." 

" But I may stay and help you, mayn't I?" 

"Oh, yes ; not that you can help at all, but I like to have you 
with me." 

I was both flattered and annoyed at this straightforward avowal. 
I was pleased that she liked me ; but I was young coxcomb 
enough to have wished to play the lover, and I was quite wise 
enough to perceive that if she had any idea of the kind in her 
head she would never have spoken out so frankly. I comforted 
myself immediately, however, by finding out that the grapes 
were sour. A great tall girl in a pinafore, half a head taller 
than I was, reading books that I had never heard of, and talking 
about them too, as of far more interest than any mere personal 
subjects ; that was the last day on which I ever thought of my 
dear cousin Phillis as the possible mistress of my heart and life. 
But we were all the greater friends for this idea being utterly put 
away and buried out of sight. 

Late in the evening the minister came home from Hornby. He 
had been calling on the different members of his flock ; and un- 
satisfactory work it had proved to him, it seemed, from the frag- 
ments that dropped out of his thoughts into his talk. 

" I don't see the men ; they are all at their business, their shops, 
or their warehouses ; they ought to be there. I have no fault to 
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fii^d whb them:; only if a pastor's teaching or words of admoni- 
tion are good for anything, they are needed by the men as much 

as by the women." 
" Cannot you go and see them in their places of business, and 

Rmind them of. their Christian privileges and duties, minister?" 

asked conaia Holman* who evidently thought that her husband's 

vonds could never be out of place. 
" No i " said he^ shaking his head. ' ' I judge them by myself. 

If there are clouds. ia the sky, and I am getting in the hay just 
ready for loading, and rain sure to come in the night, I should 
look ill upon Brother Robinson if he came into the field to speak 
about serious things." 

" But» at any rate, father, you do good to the women, and 
perhaps they repeat what you have said to them to their hus- 
bands and children ? " 

" It is to be hoped they do, for I cannot reach the men directly ; 
bat the women arc apt to tarry before coming to me, to put on 
ribbons and gauds ; as if they could hear the message I bear to 
them best in their smart clothes. Mrs. Dobson to-day — Phillis, 
I am thankful thou dost not care for the vanities of dress ! " 

Phillis reddened a little as she said, in a low humble voice — 

"But I do, father, I'm afraid. I often wish I could wear 
I^etty - coloured ribbons round my throat like the squire's 
daughters." 

** It's but natural, minister I " said his wife ; " I'm not above 
liking a silk gOMm better than a cotton one myself ! " 

"The love of dress is a temptation and a snare," said he 
gravely. ' ' The true adornment is a meek and quiet spirit. And, 
wife," said he, as a sudden thought crossed his mind, " in that 
matter I, too, have sinned. I >vanted to ask you, could we not 
sleep in the grey room, inst«id of our own ? " 

"Sleep in the grey room?— change our room at this time o' 
day 1 " cousin Holnian asked, in dismay. 

"Yes," said he. " It would save me from a daily temptation 
to auger. Look at my chin!" he continued ; "I cut it this 
morning — I cut it on Wednesday when I was shaving ; I do not 
know how many times I have cut it of late, and all from im- 
patience at seeing Timothy Cooper at his work in the yard." 

" He's a downright lazy tyke ! " said cousin Holman. " He's 
not worth his wage. There's but little he can do, and >N>MX\\fe 
can do, he does badly. " 
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" True/' said the minister. " But he is but, so to speak, a 
half-wit ; and yet he has got a wife and children." 

•* More shame for him I " 

" But that is past change. And if I turn him off, no one else 
will take him on. Yet I cannot help watching him of a morning 
as he goes sauntering about his work in the yard ; and I watch, 
and I watch, till the old Adam rises strong within me at his lazy 
ways, and some day, I am afraid, I shall go down and send him 
about his business — let alone the way in which he makes me cat 
myself while I am shaving— and then his wife and children will 
starve. I wish we could move to the grey room." 

I do not remember much more of my first visit to the Hope 
Farm. We went to chapel in Heathbridge, slowly and deco- 
rously walking along the lanes, ruddy and tawny with the 
colouring of the coming autumn. The minister walked a little 
before us, his hands behind his back, his head bent down, think- 
ing about the discourse to be delivered to his people, cousin 
Holman said ; and we spoke low and quietly, in order not to 
interrupt his thoughts. But I could not help noticing the re- 
spectful greetings which he received from both rich and poor 
as we went along ; greetings which he acknowledged with a 
kindly wave of his hand, but with no words of reply. As we 
drew near the town, I could see some of the young fellows we 
met cast admiring looks on Phillis ; and that made me look too. 
She had on a white gown, and a short black silk cloak, according 
to the fashion of the day. A straw bonnet, with brown ribbon 
strings ; that was all. But what her dress wanted in colour, her 
sweet bonny face had. The walk made her cheeks bloom like 
the rose ; the very whites of her eyes had a blue tinge in them, 
and her dark eyelashes brought out the depth of the blue eyes 
themselves. Her yellow hair was put away as straight as its 
natural curliness would allow. If she did not pxerceive the ad- 
miration she excited, I am sure cousin Holman did ; for she 
looked as fierce and as proud as ever her quiet face could look, 
guaRling her treasure, and yet glad to perceive that others could 
SCO that it was a treasure. That afternoon I had to return to 
Kltham to be ready for the next day's work. I found out after- 
Nvards that the minister and his family were all " exercised in 
spirit," ns to whether they did well in asking me to repeat my 
visits at the Hope Farm, seeing that of necessity I must return 
to l^ltham on the Sabbath-day. However, they did go on asking 
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™e, and I went on visiting them, whenever my other engage- 
o^ents permitted me, Mr. Holdsworth being in this case, as in 
*Ui a kind and indulgent friend. Nor did my new acquaintances 
oust him from my strong regard and admiration. I had room 
in my heart for all, I am happy to say, and as far as I can re- 
member, I kept praising each to the other in a manner which, 
if I had been an older man. living more amongst people of the 
World, I should have thought unwise, as well as a little ridiculous. 
It was uuMHse, certainly, as it was almost sure to cause disappoint- 
ment if ever they did become acquainted ; and perhaps it was 
ridiculous, though I do not think we any of us thought it so at 
the time. The minister used to listen to my accounts of Mr. 
Holdsworth's many accomplishments and various adventures in 
travel with the truest interest, and most kindly good faith ; and 
Mr, Holdsworth in rettirn liked to hear about my visits to the 
farm, and description of my cousins' life there-— liked it, I mean, 
as much as he liked anything that was merely narrative, without 
leading to action. 

So I went to the farm certainly, on an average, once a month 
during that autumn ; the course of life there was so peaceful and 
quiet, that I can only remember one small event, and that was 
one that I think I took more notice of than any one else : Phillis 
left ofif wearing the pinafores that had always been so obnoxious 
to me : I do not know why they were banished, but on one of my 
visits I found them replaced by pretty linen aprons in the morning, 
and a black silk one in the afternoon. And the blue cotton gown 
became a brown stuff one as winter drew on ; this sounds like 
some book I once read, in which a migration from the blue bed to 
the brown was spoken of as a great family event. 

Towards Christmas my dear father came to see me, and to 
consult Mr. Holdsworth about the improvement which has since 
been known as "Manning's driving wheel." Mr. Holdsworth, as 
I think I have before said, had a very great regard for my father, 
who had been employed in the same great machine-shop in which 
Mr. Holdsworth had served his apprenticeship ; and he and my 
fsLther had many mutual jokes about one of these gentlemen- 
apprentices who used to set about his smith's work in white 
wash-leather gloves, for fear of spoiling his hands. Mr. Holds- 
worth often spoke to me about my father as having the same kind 
of genius for mechanical invention as that of George SveptveaSkQxv, 

and my intberJiad come over now to consult hircv aboMX sex^x^X 

o 
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improvements, as well as an offer of partnership. It was a grea^:^' 
pleasure to me to see the mutual regard of these two menc^ 
Mr. Holdsworth, young, handsome, keen, well-dressed, an objec ^ 
of admiration to all the youth of Eltham ; my father, in hi^- ^ 
decent but unfashionable Sunday clothes, his plain, sensible facc=^ 
full of hard lines, the marks of toil and thought, — ^his hands. - 
blackened beyond the power of soap and water by yesus of 
labour in the foundry ; speaking a strong Northern dialect, while 
Mr. Holdsworth had a long soft drawl in his voice, as many of 
the Southerners have, and was reckoned in Eltham to give him- 
self airs. 

Although most of my father's leisure time was occupied with 
conversations about the business I have mentioned, he £dt that 
he ought not to leave Eltham without going to pay bis respects 
to the relations who had been so kind to his son. So he and I 
ran up on an engine along the incomplete Une as £su: as Heath- 
bridge, and went, by invitation, to spend a day at the farm. 

It was odd and yet pleasant to me to perceive how these two 
men, each having led up to this point such totally dissimilar 
lives, seemed to come together by instinct, after one quiet straight 
look into each other's faces. My father was a thin, wiry man 
of five foot seven ; the minister was a broad-shouldered, fresh- 
coloured man of six foot one ; they were neither of them great 
talkers in general — perhaps the minister the most so — but ilwy 
spoke much to each other. My father went into the fields wiili 
the minister ; I think I see him now, with his hands behind his 
back, listening intently to all explanations of tillage, and the 
different processes of farming ; occasionally taking up an imple- 
ment, as if unconsciously, and examining it with a critical eye. 
and now and then asking a question, which I could see was con- 
sidered as pertinent by his companion. Then we returned to look 
at the cattle, housed and bedded in expectation of the snowstorm 
hanging black on the western horizon, and my father learned the 
points of a cow with as much attention as if he meant to turn 
farmer. He had his little book that he used for mechanical 
memoranda and measurements in his pocket, and he took it out 
to write down "straight back," "small muzzle," " deep barrel," 
and I know not what else, under the head " cow." He was very 
critical on a turnip-cutting machine, the clumsiness of which first 
incited him to talk j and when we went into the house he sat 
thinking and quiet for a bit, while Phillis and her mother made 
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^^elast preparations for tea, with a little unheeded apology from 
^oasin Holman, because we were not sitting in the best parlour, 
^hich she thought might be chilly on so cold a night I wanted 
Nothing better than the blazing, crackling fire that sent a glow 
Over all the house-place, and warmed the snowy flags under our 
feet till they seemed to have more heat than the crimson rug 
Hght in front of the fire. After tea, as Phillis and I were talk- 
ing together very happily, I heard an irrepressible exclamation 
from cousin Holman — 
" Whatever is the man about ! " 

And on looking round, I saw my father taking a straight 
bnming stick out of the fire, and, after waiting for a minute, 
and examining the charred end to see if it was fitted for his 
purpose, be went to the hard-wood dresser, scoured to the last 
I»tch of whiteness and cleanliness, and began drawing with the 
stick ; the best substitute for chalk or charcoal within his reach, 
for his pocket-book pencil was not strong or bold enough for his 
parix>se. When he had done, he began to explain his new 
model of a turnip-cutting machine to the minister, who had 
been watching him in silence all the time. Cousin Holman had, 
in the meantime, taken a duster out of a drawer, and, under 
{vetence of being as much interested as her husband in the 
drawing, was secretly trying on an outside mark how easily it 
would come ofif, and whether it would leave her dresser as white 
as before. Then Phillis was sent for the book on dynamics, 
about which I had been consulted during my first visit, and my 
£ither had to explain many difficulties, which he did in language 
as clear as his mind, making drawings with his stick wherever 
they were needed as illustrations, the minister sitting with his 
massive head resting on his hands, his elbows on the table, almost 
unconscious of Phillis, leaning over and listening greedily, with 
her hand on his shoulder, sucking in information like her father's 
own daughter. I was rather sorry for cousin Holman ; I had 
been so once or twice before ; for do what she would, she was 
completely unable even to understand the pleasure her husband 
and daughter took in intellectual pursuits, much less to care in 
the least herself for the pursuits themselves, and was thus un- 
avoidably thrown out of some of their interests. I had once or 
twice thought she was a little jealous of her own child, as a fvl\^x 
companion for her husband than she was herseU ', and \ iaxvcA^d 
the minister Almself was aware of this feeling, for 1 V\ad xvoWttd 
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an occasional sudden change of subject, and a tenderness of 
appeal in his voice as he spoke to her, which always made her look 
contented and peaceful again. I do not think that Phillis ever 
perceived these little shadows ; in the first place, she had such 
complete reverence for her parents that she listened to them both 
as if they had been St. Peter and St. Paul ; and besides, she was 
always too much engrossed with any matter in hand to think 
about other people's manners and looks. 

This night I could see, though she did not, how much she was 
winning on my father. She asked a few questions which showed 
that she had followed his explanations up to that point ; possibly, 
too, her unusual beauty might have something to do with his 
favourable impression of her ; but he made no scruple of express- 
ing his admiration of her to her father and mother in her absence 
from the room ; and from that evening I date a project of his 
which came out to me a day or two afterwards, as we sate in my 
little three-cornered room in Eltham. 

" Paul," he began, •• I never thought to be a rich man ; but I 
think it's coming upon me. Some folk are making a deal of my 
new machine " (calling it by its technical name), " and Ellison, of 
the Borough Green Works, has gone so far as to ask me to be his 
pamer." 

•' Mr Ellison the justice '.—who lives in King Street? why, he 
drives his carriage ! " said I, doubting, yet exultant. 

" Ay, lad, John Ellison. But that's no sign that I shall drive 
my carriage. Though I should like to save thy mother walking, 
for she's not so young as she was. But that's a long way off, 
anyhow. I reckon I should start with a third profit. It might 
be seven hundred, or it might be more. I should like to have the 
power to work out some fancies o' mine. I care for that much 
more than for th' brass. And Ellison has no lads ; and by nature 
the business would come to thee in course o' time. Ellison's 
lassies are but bits o' things, and are not like to come by husbands 
just yet ; and when they do, maybe they'll not be in the me- 
chanical line. It will be an opening for thee, lad, if'thou art 
steady. Thou'rt not great shakes, I know, in th' inventing line ; 
but many a one gets on better without having fancies for some- 
thing he does not see and never has seen. I'm right down glad 
to see that mother's cousins are such uncommon folk for sense and 
goodness. I have taken the minister to my heart like a brother, 
and she is a womanly quiet sort of a body. And I'll tell you 
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fttLBik, Paul, it will be a happy day for me if ever you can come 

And tell me that Phillis Holman is like to be my daughter. I 

think if that lass had not a penny, she would be the making of a 

man; and she'll have yon house and lands, and you may be her 

match yet in fortune if all goes well." 
I was growing as red as fire ; I did not know what to say, and 

jet I wanted to say something ; but the idea of having a wife of 

mjr own at some fatnre day, though it had often floated about in 
nj own head, sounded so strange when it was thus first spoken 
ationt by my father. He saw my confusion, and half smiling 
said- 

" Well, lad, what dost say to the old father's plans ? Thou art 
but young, to be sure ; but when I was thy age, I would ha' given 
fflj right hand if I might ha' thought of the chance of wedding 
the lass I cared for " 

"My mother?" asked I, a little struck by the change of his 
tone of voice. 

" No ! not thy mother. Thy mother is a very good woman — 
Done better. No 1 the lass I cared for at nineteen ne'er knew how 
I loved her, and a year or two after and she was dead, and ne'er 
knew. I think she would ha' been glad to ha' known it, poor 
Molly ; but I had to leave the place where we lived for to try to 
earn my bread — anc^ I meant to come back — but before ever I did, 
she was dead and gone : I ha' never gone there since. But if you 
fisLDcy Phillis Holman, and can get her to fancy you, my lad, 
it shall go different with you, Paul, to what it did with your 
&ther." 

I took counsel with myself very rapidly, and I came to a clear 
condusion. 

" Father," said I, " if I fancied Phillis ever so much, she would 
never fancy me. I hke her as much as I could like a sister ; and 
she likes me as if I were her brother — her younger brother." 

I coold see my father's countenance fall a little. 

" You see she's so clever — she's more like a man than a woman 
— she knows Latin and Greek." 

"She'd forget 'em, if she'd a houseful of children," was my 
Other's comment on this. 

" But she knows many a thing besides, and is wise as well ns 
learned : she has been so much with her father. She would 
never think much of me, and I should like my wife to lh\tvV. ^ 
deal of her husband. " 
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" It is not just book-learning or the want of it as makes a wi£^ 
think much or little of her husband," replied mj father, evidently^ 
unwilling to give up a project which had taken deep root in his 
mind. " It's a something — I don't rightly know bow to call it 
— if he's manly, and sensible, and stxaightforwaid ; and I redcon 
you're that» my boy." 

" I don't think I should like to have a wife taller than I am, 
father," said I, smiling ; he smiled too, but not heartily. 

' ' Well, ' ' said he, after a pause. "It's but a few days I've been 
thinking of it, but I'd got as fond of my notion as if it had been a 
new engine as I'd been planning out. Here's our Paul, thinks I 
to myself, a good sensible bre^ o' lad, as has never vexed or 
troubled his mother or me ; with a good business opening out 
before him, age nineteen, not so bad-looking, though perhaps not 
to call handsome, and here's his cousin, not too near a cousin, 
but just nice, as one may say ; aged seventeen, good and true, 
and well brought up to work with her hands as well as her head ; 
a scholar — ^but that can't be helped, and is more her misfortune 
than her fault, seeing she is the only child of a scholar — and as 
I said afore, once she's a wife and a mother she'll forget it all. 
I'll be bound — ^with a good fortune in land and house when it 
shall please the Lord to take her parents to himself ; with eyes 
like poor Molly's for beauty, a colour that comes and goes on a 
milk-white skin, and as pretty a mouth " 

"Why, Mr. Manning, what fair lady are you describing?" 
asked Mr. Holds worth, who had come quickly and suddenly 
upon our tite-d-tite, and had caught my father's last words as he 
entered the room. 

Both my father and I felt rather abashed ; it was such an odd 
subject for us to be talking about ; but my father, like a straight- 
forward, simple man as he was, spoke out the truth. 

" I've been telling Paul of Ellison's offer, and saying how 
good an opening it made for him " 

" I wish I'd as good," said Mr. Holdsworth, •• But has the 
business a • pretty mouth ' ? " 

" You're always so full of your joking, Mr. Holdsworth," said 
my father. " I was going to say that if he and his cousin Phillis 
Holman liked to make it up between them, I would put no spoke 
in the wheel." 

"PhilUs Holman!" said Mr. Holdsworth. "Is she the 
daughter of the minister-farmer out at Heathbridge. Have I 



COUSIN PHILLIS. 199 

been helping on the coarse of true love by letting you go there 

so often ? I knew nothing of it. " 
"There is nothing to know," said I, more annoyed than t 

chose to show. " There is no more true love in the case than 

vtay be between the first brother and sister you may choose to 

meet I have been telling father she would never think of me ; 

she's a great deal taller and cleverer ; and I'd rather be taller 
and more learned than my wife when I have one." 

"And it is she, then, that has the pretty mouth your father 
spoke about? I should think that would be an antidote to the 
devcmess and learning. But I ought to apologise for break- 
ing in upon your last night ; I came upon business to your 
&ther." 

And then he and my father began to talk about many things 
that had no interest for me just then, and I began to go over 
again my conversation with my father. The more I thought 
about it, the morfe I felt that I had spoken truly about my 
fedings towards Phillis Holman. I loved her dearly as a sister, 
but I could never fancy her as my wife. Still less could I think 
of her ever — yes, condescending, that is the word — condescending 
to marry me. I was roused from a reverie on what I should like 
my possible wife to be, by hearing my father's warm praise of the 
minister, as a most unusual character ; how they had got back 
from the diameter of driving-wheels to the subject of the Holmans 
I could never tell ; but I saw that my father's weighty praises 
were exciting some curiosity in Mr. Holdsworlh's mind ; indeed, 
he said, almost in a voice of reproach — 

•' Why, Paul, you never told me what kind of a fellow this 
minister-consin df yours was ? " 

" I don't know that I found out, sir," said I. " But if I had, 
I don't think you'd have listened to me, as you have done to my 
fether." 

"No I most likely not, old fellow," replied Mr. Holdsworth, 
laughing. And again and afresh I saw what a handsome plea- 
sant clear face his was ; and though this evening I had been a 
bit put out with him — through his sudden coming, and his having 
heard my father's open-hearted confidence — my hero resumed all 
his empire over me by his bright merry laugh. 

And if he had not resumed his old place that night, he would 
have done ao the next day, when, after my father's depaxWuce^'Vilc. 
Holdsworth spoke about him with such just respecX loic ^ivi» 
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character, such ungrudging admiration of his great mechanical 
genius, that I was compelled to say, almost unawares — 

•• Thank you, sir. I am very much obliged to you," 

' ' Oh, you're not at all. I am only speaking the truth. Here's 
a Birmingham workman, self-educated, one may say — having 
never associated with stimulating minds, or had what advantages 
travel and contact with the world may be supposed to afford — 
working out his own thoughts into steel and iron, making a scien- 
tific name for himself^a fortune, if it pleases him to work for 
money— and keeping his singleness of heart, his perfect simpli- 
city of manner ; it puts me out of patience to think of my expen- 
sive schooling, my travels hither and thither, my heaps of scientific 
books, and I have done nothing to speak of. But it's evidently 
good blood ; there's that Mr. Hoi man, that cousin of yours, made 
of the same stuff." 

" But he's only cousin because he married my mother's second 
cousin," said I. '^ 

" That knocks a pretty theory on the head, and twice over, too. 
I should like to make Holman's acquaintance." 

" I am sure they would be so glad to see you at Hope Farm," 
said I eagerly. " In fact, they've asked me to bring you several 
times : only I thought you would find it dull." 

" Not at all. I can't go yet though, even if you do get me an 

invitation ; for the Company want me to go to the 

Valley, and look over the ground a bit for them, to see if it 

would do for a branch line ; it's a job which may take me away 
for some time ; but I shall be backwards and forwards, and you're 
quite up to doing what is needed in my absence ; the only work 
that may be beyond you is keeping old Jevons from drinking." 

He went on giving me directions about the management of the 
men employed on the line, and no more was said then, or for 
several months, about his going to Hope Farm. He went off into 

Valley, a dark overshadowed dale, where the sun seemed to 

set behind the hills before four o'clock on midsummer afternoon. 

Perhaps it was this that brought on the attack of low fever 
which he had soon after ihe beginning of the new year ; he was 
very ill for many weeks, almost many months ; a married sister 
— his only relation, I think — came down from London to nurse 
him, and I went over to him when I could, to see him, and give 
him "masculine news," as he called it ; reports of the progress 
of the line, which, I am glad to say, I was able to carry on in 
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"^ abseuce, in the slow gradual way which suited the company 
"^t, while trade was in a languid state, and money dear in the 
Market. Of course, with this occupation for my scanty leisure, 
'■ did not often go over to Hope Farm. Whenever I did go, I 
^t with a thorough welcome ; and many inquiries were made 
8s to Holdsworth's illness, and the progress of his recovery. 

At length, in June I think it was, he was sufficiently recovered 

to come back to his lodgings at Eltham, and resume part at least 

of his work. His sister, Mrs. Robinson, had been obliged to leave 

him some weeks before, owing to some epidemic amongst her own 

children. As long as I had seen Mr. Holdsworth in the rooms at 

ihe little inn at Hensleydale, where I had been accustomed to 

look upon him as an invalid, I had not been aware of the visible 

shake his fever had given to his health. But, once back in the 

old lodgings, where I had always seen him so buoyant, eloquent, 

decided, and vigorous in former days, my spirits sank at the 

change in one whom I had always regarded with a strong feeling 

of adniiring affection. He sank into silence and despondency after 

the least exertion ; he seemed as if he could not make up his 

mind to any action, or else that, when it was made up, he lacked 

strength to carry out his purpose. Of course, it was but the 

natural state of slow convalescence, after so sharp an illness ; but, 

at the time, I did not know this, and perhaps I represented his 

state as more serious than it was to my kind relations at Hope 

Farm ; who, in their grave, simple, eager way, immediately 

thought of the only help they could give. 

" Bring him out here,' said the minister. "Our air here is 
good to a proverb ; the June days are fine ; he may loiter away 
his time in the hay-field, and the sweet smells will be a balm in 
themselves — better than physic." 

"And," said cousin Holman, scarcely waiting for her husband 
to finish his sentence, " tell him there is new milk and fresh eggs 
to be had for the asking ; it's lucky Daisy has just calved, for her 
milk is always as good as other cows' cream ; and there is the 
plaid room with the morning sun all streaming in." 

PhilUs said nothing, but looked as much interested in the pro- 
ject as any one. I took it up myself. I wanted them to see him ; 
him to know them. I proposed it to him when I got home. He 
was too languid, after the day's fatigue, to be willing to make the 
little exertion of going amongst strangers ; and disappointed wva 
by almost declining to accept the invitation 1 broMg,"h\.. T\\^x«3X 
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monming it was different ; he apologised for hif ungracioosness^a 
of the night before ; and told me that he would get all things in^ 
train, so as to be ready to go out with me to Hope Farm on the^ 
following Saturday. 

' ' For you must go with me, Mamiing," said he ; "I used to be — 
as impudent a fellow as need be, and rather liked going amongst 
strangers and making my way ; but since my illness I am almost 
like a girl, and turn hot and cold with shyness, as they do, I 
fancy." 

So it was fixed. We were to go out to Hope Farm on Satur- 
day afternoon ; and it was also understood that if the air and the 
life suited Mr. Holdsworth, he was to remain there for a week or 
ten days, doing what work he could at that end of the line, while 
I took his place at Eltham to the best of my ability. I grew a 
little nervous, as the time drew near, and wondered how the 
brilliant Holdsworth would agree with the quiet quaint family of 
the minister ; how they would like him and many of his half- 
foreign wa3rs. I tried to prepare him, by telling him from time 
to time little things about the goings-on at Hope Farm. 

" Manning," said he, " I see you don't think I am half good 
enough for your friends. Out with it, man." 

** No," I replied boldly. *' I think you are good ; but I don't 
know if you are quite of their kind of goodness." 

"And you've found out already that there is greater chance 
of disagreement between two ' kinds of goodness,' each having 
its own idea of right, than between a given goodness and a 
moderate degree of naughtiness — which last often arises from 
an indifference to right ? " 

"I don't know. I think you're talking metaphysics, and I 
am sure that is bad for you." 

" ' When a man talks to you in a way that you don't under- 
stand about a thing which he does not understand, them's 
metaphysics.' You remember the clown's definition, don't 
you, Manning?" 

•• No, I don't," said I. " But what I do understand is, that 
you must go to bed ; and tell me at what time we must start 
to-morrow, that I may go to Hepworth, and get those letters 
written we were talking about this morning." 

"Wait till to-morrow, and let us see what the day is like,' 
he answered, with such languid indecision as showed mc he 
was over-fatigued. So X went my way. 
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The morrow was blue and sunny, and beautiful; the very 
perfection of an early summer's day, Mr. Holdsworth was all 
impatience to be off into the country ; morning had brought 
back his freshness and strength, and consequent eagerness 
to be doing. I was afraid we were going to my cousin's farm 
rather too early, before they would expect us ; but what could 
I do with such a restless vehement man as Holdsworth was 
that morning? We came down upon the Hope Farm before 
the dew was off the grass on the shady side of the lane ; the 
great hoase>dog was loose, basking in the sun, near the closed 
side door. I was surprised at this door being shut, for all 
summer long it was open from morning to night ; but it was 
only on latch. I opened it, Rover watching me with half- 
suspicious, half-trustful eyes. The room was empty. 

" I don't know where they can be," said I. " But come in 
and sit down while I go and look for them. You must be 
tired." 

" Not I. This sweet balmy air is like a thousand tonics. 
Besides, this room is hot, and smells of those pungent wood- 
ashes. What are we to do ? " 

" Go round to the kitchen. Betty will tell us where they 
are." 

So we went round into the farmyard, Rover accompanying 
us out of a grave sense of duty. Betty was washing out her 
milk-pans in the cold bubbling spring-water that constantly 
trickled in and out of a stone trough. In such weather as 
this most of her kitchen-work was done out of doors. 

" Eh, dear 1 " said she, '• the minister and missus is away at 
Hornby ! They ne'er thought of your coming so betimes ! 
The missus had some errands to do, and she thought as she'd 
walk with the minister and be back by dinner-time." 

'• Did not they expect us to dinner? " said I. 

"Well, they did, and they did not, as I may say. Missus 
said to me the cold lamb would do well enough if you did not 
come; and if you did I was to put on a chicken and some 
bacon to boil; and I'll go do it now, for it is hard to boil 
bacon enough." 

"And is Phillis gone, too?" Mr. Holdsworth was making 
friends with Rover. 

"No! She's just somewhere about. I reckon you'll find 
htr in the kitchen-garden, getting peas." 
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" Let us go there," said Holdsworth, suddenly leaving off his 
play with the dog. 

So I led the way into the kitchen-garden. It was in the first 
promise of a summer profuse in vegetables and fruits. Perhaps 
it was not so much cared for as other parts of the property ; 
but it was more attended to than most kitchen-gardens be- 
longing to farm-houses. There were borders of flowers along 
each side of the gravel-walks ; and there was an old sheltering 
wall on the north side covered with tolerably choice fruit-trees ; 
there was a slope down to the fish-pond at the end, where 
there were great strawberry-beds; and raspberry-bushes and 
rose-bushes grew wherever there was a space ; it seemed a 
chance which had been planted. Long rows of peas stretched 
at right angles from the main walk, and I saw Phillis stooping 
down among them, before she saw us. As soon as she heard 
our cranching steps on the gravel, she stood up, and, shading 
her eyes from the sun, recognised us. She was quite still 
for a moment, and then came slowly towards us, blushing a 
little from evident shyness. I had never seen Phillis shy 
before. 

"This is Mr, Holdsworth, Phillis," said I, as soon as I had 
shaken hands with her. She glanced up at him, and then 
looked down, more flushed than ever at his grand formality 
of taking his hat off and bowing ; such manners had never 
been seen at Hope Farm before. 

'• Father and mother are out. They will be so sorry ; you 
did not write, Paul, as you said you would." 

" It was my fault," said Holdsworth, understanding what 
she meant as well as if she had put it more fully into words. 
" I have not yet given up all the privileges of an invalid ; one 
of which is indecision. Last night, when your cousin asked 
me at what time we were to start, I really could not make 
up my mind." 

Phillis seemed as if she could not make up her mind as to 
what to do with us. I tried to help her — 

" Have you finished getting peas?" taking hold of the half- 
filled basket she was unconsciously holding in her hand; "or 
may we stay and help you?" 

" If you would. But perhaps it will tire you, sir ? " added she, 
speaking now to Holdsworth. 

" Not a bit," said he. " It will carry me back twenty years 
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in my life, when I used to gather peas in my grandfather's 
garden. I suppose I may eat a few as I go along? " 

** Certainly, sir. But if you went to the strawberry-beds you 
would find some strawberries ripe, and Paul can show you where 
they are." 

'* I am afraid you distrust me. I can assure you I know the 
exact fulness at which peas should be gathered. I take great 
care not to pluck them when they are unripe, I will not be 
turned off, as unfit for my work." 

This was a style of half-joking talk that Phillis was not accus- 
tomed to. She looked for a moment as if she would have liked 
to defend herself from the playful charge of distrust made 
against her, but she ended by not saying a word. We all 
plucked our peas in busy silence for the next five minutes. 
Then Holdsworth lifted himself up from between the rows, 
and said, a little wearily — 

••I am afraid I must strike work. I am not as strong as I 
fancied myself." 

Phillis was full of penitence immediately. He did, indeed, look 
pale ; and she blamed herself for having allowed him to help her. 

•• It was very thoughtless of me. I did not know — I thought, 
perhaps, you really liked it, I ought to have offered you some- 
thing to eat, sir 1 Oh, Paul, we have gathered quite enough ; 
how stupid I was to forget that Mr. Holdsworth had been ill ! " 
And in a blushing hurry she led the way towards the house. 
We went in, and she moved a heavy cushioned chair forwards, 
into which Holdsworth was only too glad to sink. Then with 
deft and quiet sp)eed she brought in a little tray, wine, water, 
cake, home-made bread, and newly-churned butter. She stood 
by in some anxiety till, after bite and sup, the colour returned 
to Mr. Holdsworth's face, and he would fain have made us some 
laughing apologies for the fright he had given us. But then 
Phillis drew back from her innocent show of care and interest, 
and relapsed into the cold shyness habitual to her when she was 
first thrown into the company of strangers. She brought out the 
last week's county paper (which Mr. Holdsworth had read five 
days ago), and then quietly withdrew ; and then he subsided into 
languor, leaning back and shutting his eyes as if he would go to 
sleep. I stole into the kitchen after Phillis ; but she had made 
the round of the corner of the house outside, and 1 io\m^\v« 
sitting on the horse-mount, with her basket of peas, axid ^lV: 
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into which she was shelling them. Rover lay at her feet, snap* 
ping now and then at the flies. I went to her, and tried to help 
her ; but somehow the sweet crisp young peas found their way 
more frequently into my mouth than into the basket, while we 
talked together in a low tone, fearful of being overheard through 
the open casements of the house-place in which Hcddsworth was 
resting. 

" Don't you think him handsome?" asked I. 

" Perhaps — yes — I have hardly looked at him," she replied. 
" But is not he very like a foreigner?" 

" Yes, he cuts his hair foreign fashion," said I. 

" I like an Englishman to look like an Englishman." 

•' I don't think he thinks about it. He says he began that way 
when he was in Italy, because everybody wore it so, and it is 
natural to keep it on in England." 

•• Not if he began it in Italy because everybody there wore it 
so. Everybody here wears it differently." 

I was a little offended with Phillis's logical fault-finding with 
my friend ; and I determined to change the subject. 

•' When is your mother coming home?" 

'• I should think she might come any time now ; but she had 
to go and see Mrs. Morton, who was ill, and she might be kept, 
and not be home till dinner. Don't you think you ought to go 
and see how Mr. Holdsworth is going on, Paul? He maybe 
faint again." 

I went at her bidding ; but there was no need for it. Mr. 
Holdsworth was up, standing by the window, his hands in his 
pockets ; he had evidently been watching us. He turned away 
as I entered. 

"So that is the girl I found your good father planning for 
your wife, Paul, that evening when I interrupted you ! Are you of 
the same coy mind still? It did not look like it a minute ago." 

"Phillis and I understand each other," I replied sturdily. 
•' We are like brother and sister. She would not have me as a 
husband if there was not another man in the world ; and it 
would take a deal to make me think of her — as my father 
wishes" (somehow I did not like to say " as a wife"), " but we 
love each other dearly." 

"Well, I am rather surprised at it — not at your loving each 
other in a brother-and-sister kind of way — but at your finding it 
so impossible to fall in love with such a beautiful woman." 
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Woman ! beautiful woman ! I had thought of PhUlis as a 
comely but awkward girl ; and I could not banish the pinafore 
ftom my mind's eye when I tried to picture her to mjrself. Now 
I turned, as Mr. Holdsworth had done, to look at her again out 
of the window : she had just finished her task, and was standing 
up, her back to us, holding the basket, and the basin in it, high 
in air, out of Rover's reach, who was giving vent to his delight 
at the probability of a change of place by glad leaps and barks, 
and snatches at what he imagined to be a withheld prize. At 
length she grew tired of their mutual play, and with a feint of 
striking him, and a "Down, Rover! do hush!" she looked 
towards the window where we were standing, as if to reassure 
herself that no one had been disturbed by the noise, and seeing 
us, she coloured all over, and hurried away, with Rover still 
carving in sinuous lines about her as she walked. 

" I should like to have sketched her," said Mr. Holdsworth, 
as he turned away. He went back to his chair, and rested in 
silence for a minute or two. Then he was up again. 

** I would give a good deal for a book," said he. " It would 
keep me quiet." He began to look round; there were a few 
volumes at one end of the shovel-board. 

" Fifth volume of Matthew Henry's Commentary," said he, 
reading their titles aloud. " Housewife's Complete Manual ; 
Berridge on Prayer ; L' Inferno — Dante ! " in great surprise. 
"Why, who reads this?" 

"I told you Phillis read it Don't 3^ou remember? She 
knows Latin and Greek, too." 

"To be sure 1 I remember I But somehow I never put two 
and two together. That quiet girl, full of household work, is the 
wonderful scholar, then, that put you to rout with her questions 
when you first began to come here. To be sure, ' Cousin Phillis ! * 
What's here ; a paper with the hard obsolete words written out. 
I wonder what sort of a dictionary she has got. Baretti won't tell 
her all these words. Stay ! I have got a pencil here. I'll write 
down the most accepted meanings, and save her a little trouble." 

So be took her book and the paper back to the little round 
table, and employed himself in writing explanations and defini- 
tions of the words which had troubled her. I was not sure if 
he was not taking a liberty ; it did not quite please me, and yet 
I did not know why. He had only just done, and ie!^\2Ae.^ ^^'a. 
paper io the book, and put the latter back in ixs v'^sfifti Hi 
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heard the sound of wheels stopping in the lane, and looking out, 
I saw cousin Holman getting out of a neighbour's gig, making 
her little cvurtsey of acknowledgment, and then coming towards 
the house. I went out to meet her. 

** Oh, Paul ! " said she, " I am so sorry I was kept ; and then 
Thomas Dobson said if I would wait a quarter of an hour he 

would But Where's your friend Mr. Holdsworth ? I hope 

he is come ? " 

Just then he came out, and with his pleasant cordial manner 
took her hand, and thanked her for asking him to come out here 
to get strong. 

' ' I'm sure I am very glad to see you, sir. It was the minister's 
thought. I took it into my head you would be dull in our quiet 
house, for Paul says you've been such a great traveller ; but the 
minister said that dulness would perhaps suit you while you 
were but ailing, and that I was to ask Paul to be here as much 
as he could. I hope you'll find yourself happy with us, I'm 
sure, sir. Has Phillis given you something to eat and drink, I 
wonder? there's a deal in eating a little often, if one has to get 
strong after an illness." And then she began to question him 
as to the details of his indisposition in her simple motherly 
way. He seemed at once to understand her, and to enter into 
friendly relations with her. It was not quite the same in the 
evening, when the minister came home. Men have always 
a little natural antipathy to get over when they first meet as 
strangers. But in this case each was disposed to make an effort 
to like the other ; only each was to each a specimen of an un- 
known class. I had to leave the Hop)e Farm on Sunday afternoon , 
as I had Mr. Holdsworth's work as well as my own to look to in 
Eltham ; and I was not at all sure how things would go on during 
the week that Holdsworth was to remain on his visit ; I had been 
once or twice in hot water already at the near clash o( opinions 
between the minister and my much-vaunted friend. On the 
Wednesday I received a short note from Holdsworth ; he was 
going to stay on, and return with me on the following Sunday, 
and he wanted me to send him a certain list of books, his theodo- 
lite, and other surveying instruments, all of which could easily be 
conveyed down the line to Heathbridge. I went to his lodgings 
and picked out the books. Italian, Latin, trigonometry ; a pretty 
considerable parcel they made, besides the implements. I began 
to be curious as to the general progress of affairs at Hope Farm, 
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^^ 1 could not go over till the Saturday. At Heathbridge I 
found Holdsworth, come to meet me. He was looking quite 
^ different man to what I had left him ; embrowned, sparkles 
'n his eyes, so languid before. I told him how much stronger 
^ looked. 

"YesI " said he. "I am fidging fain to be at work again. 
Last week I dreaded the thoughts of my employment ; now I 
am full of desire to begin. This week in the country has done 
wonders for me." 
•' You have enjoyed yourself, then ? " 

"Oh I it has been perfect in its way. Such a thorough 

country life ! and yet removed from the dulness which I always 

used to fancy accompanied country life, by the extraordinary 

intelligence of the minister. I have fallen into calling him • the 

minister,' like every one else." 

** You get on with him, then ? " said I. "I was a little afraid." 

*' I was on the verge of displeasing him once or twice, I fear, 

with random assertions and exaggerated expressions, such as 

one always uses virith other people, and thinks nothing of; but 

I tried to check myself when I saw how it shocked the good 

man ; and really it is very wholesome exercise, this trying to 

make one's words represent one's thoughts, instead of merely 

looking to their effect on others." 

" Then you are quite friends now?" I asked. 

'* Yes, thoroughly ; at any rate as far as I go. I never met 

a man with such a desire for knowledge. In information, as far 

as it can be gained from books, he far exceeds me on most 

subjects ; but then I have travelled and seen Were not you 

surprised at the list of things I sent for?" 
" Yes ; I thought it did not promise much rest." 
"Oh, some of the books were for the minister, and some for 
his daughter. (I call her Phillis to myself, but I use euphuisms 
in speaking about her to others. I don't like to seem familiar, 
and yet Miss Holman is a term I have never heard used. ) ' 

" I thought the Italian books were for her." 
. "Yes! Fancy her trying at Dante for her first book in Italian ! 
I had a capital novel by Manzoni, ' / Promessi Sposi,' just the 
thing for a beginner ! and if she must still puzzle out Dante, ray 
dictionary is far better than hers." 

"Then she found out you had written those defvm^vixss <sa. 
her Jjst of words? " 
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"Oh ! yes " — with a smile of amusement and pleasure. H^ 
was going to tell me what had taken place, but checked himselC 

"But I don't think the minister will like your having given 
her a novel to read ? " 

" Pooh ! "What can be more harmless? Why make a bug- 
bear of a word ! It is as pretty and innocent a tale as can be 
met with. You don't suppose they take Virgil for gosp)el? " 

By this time we were at the farm. I think Phillis gave me a 
warmer welcome than usual, and cousin Holman was kindness 
itself. Yet somehow I felt as if I had lost my place, and that 
Holdsworth had taken it. He knew all the ways of the house ; 
he was full of little filial attentions to cousin Holman ; he treated 
Phillis with the affectionate condescension of an elder brother ; 
not a bit more ; not in any way different. He questioned me 
about the progress of affairs in Eltham with eager interest. 

'• Ah I " said cousin Holman, "you'll be spending a different 
kind of time next week to what you have done this ! I can 
see how busy you'll make yourself i But if you don't take care 
you'll be ill again, and have to come back to our quiet ways of 
going on." 

*• Do you suppose I shall need to be ill to wish to come back 
here ? " he answered warmly. • ' I am only afraid you have 
treated me so kindly that I shall always be turning up on your 
hands." 

" That's right," she replied. '• Only don't go and make your- 
self ill by over-work. I hope you'll go on with a cup of new 
milk every morning, for I am sure that is the best medicine ; and 
put a teaspoonful of rum in it if you like ; many a one speaks 
highly of that, only we had no rum in the house." 

I brought with me an atmosphere of active life which I think 
he had begun to miss ; and it was natural that he should seek 
my company, after his week of retirement. Once I saw Phiilis 
looking at us as we talked together with a kind of wistful 
curiosity ; but as soon as she caught my eye, she turned away, 
blushing deeply. 

That evening I had a little talk with the minister. I strolled 
along the Hornby road to meet him ; for Holdsworth was giving 
Phillis an Italian lesson, and cousin Holman had fallen asleep 
over her work. 

Somehow, and not unwillingly on my part, our talk fell on the 
fiiend whom I had introduced to the Hope Farm. 
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"Yes ! I like him I " said the minister, weighing his words a 
little as he spoke. " I like him. I hope I am justified in doing 
it, but he takes hold of me, as it were ; and I have almost been 
afiraid lest he carries me away, in spite of my judgment." 

" He is a good fellow ; indeed he is," said I. •' My father 
thinks well of him ; and I have seen a deal of him. I would 
not have had him come here if I did not know that you would 
approve of him. " 

"Yes" {once more hesitating), " I like him, and I think he 
is an upright man ; there is a want of seriousness in his talk at 
times, but, at the same time, it is wonderful to listen to him ! 
He makes Horace and Virgil living, instead of dead, by the 
stories he tells me of his sojourn in the very countries where they 
lived, and where to this day, he says But it is like dram- 
drinking. I listen to him till I forget my duties, and am carried 
off ray feet. Last Sabbath evening he led us away into talk ou 
profane subjects ill befitting the day." 

By this time we were at the house, and our conversation 
stopped. But before the day was out, I saw the unconscious 
hold that my friend had got over all the family. And no wonder: 
he had seen so much and done so much as compared to them, 
and he told about it all so easily and naturally, and yet as I 
never heard any one else do ; and his ready pencil was out in an 
instant to draw on scraps of paper all sorts of illustrations — 
modes of drawing up water in Northern Italy, wine-carts, 
buf&loes, stone-pines, I know not what. After we had all 
looked at these drawings, Phillis gathered them together, and 
took them. 

It is many years since I have seen thee, Edward Holdsworth, 
bat thou wast a delightful fellow ! Ay, and a good one too ; 
though much sorrow was caused by thee ! 



-M- 



PART III. 

Just after this I went home for a week's holiday. Everything 
was prospering there ; my father's new partnership gave evident 
satbfaction to both parties. There was no display of increased 
wealth in onr modest household ; but my moiVvex YvBid ^ 1«»n 
comforts provided for her by her husbaoA. \ xoaAa 
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acquaintance with Mr. and Mrs. Ellison, and first saw pretty 
Margaret Ellison, who is now my wife. "When I returned to 
Eliham, I found that a step was decided upon which had been 
in contemplation for some time ; that Holdsworth and I should 
remove our quarters to Hornby; our daily presence, and as 
much of our time as possible, being required for the completion 
of the line at that end. 

Of course this led to greater facility of intercourse with the 
Hop)e Farm people. We could easily walk out there after our 
day's work was done, and spend a balmy evening hour or two, 
and yet return before the summer's twilight had quite faded 
away. Many a time, indeed, we would fain have stayed longer 
— the open air, the fresh and pleasant country, made so agree- 
able a contrast to the close, hot town lodgings which I shared 
with Mr. Holdsworth ; but early hours, both at eve and mom. 
were an imperative necessity with the minister, and he made no 
scruple at turning either or both of us out of the house directly 
after evening prayer, or *• exercise," as he called it. The re- 
membrance of many a happy day, and of several little scenes, 
comes back upon me as I think of that summer. They rise like 
pictures to my memory, and in this way I can date their succes- 
sion ; for I know that corn-harvest must have come after hay- 
making, apple-gathering after corn-harvest. 

The removal to Hornby took up some time, during which we 
had neither of us any leisure to go out to the Hope Farm. Mr. 
Holdsworth had been out there once during my absence at 
home. One sultry evening, when work was done, he proposed 
our walking out and paying the Holmans a visit. It so 
happened that I had omitted to write my usual weekly letter 
home in our press of business, and I wished to finish that before 
going out. Then he said that he would go, and that I could 
follow him if I liked. This I did in about an hour ; the weather 
was so oppressive, I remember, that I took off my coat as I 
walked, and hung it over my arm. All the doors and windows 
at the farm were open when I arrived there, and every tiny leaf 
on the trees was still. The silence of the place was profound ; 
at first I thought that it was entirely deserted ; but just as I 
drew near the door I heard a weak sweet voice begin to sing ; 
it was cousin Holman, all by herself in the house-place, piping 
up a hymn, as she knitted away in the clouded light. She gave 
me a kindly welcome, and poured out all the small domestic 
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>f the fortnight past upon me, and. in return, I told her 
my own people and my visit at home, 
here were the rest ? " at length I asked. 
y and the men were in the field helping with the last load 
for the minister said there would be rain before the morn- 
ifes, and the minister himself, and Phillis, and Mr. Holds- 
were all there helping. She thought that she herself 
liave done something ; but perhaps she was the least fit 
^making of any one ; and somebody must stay at home 
ke care of the house, there were so many tmmps about ; 
d not had something to do with the railroad she would 
died them navvies. I asked her if she minded being left 
as I should like to go and help ; and having her full and 
ermission to leave her alone, I went off, following her 
ms : through the farmyard, past the cattle-pond, into the 
d, beyond into the higher field with two holly-bushes in 
idle. I arrived there : there was Betty with all the farm- 
n, and a cleared field, and a heavily laden cart ; one man 
top of the great pile ready to catch the fragrant hay 
the others threw up to him with their pitchforks ; a little 
f cast-off clothes in a corner of the field (for the heat, even 
n o'clock, was insufferable), a few cans and baskets, and 
lying by them panting, and keeping watch. Plenty of 
learty, cheerful talking ; but no minister, no Phillis, no 
jldsworth. Betty saw me first, and understanding who it 
It I was in search of, she came towards me. 
ey're out yonder — agait wi' them things o' Measter Holds- 
). 

out yonder " I went ; out on to a broad upland common, 
red sand-banks, and sweeps and hollows ; bordered by 
rs, purple in the coming shadows, but near at band all 
with flowering gorse, or, as we call it in the south, furze- 
, which, seen against the belt of distant trees, appeared 
tly golden. On this heath, a little way from the field- 
saw the three. I counted their heads, joined together in 
2r group over Holdsworth's theodolite. He was teaching 
lister the practical art of surveying and taking a level. I 
mted to assist, and was quickly set to work to hold the 
Phillis was as intent as her father ; she had hardly time 
;t me, so desirous was she to hear some axiS>Nex \.q >Qst 
i question. 
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So we went on, the dark clouds still gathering, for perhaps 
five minutes after my arrival. Then came the blinding light- 
ning and the rumble and quick-following rattling peal of thunder 
right over our heads. It came sooner than I expected, sooner 
than they had looked for : the rain delayed not ; it came pouring 
down ; and what were we to do for shelter? PhiUis had nothing 
on but her indoor things — no bonnet, no shawl. Quick as the 
darting lightning around us, Holdsworth took off his coat and 
wrapped it round her neck and shoulders, and, almost without a 
word, hurried us all into such poor shelter as one of the over- 
hanging sand-banks could give. There we were, cowered down, 
close together, PhiUis innermost, almost too tightly packed to 
free her arms enough to divest herself of the coat, which she, in 
her turn, tried to put lightly over Holdsworth's shoulders. In 
doing so she touched his shirC 

"Oh, how wet you are ! " she cried, in pitying dismay ; "and 
you've hardly got over your fever ! Oh, Mr. Holdsworth, I am 
so sorry 1 " He turned his head a little, smiling at her. 

'• If I do catch cold, it is all my fault for having deluded you 
into staying out here ! " But she only murmured again, " I am 
so sorry." 

The minister spoke now. " It is a regular downpour. Please 
God that the hay is saved ! But there is no likelihood of its 
ceasing, and I had better go home at once, and send you all 
some wraps; umbrellas will not be safe with yonder thunder 
and lightning." 

Both Holdsworth and I offered to go instead of him ; but he 
was resolved, although perhaps it would have been wiser if 
Holdsworth, wet as he already was, had kept himself in exercise. 
As he moved off, PhiUis crept out, and could see on to the storm- 
swept heath. Part of Holdsworth's apparatus still remained 
exposed to all the rain. Before we could have any warning, she 
had rushed out of the shelter and collected the various things, 
and brought them back in triumph to where we crouched. Holds- 
worth had stood up, uncertain whether to go to her assistance or 
not. She came running back, her long lovely hair floating and 
dripping, her eyes glad and bright, and her colour freshened to a 
glow of health by the exercise and the rain. 

" Now, Miss Holman, that's what I call wilful," said Holds- 
worth, as she gave them to him. " No, I won't thank you" (i.ii 
looks were thanking her aU the time). " My httle bit of damp 
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ness annoyed you, because you thought I had got wet in your 
service ; so you were determined to make me as uncomfortable 
as you were yourself. It was an unchristian piece of revenge 1 " 

His tone of badinage (as the French call it) would have been 
palpable enough to any one accustomed to the world ; but Phillis 
was not, and it distressed or rather bewildered her. " Unchris- 
tian " had to her a very serious meaning ; it was not a word to be 
used lightly ; and though she did not exactly understand what 
wrong it was that she was accused of doing, she was evidently 
desirous to throw off the imputation. At first her earnestness to 
disclaim unkind motives amused Holdsworth ; while his light 
continuance of the joke perplexed her still more ; but at last he 
said something gravely, and in too low a tone for me to hear, 
which made her all at once become silent, and called out her 
blushes. After a while, the minister came back, a moving mass 
of shawls, cloaks, and umbrellas. Phillis kept very close to her 
father's side on our return to the farm. She appeared to me 
to be shrinking away from Holdsworth, while he had not the 
slightest variation in his manner from what it usually was in his 
graver moods ; kind, protecting, and thoughtful towards her. 
Of course, there was a great commotion about our wet clothes ; 
but I name the little events of that evening now because I 
wondered at the time what he had said in that low voice to 
silence Phillis so effectually, and because, in thinking of their 
intercourse by the light of future events, that evening stands out 
with some prominence. 

I have said that after our removal to Hornby our communica- 
tions with the farm became almost of daily occurrence. Cousin 
Holman and I were the two who had least to do with this inti- 
macy. After Mr. Holdsworth regained his health, he too often 
talked above her head in intellectual matters, and too often in his 
light bantering tone for her to feel quite at her ease with him. I 
really beUeve that he adopted this latter tone in speaking to her 
because he did not know what to talk about to a purely motherly 
woman, whose intellect had never been cultivated, and whose 
loving heart was entirely occupied with her husband, her child, 
her household afi^irs, and, perhaps, a little with the concerns of 
the members of her husband's congregation, because they, in a 
way, belonged to her husband. I had noticed before that she had 
fleeting shadows of jealousy even of Phillis, when her dau^htot 
and her husband appeared to have strong mletesVa «jv^ ^'^isv- 
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pathies in things which were quite beyond her comprehension. 
I had noticed it in my first acquaintance with them, I say, and 
had admired the delicate tact which made the minister, on such 
occasions, bring the conversation back to such subjects as those 
on which his wife, with her practical experience of everyday life, 
was an authority ; while Phillis, devoted to her father, uncon- 
sciously followed his lead, totally unaware, in her filial reverence, 
of his motive for doing so. 

To return to Holdsworth. The minister had at more than 
one time spoken of him to me with slight distrust, principally 
occasioned by the suspicion that his careless words were not 
always those of soberness and truth. But it was more as a pro- 
test against the fascination which the younger man evidently exer- 
cised over the elder one — more as it were to strengthen himself 
against yielding to this fascination — that the minister spoke out 
to me about this failing of Holdsworth's, as it appeared to him. 
In return Holdsworth was subdued by the minister's upright- 
ness and goodness, and delighted with his clear intellect — his 
strong healthy craving after further knowledge. I never met 
two men who took more thorough pleasure and relish in each 
other's society. To Phillis his relation continued that of an elder 
brother : he directed her studies into new paths, he patiently drew 
out the expression of many of her thoughts, and perplexities, and 
unformed theories, scarcely ever now falling into the vein of 
banter which she was so slow to understand. 

One day — harvest-time — he had been drawing on a loose piece 
of paper — sketching ears of corn, sketching carts drawn by bul- 
locks and laden with grapes— all the time talking with Phillis and 
me, cousin Holman putting in her not pertinent remarks, when 
suddenly he said to Phillis — 

" Keep your head still ; I see a sketch ! I have often tried to 
draw your head from memory, and failed ; but I think I can do 
it now. If I succeed I will give it to your mother. You would 
like a portrait of your daughter as Ceres, would you not, 
ma'am?" 

"I should like a picture of her; yes, very much, thank you, 
Mr. Holdsworth ; but if you put that straw in her hair " (he was 
holding some wheat ears above her passive head, looking at the 
effect with an artistic eye), "you'll ruffle her hair. Phillis, my 
dear, if you're to have your picture taken, go upstairs, and brush 
your hair smooth." 
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** Not on any account. I beg your pardon, but I want hair 
loosely flowing." 

He began to draw, looking intently at Phillis ; I could see this 
stare of his discomposed her — ^her colour came and went, her 
breath quickened with the consciousness of his regard ; at last, 
when he said, " Please look at me for a minute or two, I want to 
get in the eyes," she looked up at him, quivered, and suddenly 
got up and left the room. He did not say a word, but went on 
with some other part of the drawing ; his silence was unnatural, 
and his dark cheek blanched a little. Cousin Hoi man looked up 
from her work, and put her spectacles down. 

" What's the matter ? Where is she gone ? " . 

Holdsworth never uttered a word, but went on drawing. I felt 
obliged to say something ; it was stupid enough, but stupidity 
was better than silence just then. 

"I'll go and call her," said I. So I went into the hall, and to 
the bottom of the stairs ; but just as I was going to- call Phillis, 
she came down swiftly with her bonnet on, and saying, "I'm 
going to father in the five-acre," passed out by the open " rector," 
right in front of the house-place windows, and out at the little 
white side-gate. She had been seen by her mother and Holds- 
worth as she passed ; so there was no need for explanation, only 
cousin Holman and I had a long discussion as to whether she 
could have found the room too hot, or what had occasioned her 
sudden departure. Holdsworth was very quiet during all the rest 
of that day ; nor did he resume the portrait-taking by his own 
desire, only at my cousin Holman's request the next time that he 
came ; and then he said he should not require any more formal 
sittings for only such a slight sketch as he felt himself capable of 
making. Phillis was just the same as ever the next time I saw 
her after her abrupt passing me in the hall. She never gave any 
explanation of her rush out of the room. 

So all things went on, at least as far as my observation reached 
at the time, or memory can recall now, till the great apple-gather- 
ing of the year. The nights were frosty, the mornings and even- 
ings were misty, but at mid-day all was sunny and bright, and it 
was one mid-day that both of us being on the line near Heath- 
bridge, and knowing that they were gathering apples at the farm, 
we resolved to spend the men's dinner-hour in going over there. 
We found the great clothes-baskets full of apples, scervVVcv^ NJtv^ 
bouse and stopping up tbe way ; and an univetsaY a!\t cA tcv^-tv^ 
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coDtentment with this the final produce of the year. The yellow 
leaves hung on the trees ready to flutter down at the slightest pufT 
of air ; the great bushes of Michaelmas daisies in the kitchen- 
garden were making their last show of flowers. We must needs 
taste the fruit off the different trees, and pass our judgment as to 
their flavour ; and we went away with our pockets stuffed with 
those that we liked best. As we had passed to the orchard, 
Holdsworth had admired and spoken about some flower which he 
saw ; it so happened he had never seen this old-fashioned kind 
since the days of his boyhood. I do not know whether he had 
thought anything more about this chance speech of his, but I 
know I had not-r-when Phillis, who had been missing just at the 
last moment of our hurried visit, re-appeared with a little nosegay 
of this same flower, which she was tying up with a blade of grass. 
She offered it to Holdsworth as he stood with her father on the 
point of departure. I saw their faces. I saw for the first time an 
unmistakable look of love in his black eyes ; it was more than 
gratitude for the little attention ; it was tender and beseeching — 
passionate. She shrank from it in confusion, htf glance fell on 
me ; and, partly to hide her emotion, partly out of real kindness at 
what might appear ungracious neglect of an older friend, she flew 
off to gather me a few late-blooming China roses. But it was the 
first time she had ever done anything of the kind for me. 

We had to walk fast to be back on the line before the men's re- 
turn, so we spoke but little to each other, and of course the after- 
noon was too much occupied for us to have any talk. In the 
evening we went back to our joint lodgings in Hornby. There, on 
the table, lay a letter for Holdsworth, which had been forwarded 
to him from Eltham. As our tea was ready, and I had had 
nothing to eat since morning, I fell to direcUy, without paying 
much attention to my companion as he opened and read his letter. 
He was very silent for a few minutes ; at length he said — 

" Old fellow ! I'm going to leave you?" 

" Leave me !" said I. "How? When?" 

" This letter ought to have come to hand sooner. It is from 
Greathed the engineer " (Greathed was well known in those days ; 
he is dead now, and his name half-forgotten) ; " he wants to see 
me about some business ; in fact, I may as well tell you, Paul, 
this letter contains a very advantageous proposal for me to go out 
to Canada, and superintend the making of a line there." 

I \\'as in utter dismay. 
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" But what will our company say to that?" 

"Oh, Greathed has the superintendence of this line, you 
know ; and he is going to be engineer-in-chief to this Canadian 
line : many of the shareholders in this company are going in for 
the other, so I fancy they will make no difficulty in following 
Greathed's lead. He says he has a young man ready to put in 
my place." 

•• I hate him," said I. 

"Thank you," said Holdsworth, laughing. 

•' But you must not," he resumed ; "for this is a very good 
thing for me ; and, of course, if no one can be found to take my 
inferior work, I can't be spared to take the superior. I only wish 
I had received this letter ?i day sooner. Every hour is of conse- 
quence, for Greathed says they are threatening a rival line. Do 
you know, Paul, I almost fancy I must go up to-night ? I can 
take an engine back to Eltham, and catch the night train. I 
should not like Greathed to think me lukewarm." 

"But you'll come back?" I asked, distressed at the thought 
of this sudden parting. 

"Oh, yes! At least I hope so. They may want me to go 
out by the next steamer, that will be on Saturday." He began 
to eat and drink standing, but I think he was quite unconscious 
of the nature of either his food or his drink. 

" I will go to-night Activity and readiness go a long way in 
our profession. Remember that, my boy ! I hope I shall come 
back, but if I don't, be sure and recollect all the words of 
wisdom that have fallen from my lips. Now, where's the port- 
manteau ? If I can gain half-an-hour for a gathering up of my 
things in Eltham, so much the better. I'm clear of debt any- 
how ; and what I owe for my lodgings you can pay for me out 
of my quarter's salary, due November 4th." 

"Then you don't think you will come back?" I said de- 
spondingly. 

" I will come back some time, never fear," said he kindly. 
" I may be back in a couple of days, having been found incom- 
petent for the Canadian work ; or I may not be wanted to go 
out so soon as I now anticipate. Anyhow, you don't suppose I 
am going to forget you, Paul — this work out there ought not to 
take me above two years, and, perhaps, after that, we may be 
employed together again." 

Perhaps ! I had veiy Utile hope. The same VAnji ^ Ya:^ 
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days never return. However, I did all I could in helping 
him : clothes, papers, books, instruments ; how we pushed and 
struggled — how I stuffed. All was done in a much shorter time 
than we had calculated upon, when I had run down to the sheds 
to order the engine. I was going to drive him to Eltham. We 
sat ready for a summons. Holdsworth took up the little nose- 
gay he had brought away from the Hope Farm, and had laid 
on the mantelpiece on first coming into the room. He smelt at 
it, and caressed it with his lips. 

"What grieves me is that I did not know — that I have not 
said good-bye to — to them." 

He spoke in a grave tone, the shadow of the coming separa- 
tion falling upon him at last. 

•'I will tell them," said I. "I am sure they will be very 
sorry." Then we were silent. 

" I never liked any family so much." 

•• I knew you would like them." 

" How one's thoughts change, — this morning I was full of a 
hope, Paul." He paused, and then he said — 

' ' You put that sketch in carefully ? " 

"That outline of a head ? " asked I. But I knew he meant an 
abortive sketch of Phillis, which had not been successful enough 
for him to complete it with shading or colouring. 

"Yes. What a sweet innocent face it is! and yet so — Oh, 
dear ! " 

He sighed and got up, his hands in his pockets, to walk up and 
down the room in evident disturbance of mind. He suddenly 
stopped opposite to me. 

" You'll tell them how it all was. Be sure and tell the good 
minister that I was so sorry not to wish him good-bye, and to 
thank him and his wife for all their kindness. As for Phillis, — 
please God in two years Til be back and tell her myself all in 
my heart." 

"You love Phillis, then?" said I. 

" Love her ! — Yes, that I do. Who could help it, seeing her 
as I have done? Her character as unusual and rare as her 
beauty ! God bless her ! God keep her in her high tranquillity, 
her pure innocence. — Two years ! It is a long time. But she 
lives in such sechision, almost like the sleeping beauty, Paul," — 
(he was smiling now, though a minute before I had thought him 
on the verge of tears)— "but I shall come back like a prince 
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^ni Canada, and waken her to my love. I can't help hoping 
^Wt it won't be difficult, eh, Paul?" 

This touch of coxcombry displeased me a little, and I made 
no answer. He went on, half apologetically — 

"You see, the salary they offer me is large ; and besides that, 
this experience will 'give me a name which will entitle me to 
expect a still larger in any future undertaking." 

"That won't influence Phillis." 

" No ! but it will make me more eligible in the eyes of her 
father and mother." 

I made no answer. 

"You give me your best wishes, Paul," said he, almost 
pleading. " You would like me for a cousin ? " 

I heard the scream and whistle of the engine ready down at 
the sheds. 

"Ay, that I should," I replied, suddenly softened towards my 
friend now that he was going away. " I wish you were to be 
married to-morrow, and I were to be best man." 

"Thank you, lad. Now for this cursed portmanteau (how 
Ihe minister would be shocked) ; but it is heavy ! " and oflf we 
sped into the darkness. 

He only just caught the night train at Eltham, and I slept, 
desolately enough, at my old lodgings at Miss Dawson's, for 
that night. Of course the next few days I was busier than ever, 
doing both his work and my own. Then came a letter from 
him, very short and affectionate. He was going out in the 
Saturday steamer, as he had more than half expected ; and by 
the following Monday the man who was to succeed him would be 
down at Eltham. There was a P.S., with only these words :— 

" My nosegay goes with me to Canada, but I do not need it 
to remind me of Hope Farm." 

Saturday came ; but it was very late before I could go out to 
the farm. It was a frosty night, the stars shone clear above me, 
and the road was crisping beneath my feet. They must have 
heard my footsteps before I got up to the house. They were 
sitting at their usual employments in the house-place when I 
went in. Phillis's eyes went beyond me in their look of welcome, 
and then fell in quiet disappointment on her work. 

"And Where's Mr. Holdsworth?" asked cousin Holman, in 
a minute or two. * • I hope his cold is not worse, — 1 ^aAl tkO^ "^^ 
bis abort cough, " 
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I laughed awkwardly; for I felt that I was the bearer o^ 
unpleasant news. 

•* His cold had need be better — for he's gone — gone away tc^ 
Canada ! " 

I purposely looked away from Phillis, as I thus abruptly told. 
my news. 

" To Canada ! " said the minister. 

•* Gone away ! " said his wife. 

But no word from Phillis. 

" Yes ! " said I. "He found a letter at Hornby when we got 
home the other night — ^when we got home from here ; he ought 
to have got it sooner; he was ordered to go up to London 
directly, and to see some people about a new line in Canada, 
and he's gone to lay it down ; he has sailed to-day. He was 
sadly grieved not to have time to come out and wish you all 
good-bye ; but he started for London within two hours after he 
got that letter. He bade me thank you most gratefiilly for all 
your kindnesses ; he was very sorry not to come liere once 
again." 

Phillis got up and left the room with noiseless steps. 

"I am very sorry," said the minister. 

*• I am sure so am I ! " said cousin Holman. " I was real fond 
of that lad ever since I nursed him last June after that bad fever." 

The minister went on asking me questions respecting Holds- 
worth's future plans; and brought out a large old-fashioned 
atlas, that he might find out the exact places between which 
the new railroad was to run. Then supper was ready ; it was 
always on the table as soon as the clock on the stairs struck eight, 
and down came Phillis — her face white and set, her dry eyes 
looking defiance at me, for I am afraid I hurt her maidenly 
pride by my glance of sympathetic interest as she entered the 
room. Never a word did she say — never a question did she 
ask about the absent friend, yet she forced herself to talk. 

And so it was all the next day. She was as pale as could be, 
like one who has received some shock ; but she would not let 
me talk to her, and she tried hard to behave as usual. Two 
or three times I repeated, in public, the various affectionate 
messages to the family with which I was charged by Holds- 
worth ; but she took no more notice of them than if my words 
had been empty air. And in this mood I left her on the Sabbath 
evening. 
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My new master was not half so indulgent as my old one. 

[e kept up strict discipline as to hours, so that it was some 
time before I could again go out, even to pay a call at the Hope 
^arm. 

It was a cold misty evening in November. The air, even in- 
vloors, seemed full of haze ; yet there was a great log burning on 
the hearth, which ought to have made the room cheerful. Cousin 
Holman and Phillis were sitting at the little round table before 
the fire, working away in silence. The minister had his books 
out on the dresser, seemingly deep in study, by the light of his 
soiiitary candle ; perhaps the fear of disturbing him made the 
unusual stillness of the room. But a welcome was ready for me 
from all ; not noisy, not demonstrative— that it never was ; my 
damp wrappers were taken off, the next meal was hastened, and 
a chair placed for me on one side the fire, so that I pretty much 
commanded a view of the room. My eye caught on Phillis, 
looking so pale and weary, and with a sort of aching tone (if I 
may call it so) in her voice. She was doing all the accustomed 
things — fulfilling small household duties, but somehow differently 
—I can't tell you how, for she was just as deft and quick in her 
movements, only the light spring was gone out of them. Cousin 
Holman began to question me ; even the minister put aside his 
books, and came and stood on the opposite side of the fireplace, 
to hear what waft of intelligence I brought. I had first to tell 
them why I had not been to see them for so long— more than 
five weeks. The answer was simple enough ; business and the 
necessity of attending strictly to the orders of a new superinten- 
dent, who had not yet learned trust, much less indulgence. The 
minister nodded his approval of my conduct, and said — 

"Right, Paul! 'Servants, obey in all things your masters 
according to the flesh.' I have had my fears lest you had too 
much license nnder Edward Holdsworth." 

*• Ah," said cousin Holman, •' poor Mr. Holdsworth, he'll be 
on the salt seas by this time ! " 

"No, indeed," said I, "he's landed. I have had a letter 
fix>m him from Halifax." 

Immediately a shower of questions fell thick upon me. When ? 
How? What was he doing? How did he like it ? What sort 
of a voyage ? &c. 

" Many is the time we thought of him "w\\en \)c« hjtcA *■ 
YAawiog so bard; the old quince-tree is blown doYfn, 
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on the right hand of the great pear-tree ; it was blown down last 
Monday week, and it was that night that I asked the minister to 
pray in an especial manner for all them that went down in ships 
upon the great deep, and he said then, that Mr. Holdsworth 
might be already landed ; but I said, even if the prayer did not 
fit him, it was sure to be fitting somebody out at sea, who would 
need the Lord's care. Both Phillis and I thought he would be 
a month on the seas." 

Phillis began to speak, but her voice did not come rightly at 
first. It was a little higher pitched than usual, when she said— 

"We thought he would be a month if he went in a sailing- 
vessel, or perhaps longer. I suppose he went in a steamer?" 

' ' Old Obadiah Grimshaw was more than six weeks in getting 
to America," observed cousin Holman, 

" I presume he cannot as yet tell how he likes his new work?" 
asked the minister. 

' ' No ! he is but just landed ; it is but one page long. 1*11 read 
it to you, shall I ? — 

" * Dear Paul, — We are safe on shore, after a rough passage. 
Thought you would like to hear this, but homeward-bound 
steamer is making signals for letters. Will write again soon. 
Il seems a year since I left Hornby. Longer since I was at the 
farm. I have got my nosegay safe. Remember me to the 
Holmans.— Yours, 'E. H.'" 

" That's not mucli, certainly," said the minister. " But it's a 
comfort to know he's on land these blowy nights." 

Phillis said nothing. She kept her head bent down over her 
work ; but 1 don't think she put a stitch in, while I was reading 
the letter. I wondered if she understood what nosegay was 
meant ; but I could not tell. When next she lifted up her face, 
there were two spots of brilliant colour on the cheeks that had 
been so pale before. After I had spent an hour or two there, I 
was bound to return back to Hornby. I told them I did not know 
when I could come again, as we — by which I mean the company 
— had undertaken the Hensleydale line ; that branch for which 
poor Holdsworth was surveying when he caught his fever. 

"But you'll have a holiday at Christmas," said my cousin. 
*• Surely they'll not be such heathens as to work you then?" 

"Perhaps the lad will be going home," said the minister, as if 
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to mitigate his wife's urgency ; but for all that, I believe he 
wanted roe to come. Pbillis fixed her eyes on me with a wist- 
ful expression, hard to resist But, indeed, I bad no thought of 
resisting. Under my new master I had no hope of a holiday long 
enough to enable me to go to Birmingham and see my parents 
with any comfort ; and nothing could be pleasanter to me than to 
find myself at home at my cousin's for a day or two, then. So it 
was fixed that we were to meet in Hornby Chapel on Christmas 
Day, and that I was to accompany them home after service, and 
if possible to stay over the next day. 

I was not able to get to chapel till late on the appointed day, 
and so I took a seat near the door in considerable shame, although 
it rejjlly was not my fault. When the service was ended I went 
and stood in the porch to await the coming out of my cousins. 
Some worthy people belonging to the congregation clustered into 
a group just where I stood', and exchanged the good wishes of 
the season. It had just begun to snow, and this occasioned a 
little delay, and they fell into further conversation. I was not 
attending to what was not meant for me to hear, till I caught 
the name of Phillis Holman. And then I listened ; where was 
the barm? 

*' I never saw any one so changed ! " 

** I asked Mrs. Holman," quoth another, "'Is Phillis well?' 
and she just said she had been having a cold which had pulled 
her down ; she did not seem to think anything of it." 

•• They had best take care of her," said one of the oldest of the 
good ladies ; • ' Phillis comes of a family as is not long-lived. Her 
mother's sister, Lydia Green, her own aunt as was, died of a 
decline just when she was about this lass's age." 

This ill-omened talk was broken in upon by the coming out of 
the minister, his wife and daughter, and the consequent inter- 
change of Christmas compliments. I had had a shock, and felt 
heavy-hearted and anxious, and hardly up to making the appro- 
priate replies to the kind greetings of my relations. I looked 
askance at Phillis. She had certainly grown taller and slighter, 
and was thinner ; but there was a flush of colour on her face which 
deceived me for a time, and made me think she was looking as 
well as ever. I only saw her paleness after we had returned to 
the farm, and slie had subsided into silence and quiet. Her grey 
eyes looked hollow and sad ; her complexion was of a dead vjVv\\a, 
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But she went about just as usual ; at least, just as she had done 
the last time I was there, and seemed to have no ailment ; and I 
was inclined to think that my cousin was right when she had 
answered the inquiries of the good-natimed gossips, and told them 
that Phillis was suffering from the consequences of a bad cold, 
nothing more. 

I have said that I was to stay over the next day ; a great deal 
of snow had come down, but not all, they said, though the ground 
was covered deep with the white fall. The minister was anxiously 
housing his cattle, and preparing all things for a long continuance 
of the same kind of weather. The men were chopping wood, 
sending wheat to the mill to be ground before the road should be- 
come impassable for a cart and horse. My cousin and Phillis had 
gone upstairs to the apple-room to cover up the fruit from the 
frost I had been out the greater part of the morning, and came 
in about an hour before dinner. To my surprise, knowing how she 
had planned to be engaged, I found Phillis sitting at the dresser, 
resting her head on her two hands and reading, or seeming to read. 
She did not look up when I came in, but murmured something 
about her mother having sent her down out of the cold. It 
flashed across me that she was crying, but I put it down to some 
little spirt of temper ; I might have known better than to suspect 
the gentle, serene Phillis of crossness, poor girl ; I stooped down, 
and began to stir and build up the fire, which appeared to have 
been neglected. While my head was down I heard a noise which 
made me pause and listen — a sob, an unmistakable, irrepressible 
sob. I started up. 

" Phillis ! " I cried, going towards her, with my hand out, to 
take hers for sympathy with her sorrow, whatever it was. But 
she was too quick for me, she held her hand out of my grasp, 
for fear of my detaining her ; as she quickly passed out of the 
house, she said — 

"Don't, Paul ! I cannot bear it ! " and passed me, still sobbing, 
and went out into the keen, open air. 

I stood still and wondered. What could have come to Phillis? 
The most perfect harmony prevailed in the family, and Phillis 
especially, good and gentle as she was, was so beloved that if 
they had found out that her finger ached, it would have cast a 
shadow over their hearts. Had I done anything to vex her? 
No : she was crying before I came in. I went to look at her 
book — one of those uninteUigible Italian books. I could make 
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neither head nor tail of it I saw some pencil-notes on the margin , 
in Holdsworth's band-writing. 

Could that be it? Could that be the cause of her white looks, 
her weary eyes, her wasted figure, her struggling sobs? This 
idea came upon me like a flash of lightning on a dark night, 
making all things so clear we cannot forget them afterwards when 
the gloomy obscurity returns. I was still standing with the book 
in my hand when I heard cousin Holman's footsteps on the stairs, 
and as I did not wish to speak to her just then, I followed Phillis's 
example, and rushed out of the house. The snow was lying on 
the ground; I could track her feet by the marks they had made ; 
I could see where Rover had joined her. I followed on till I 
came to a great stack of wood in the orchard— it was built up 
against the back wall of the outbuildings, — and I recollected then 
how Phillis had told me, that first day when we strolled about 
together, that underneath this stack had been her hermitage, her 
sanctuary, when she was a child ; how she used to bring her book 
to study there, or her work, when she was not wanted in the 
house; and she had now evidently gone back to this quiet retreat 
of her childhood, forgetful of the clue given me by her footmarks 
on the new-fallen snow. The stack was built up very high ; but 
through the interstices of the sticks I could sec her figure, 
although I did not all at once perceive how I could get to her. 
She was sitting on a log of wood, Rover by her. She had laid 
her cheek on Rover's head, and had her arm round his neck, 
partly for a pillow, partly from an instinctive craving for warmth 
on that bitter cold day. She was making a low moan, like an 
animal in pain, or perhaps more like the sobbing of the wind. 
Rover, highly flattered by her caress, and also, perhaps, touched 
by sympathy, was flapping his heavy tail against the ground, but 
not otherwise moving a hair, until he heard my approach with 
his quick erect ears. Then, with a short, abrupt bark of dis- 
trust, he sprang up as if to leave his mistress, Both he and I 
were immovably still for a moment. I was not sure if what I 
longed to do was wise ; and yet I could not bear to see the sweet 
serenity of my dear cousin's life so disturbed by a suffering which 
I thought I could assuage. But Rover's ears were sharper than 
my breathing was noiseless : he heard me, and sprang out from 
under Phillis's restraining hand. 

•*Oh, Rover, don't you leave me too," she plained oxxl. 

" Phillis } " said I, seeing by Rover s exit that t.\\e en.VwcoKfc ^.«a 
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where she sat was to be found on the other side of the stack. 
" Phillis, come out ! You have got a cold already ; and it is not 
fit for you to sit there on such a day as this. You know how 
displeased and anxious it would make them all." 

She sighed, but obeyed ; stooping a little, she came out, and 
stood upright , opposite to me in the lonely, leafless orchard. Her 
face looked so meek and so sad that I felt as if I ought to beg her 
pardon for my necessarily authoritative words. 

' ' Sometimes I feel the house so close," she said ; ** and I used 
to sit under the wood-stack when I was a child. It was very 
kind of you, but there was no need to come after me. I don't 
catch cold easily." 

"Come with me into this cow-house, Phillis. I have got 
something to say to you ; and I can't stand this cold, if you can." 

I think she would have fain run away again ; but her fit of 
energy was all spent. She followed me unwillingly enough — ^that 
I could see. The place to which I took her was full of the 
fragrant breath of the cows, and was a little warmer than the 
outer air. I put her inside, and stood myself in the doorway, 
thinking how I could best begin. At last I plunged into it. 

' ' I must see that you don't get cold for more reasons than one ; 
if you are ill, Holdsworth will be so anxious and miserable out 
there " (by which I meant Canada) — 

She shot one penetrating look at me, and then turned her face 
away with a slightly impatient movement. If she could have run 
away then she would, but I held the means of exit in my own 
power. " In for a penny in for a pound," thought I, and I went 
on rapidly, anyhow. 

•' He talked so much about you, just before he left — that night 
after he had been here, you know — and you had given him those 
flowers." She put her hands up to hide her face, but she was 
listening now— listening with all her ears. 

*' He had never spoken much about you before, but the sudden 
going away unlocked his heart, and he told me how he loved 
you, and how he hoped on his return that you might be his wife." 

"Don't," said she, almost gasping out the word, which she 
had tried once or twice before to speak ; but her voice had been 
choked. Now she put her hand backwards ; she had quite 
turned away from me, and felt for mine. She gave it a soft 
lingering pressure ; and then she put her arms down on the 
wooden division, and laid her head on it, and cried quiet tears. 
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X did not understand her at once, and feared lest I had mis- 
taken the whole case, and only annoyed her. I went up to her. 
• • Oh, Phillls ! I am so sorry — I thought you would, perhaps, 
liave cared to hear it ; he did talk so feelingly, as if he did 
love you so much, and somehow I thought it would give you 
pleasure." 

She lifted up her head and looked at me. Such a look ! Her 
eyes, glittering with tears as they were, expressed an almost 
heavenly happiness ; her tender mouth was curved with rapture 
—her colour vivid and blushing ; but as if she was afraid her 
face expressed too much, more than the thankfulness to me 
she was essaying to speak, she hid it again almost immediately. 
So it M'as all right then, and my conjecture was well founded. 
I tried to remember something more to tell her of what he had 
caid, but again she stopped me. 

" Don't," she said. She still kept her face covered and hidden. 
In half a minute she added, in a very low voice, " Please, Paul, I 
think I would rather not hear any more — I don't mean but what 

I have — but what I am very much obliged Only — only, I 

think I would rather hear the rest from himself when he comes 
back." 

And then she cried a little more, in quite a different way. I 
did not say any more, I waited for her. By-and-by she turned 
towards me — not meeting my eyes, however ; and putting her 
hand in mine, just as if we were two children, she said — 

"We had best go back now — I don't look as if I had been 
crying, do I ? 
• ' You look as if you had a bad cold , ' ' was all the answer I made. 
•• Oh ! but I am — I am quite well, only cold ; and a good run 
will warm me. Come along, Paul." 

So we ran, hand in hand, till, just as we were on the threshold 
of the house, she stopped — 
'• Paul, please, we won't speak about that again." 
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PART IV. 

When I went over on Easter Day, I heard the chapel-gossips 
complimenting cousin Holman on her daughter's blooming looks, 
quite forgetful of their sinister prophecies three months before. 
And I looked at Phillis, and did not wonder at their words. I 
had not seen her since the day after Christmas Day. I had left 
the Hope Farm only a few hours after I had told her the news 
which had quickened her heart into renewed life and vigour. The 
remembrance of our conversation in the cow-house was vividly in 
my mind as I looked at her when her bright healthy appearance 
was remarked upon. As her eyes met mine our mutual recollec- 
tions flashed intelligence from one to the other. She turned away, 
her colour heightening as she did so. She seemed to be shy of 
me for the first few hours after our meeting, and I felt rather 
vexed with her for her conscious avoidance of me after my long 
absence. I had stepped a little out of my usual line in telling her 
what I did ; not that I had received any charge of secrecy, or 
given even the slightest promise to Holdsworth that I would not 
repeat his words. But I had an uneasy feeling sometimes when I 
thought of what I had done in the excitement of seeing Phillis so 
ill and in so much trouble. I meant to have told Holdsworth 
when I wrote next to him ; but when I had my half-finished letter 
before me I sate with my pen in my hand hesitating. I had more 
scruple in revealing what I had found out or guessed at of Phillis's 
secret than in repeating to her his spoken words. I did not think 
I had any right to say out to him what I believed — namely, that 
she loved him dearly, and had felt his absence even to the injury 
of her health. Yet to explain what I had done in telling her how 
he had spoken about her that last night, it would be necessary to 
give my reasons, so I had settled within myself to leave it alone. 
As she had told me she should like to hear all tlie details and 
fuller particulars and more explicit declarations first from him, so 
he should have the pleasure of extracting the delicious tender 
secret from her maidenly lips. I would not betray my guesses, 
my surmises, my all but certain knowledge of the state of her 
heart. I had received two letters from him after he had settled 
to his business ; they were full of life and energy ; but in each 
there had been a message to the family at the Hope Farm of more 
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ban common regard ; and a slight but distinct mention of Phillis 

oerselfi showing that she stood single and alone in his memory. 

These letters I had sent on to the minister, for he was sure to care 

for them, even supposing he had been unacquainted with their 

\mter, because they were so clever and so picturesquely worded 

that they bcought, as it were, a whiff of foreign atmosphere into 

his circmnscribed life. I used to wonder what was the trade or 

business in which the minister would not have thriven, mentally 

I mean, if it had so happened that he had been called into that 

state. He would have made a capital engineer, that I know ; and 

he had a fancy for the sea, like many other land-locked men to 

whom the great deep is a mystery and a fascination. He read 

law-books with relish ; and once happening to borrow ' ' De Lolme 

on the British Constitution " (or some such title), he talked about 

jurisprudence till be was far beyond my depth. But to return to 

Holdsworth's letters. When the minister sent them back he also 

HTOte oat a list of questions suggested by their perusal, which I 

was to pass on in my answers to Holds worth, until I thought of 

suggesting a direct correspondence between the two. That was 

the state of things as regarded the absent one when I went to the 

farm for my Easter visit, and when I found Phillis in that state of 

shy reserve towards me which I have named before. I thought 

she was ungrateful ; for I was not quite sure if I had done wisely 

in having told her what I did. I had committed a fault, or a 

folly, perhaps, and ail for her sake ; and here was she, less 

friends with me than she had ever been before. This httle 

estrangement only lasted a few hours. I think that as soon as 

she felt pretty sure of there being no recurrence, either by word, 

look, or allusion, to the one subject that was predominant in 

her mind, she came buck to her old sisterly ways with me. She 

had much to tell me of her own familiar interests ; how Rover 

had been ill, and how anxious they had all of them been, and 

how, after some little discussion between her father and her, 

both equally grieved by the sufferings of the old dog, he had 

been " remembered in the household prayers," and how he had 

begun to get better only the very next day, and then she would 

have led me into a conversation on the right ends of prayer, and 

on special providences, and I know not what ; only I "jibbed'* 

like their old cart-horse, and refused to stir a step in that 

direction. Then we talked about the different broods of 

chickens, and she showed me the hens that were good mothers. 
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and told me the characters of all the poultry with the utmost 
good faith ; and in all good faith I listened, for I believe there 
was a great deal of truth in all she said. And then we strolled 
on into the wood beyond the ash-meadow, and both of us sought 
for early primroses, and the fresh green crinkled leaves. She 
was not afraid of being alone with me after the first day. I 
never saw her so lovely, or so happy. I think she hardly knew 
why she was so happy all the time. I can see her now, standing 
under the budding branches of the grey trees, over which a 
tinge of green seemed to be deepening day after day, her sun- 
bonnet fallen back on her neck, her hands full of delicate wood- 
flowers, quite unconscious of my gaze, but intent on sweet 
mockery of some bird in neighbouring bush or tree. She had 
the art of warbling, and replying to the notes of different birds, 
and knew their song, their habits and ways, more accurately 
than any one else I ever knew. She had often done it at my 
request the spring before ; but this year she really gurgled, and 
whistled, and warbled just as they did, out of the very fulness 
and joy of her heart. She was more than ever the very apple of 
her father's eye ; her mother gave her both her own share of love 
and that of the dead child who had died in infancy. I have 
beard cousin Holman murmur, after a long dreamy look at 
Phillis, and tell herself how like she was growing to Johnnie, 
and soothe herself with plaintive inarticulate sounds, and many 
gentle shakes of the head, for the aching sense of loss she would 
never get over in this world. The old servants about the place 
had the dumb loyal attachment to the child of the land, common 
to most agricultural labourers ; not often stirred into activity or 
expression. My cousin Phillis was like a rose that had come to 
full bloom on the sunny side of a lonely house, sheltered from 
storms. I have read in some book of poetry — 

" A maid whom there were none to praise, 
And very few to love." 

And somehow those lines always reminded me of Phillis ; yet 
they were not true of her either. I never heard her praised ; 
and out of her own household there were very few to love her ; 
but though no one spoke out their approbation, she always did 
right in her parents' eyes, out of her natural simple goodness 
and wisdom. Holdsworth's name was never mentioned between 
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us when we were alone ; but I had sent on his letters to the 
minister, as I have said ; and more than once he began to talk 
about our absent friend, when he was smoking his pipe after 
the day's work was done. Then Phillis hung her head a little 
over her work, and listened in silence. 

'• I miss him more than I thought for ; no offence to you, 
Paul. I said once his company was like dram-drinking ; that 
was before I knew him ; and perhaps I spoke in a spirit of 
judgment. To some men's minds everything presents itself 
strongly, and they speak accordingly; and so did he. And 
I thought in my vanity of censorship that his were not true and 
sober words ; they would not have been if I had used them, but 
they were so to a man of his class of perceptions. I thought of 
the measure with which I had been meting to him when Brother 
Robinson was here last Thursday, and told me that a poor little 
quotation I was making from the Georgics savoured of vain 
babbling and profane heathenism. He went so far as to say 
that by learning other languages than our own, we were flying 
in the face of the Lord's purpose when He had said, at the 
building of the Tower of Babel, that He would confound their 
languages so that they should not understand each other's 
speech. As Brother Robinson was to me, so was I to the quick 
wits, bright senses, and ready words of Holdswortli." 
. The first little cloud upon my peace came in the shape of a 
letter from Canada, in which there were two or three sentences 
that troubled me more than they ought to have done, to judge 
merely from the words employed. It was this : — " I should feel 
dreary enough in this out-of-the-way place if it were not for a 
friendship I have formed with a French Canadian of the name 
of Ventadour. He and his family are a great resource to me in 
the long evenings. I never heard such delicious vocal music as 
the voices of. these Ventadour boys and girls in their part songs ; 
^nd the foreign element retained in their characters and manner 
of living reminds me of some of the happiest days of my hfe. 
Lucille, the second daughter, is curiously like Phillis Holman." 
In vain I said to myself that it was probably this likeness that 
made him take pleasure in the society of the Ventadour family. 
In vain I told my anxious fancy that nothing could be more 
natural than this intimacy, and that there was no sign of its 
leading to any consequence that ought to disturb me. I had a 
piresentiment, and I was disturbed ; and I could nox i^o&oxi \\. 
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away. I dare say my presentiment was rendered more per- 
sistent and keen by the doubts which would force themselves 
into my mind, as to whether I had done well in repeating 
Holdsworth's words to Phillis. Her state of vivid happiness 
this summer was markedly different to the peaceful serenity of 
former days. If in my thoughtfulness at noticing this I caught 
her eye, she blushed and sparkled all over, guessing that I was 
remembering our joint secret. Her eyes fell before mine, as if 
she could hardly bear me to see the revelation of their bright 
glances. And yet I considered again, and comforted myself 
by the reflection that, if this change had been anything more 
than my silly fancy, her father or her mother would have 
perceived it. But they went on in tranquil unconsciousness 
and undisturbed peace. 

A change in my own life was quickly approaching. In the 

July of this year my occupation on the railway and its 

branches came to an end. The lines were completed, and I 

was to leave shire, to return to Birmingham, where there 

was a niche already provided for me in my father's prosperous 
business. But before I left the north it was an understood thing 
amongst us all that I was to go and pay a visit of some weeks at 
the Hope Farm. My father was as much pleased at this plan 
as I was ; and the dear family of cousins often spoke of things 
to be done, and sights to be shown me, during this visit. My 
want of wisdom in having told " that thing " (under such ambigu- 
ous words I concealed the injudicious confidence I had made to 
Phillis) was the only drawback to my anticipations of pleasure. 

The ways of life were too simple at the Hope Farm for my 
coming to them to make the slightest disturbance. I knew my 
room, like a son of the house. I knew the regular course of 
their days, and that I was expected to fall into it, like one of the 
family. Deep summer peace brooded over the place ; the v^-arm 
golden air was filled with the murmur of insects near at hand. 
the more distant sound of voices out in the fields, the clear far- 
away rumble of carts over the stone-paved lanes miles away. 
The heat was too great for the birds to be singing ; only now 
and then one might hear the wood-pigeons in the trees beyond 
the ash-field. The cattle stood knee-deep in the pond, flicking 
their tails about to keep off the flies. The minister stood in the 
hay-field, without hat or cravat, coat or waistcoat, panting and 
smiling. Phillis had been leading the row of farm-servants, turn- 
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lag the swathes of fragrant hay with measured movement. She 
went to the end — to the hedge, and then, throwing down her 
rake, she came to me with her free sisterly welcome. "Go, 
Paul ! " said the minister. "We need all hands to make use of 
the sunshine to-day. ' Whatsoever thine hand findeth to do, do 
it with all thy might.' It will be a healthy change of work for 
thee, lad; and I find my best rest in change of work." So 
off I went, a willing labourer, following Phillis's lead ; it was 
the primitive distinction of rank ; the boy who frightened the 
sparrows off the fruit was the last in our rear. We did not leave 
off till the red sun was gone down behind the fir-trees bordering 
the common. Then we went home to supper — prayers — to 
bed ; some bird singing far into the night, as I heard it through 
my open window, and the poultry beginning their clatter and 
cackle in the earliest morning. I had carried what luggage 
I immediately needed with me from my lodgings, and the rest 
was to be sent by the carrier. He brought it to the farm be- 
tinaes that morning, and along with it he brought a letter or two 
that had arrived since I had left. I was talking to cousin Hol- 
man — about my mother's ways of making bread, I remember ; 
cotisin Holman was questioning me, and had got me far beyond 
my depth — in the house- place, when the letters were brought in 
by oae of the men, and I had to pay the carrier for his trouble 
before I could look at them. A bill — a Canadian letter ! What 
instinct made me so thankful that I was alone with my dear 
unobservant cousin? What made me hurry them away into 
my coat-pocket ? I do not know. I felt strange and sick, and 
made irrelevant answers, I am afraid. Then I went to my 
room, ostensibly to carry up my boxes. I sate on the side of 
my bed and opened my letter from Holdsworth. It seemed to 
me as if I had read its contents before, and knew exactly what 
he had got to say. I knew he was going to be married to 
Lucille Ventadour ; nay, that he was married ; for this was the 
5th of July, and he wrote word that his marriage was fixed to 
take place on the 29th of June. I knew all the reasons he gave, 
all the raptures he went into. I held the letter loosely in my 
hands, and looked into vacancy, yet I saw a chaffinch's nest on 
the lichen-covered trunk of an old apple-tree opposite my 
window, and saw the mother-bird come fluttering in to feed her 
brood — and yet I did not see it, although it seemed to me aCtei- 
waids as if I could have drawn every fibre, every feaX\iet. \'«^& 
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stirred up to action by the merry sound of voices and the clamp 
of rustic feet coming home for the mid-day meal. I knew I 
must go down to dinner ; I knew, too, I must tell Phillis ; for 
in his happy egotism, his new-fangled foppery, Holdsworth 
had put in a P.S. , saying that he should send wedding-cards to 
me and some other Hornby and Eltham acquaintances, and 
"to his kind friends at Hope Farm." Phillis had faded away 
to one among several ' ' kind friends. " I don't know how I got 
through dinner that day. I remember forcing myself to eat, 
and talking hard ; but I also recollect the wondering look in the 
minister's eyes. He was not one to think evil without cause ; 
but many a one would have taken me for drunk. As soon as I 
decently could I left the table, saying I would go out for a walk. 
At first I must have tried to stun reflection by rapid walking, for 
I had lost myself on the high moorlands far beyond the familiar 
gorse-covered common, before I was obliged for very weariness 
to slacken my pace. I kept wishing— oh ! how fervently wish- 
ing I had never committed that blunder ; that the one little half- 
hour's indiscretion could be blotted out. Alternating with this 
was anger against Holdsworth ; unjust enough, I dare say. I 
suppose I stayed in that solitary place for a good hour or more, 
and then I turned homewards, resolving to get over the telling 
Phillis at the first opportunity, but shrinking from the fulfilment 
of my resolution so much that when I came into the house and 
saw Phillis (doors and windows open wide in the sultry weather) 
alone in the kitchen, I became quite sick with apprehension. 
She was standing by the dresser, cutting up a great household 
loaf into hunches of bread for the hungry labourers who might 
come in any minute, for the heavy thunderclouds were over- 
spreading the sky. She looked round as she heard my step. 

"You should have been in the field, helping with the hay," 
said she, in her calm, pleasant voice. I had heard her as I came 
near the house softly chanting some hymn-tune, and the peaceful- 
ness of that seemed to be brooding over her now. 

" Perhaps I should. It looks as if it was going to rain." 

" Yes, there is thunder about. Mother has had to go to bed 
with one of her bad headaches. Now you are come in " 

" Phillis," said I, rushing at my subject and interrupting her, 
" I went a long walk to think over a letter I had this morning — a 
letter from Canada. You don't know how it has grieved me. " I 
held it out to her as I spoke. Her colour changed a little, but it 
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'>was more the reflection of my face, I think, than because she 

<>onx]ed any definite idea from my words. Still she did not take 

*lie letter. I had to bid her read it, before she quite understood 

'What I wished. She sate down rather suddenly as she received 

i t into her hands ; and, spreading it on the dresser before her, she 

mested her forehead on the palms of her hands, her arms supported 

On the table, her figure a little averted, and her countenance thus 

sliaded. I looked out of the open window ; my heart was very 

licavy. How peaceful it all seemed in the farmyard ! Peace and 

I3]enty. How still and deep was the silence of the house ! Tick- 

t.ick went the unseen clock on the wide staircase. I had heard 

the rustle once, when she turned over the page of thin paper. She 

must have read to the end. Yet she did not move, or say a word, 

or even sigh. I kept on looking out of the window, my hands in 

my pockets. I wonder how long that time really was? It seemed 

to me interminable — ^unbearable. At length I looked round at 

her. She must have felt my look, for she changed her attitude 

with a quick sharp movement, and caught my eyes. 

• • Don't look so sorry, Paul," she said. ' ' Don't, please. I can't 
bear it. There is nothing to be sorry for. I think not, at least. 
Vou have not done wrong, at any rate." I felt that I groaned, 
but I don't think she heard me. ' ' And he, — there's no wrong in 
his marrying, is there ? I'm sure I hope he'll be happy. Oh ! 
how I hope it ! " These last words were like a wail ; but I be- 
lieve she was afraid of breaking down, for she changed the key in 
which she spoke, and hurried on. " Lucille — that's our English 
Lucy, I suppose ? Lucille Holdsworth ! It's a pretty name ; and 

I hope 1 forget what I was going to say. Oh ! it was this. 

Paul, I think we need never speak about this again ; only remem- 
ber you are not to be sorry. You have not done wrong ; you have 
been very, very kind ; and if I see you looking grieved I don't 
know what I might do ;— I might break down, you know." 

I think she was on the point of doing so then, but the dark 
storm came dashing down, and the thundercloud broke right 
above the house, as it seemed. Her mother, roused from sleep, 
called out for Phillis ; the men and women from the hayfield came 
running into shelter, drenched through. The minister followed, 
smiling, and not unpleasantly excited by the war of elements ; 
for, by dint of hard work through the long summer's day. the 
greater part of the hay was ssitXy housed in the banv m >^^ ^f^du 
QoAp or twice in the succeed\Ti% bustle 1 cancie actos& VYiS 
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always busy, and, as it sccnied 10 me, always doing Ibe tight 
ihing. Wben ! was alone in my own room at nighl I allowed 
injself !□ feel relieved : and to believe that Ibe worst waa over, 
and was nolso very bad after all. But the succeedirg days were 
very miserable. Sometimes I Ibooght it aiust be my fancy Ibat 
falsely represenled Phillis la me as strangely changed, for surely, 
if this idea of mine was woU-founded, ber parents— her father 
and mother— her own flesh and blood— would have been the first 
to perceive it. Yet they went on in Ibeir hoiuchold peace and 
content ; if anything, a little more cheerfully than usual, for the 
" harvest of the first fruits," as the minister called it. had been 
more bounteous than luiial, and there was plenty all around, in 
which the humblest labourer was made 10 share. After the one 
thunders larm, cameone or iwolovelysercneaaniiner days, during 
which Ibe hay Wai all carried : and then Sui:ceeded long soft rains 
filling the ears of com. and causing the mown grass to spring 
afresh. The ministerallawed himself a tew more bour^ of relaxa- 
tion and home enjoyment than usual during this wet apdl : hard 
earth-bound frost was his winter holiday ; these wet days, after 
the hay harvest, his summer holiday. We sale with open win- 
dowSi the fragrance and the freshness called out by the aotl-faliing 
rain filling the housc-piaee ; while the quiet ceaseless patter 
among the leaves outside ought lo have bad the same lulling 
effect as all other genile perpetual sounds, siicli as miU-wheeU 
and bubbling springs, have on tlie aErves of happy peoiJe, But 
iwoof us were not happy. I was sure enough of myself, for one. 
I was worse than sure,~I was wretdiedly anxious about PUllit. 
Ever since that day of the thanderstorni ihere had been a new, 
sharp, discordant sound to me in her voice, a sort of jangle in ber 
(one ; and her restless eyes bad no quietness in ibetti : and ber 
colonrcame and went without acauseibat 1 could Bnd out. The 
minister, happy in ignorance of whatmost concerned him. faroughl 
ont bis books ; bis learned vohimes and classics. Whelhsr Eie 
read and talked lo Phiilis, or to me, I do not know ; hut feeling 
' at she was uol, could not be, attending to the peace- 
ful details, so strange and foreign to the turmoil in her heart, I 
ed myself to listen, and if possible to understand. 
Look bere!" said the minister, tapping the old vellum' 
bound book he held ; "in the first Cargic he speaks of rolling 

■ irrigation; n llllle further on he insists on choice of T " 
seed, and advises US to keep ^li^ drains clear. Again, 
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iarmer could give shrewder advice than to cut light meadows 
"While the dew is on, even though it involve night- work. It is all 
living truth in these days." He began beating time with a ruler 
vpon his knee, to some Latin lines he read aloud just then. I 
sappose the monotonous chant irritated Phillis to some irregular 
energy, for I remember the quick knotting and breaking of the 
thread with which she was sewing. I never hear that snap re- 
peated now, without suspecting some sting or stab troubling the 
Iieart of the worker. Cousin Holman, at her peaceful knitting, 
noticaed the reason why Phillis had so constantly to interrupt the 
progress of her seam. 

•• It is bad thread, I'm afraid," she said, in a gentle, sjrm- 
pathetic voice. But it was too much for Phillis. 

•• The thread is bad — everything is bad — I am so tired of it 
all 1 " And she put down her work, and hastily left the room. 
I do not suppose that in all her life Phillis had ever shown so 
much temper before. In many a family the tone, the manner, 
would not have been noticed ; but here it fell with a sharp sur- 
prise upon the sweet, calm atmosphere of home. The minister 
pat down ruler and book, and pushed his spectacles up to his 
forehead. The mother looked distressed for a moment, and then 
smoothed her features and said in an explanatory tone — " It's 
the weather, I think. Some people feel it different to others. It 
always brings on a headache with me." She got up to follow 
her daughter, but half-way to the door she thought better of it, 
and came back to her seat. Good mother ! she hoped the better 
to conceal the unusual spirt of temper, by pretending not to 
take much notice of it. "Go on, minister," she said; "it is 
vary interesting ^at you are reading about, and when I don't 
quite understand it, I like the sound of your voice." So he went 
on, but languidly and irregularly, and beat no more time with 
his ruler to any Latin lines. When the dusk came on, early 
that July night because of the cloudy sky, Phillis came softly 
back, making as though nothing had happened. She took up 
her work, but it was too dark to do many stitches ; and she 
dropp>ed it soon. Then I saw her hand stole into her mother's, 
and how this latter fondled it with quiet little caresses, while the 
minister, as fully aware as I was of this tender pantomime, went 
on talking in a happier tone of voice about things as uninterest- 
ing to him, at the time, I verily believe, as l\ieY N*«t \o Tt\^\ 
and that Is saying a good deal, and shows how mucXi wot* ^ 
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what was passing before him was, even to a farmer, than 
agricultural customs of the ancients. ^ 

I remember one thing more — an attack which Betty the ser^^. 




say, cousin Paul" (she had adopted the family 
addressing me generally as cousin Paul, and always speak 
of me in that form), " something's amiss with our Phillis, an 
reckon you've a good guess what it is. She's not one to 
up wi' such as you " (not complimentary, but that Betty n 
was, even to those for whom she felt the highest respect), 
I'd as lief yon Holdsworth had never come near us. So tb 
you've a bit o' my mind." 

And a very unsatisfactory bit it was. I did not know what 
answer to the glimpse at the real state of the case implied in t 
shrewd woman's speech ; so I tried to put her off by assumin 
surprise at her first assertion. 

' ' Amiss with Phillis ! I should like to know why you thin 
anything is wrong with her. She looks as blooming as any on 
can do." 

'* Poor lad ! you're but a big child, after all ; and you've likel 
never beared of a fever-flush. But you know better nor that, 
my fine fellow ! so don't think for to put me off wi' blooms and 
blossoms and such-like talk. What makes her walk about for 
hours and hours o' nights when she used to be abed and asleep? 
I sleep next room to her, and hear her plain as can be. What 
makes her come in panting and ready to drop into that chair," 
— nodding to one close to the door — " and it's ' Oh ! Betty, some 
water, please?' That's the way she comes in now, when she 
used to come back as fresh and bright as she went out. If yon 
friend o' yours has played her false, he's a deal for t' answer for : 
she's a lass who's as sweet and as sound as a nut, and the very 
apple of her father's eye, and of her mother's too, only wi' her 
she ranks second to th' minister. You'll have to look after yon 
chap, for I, for one, will stand no wrong to our Phillis." 

What was I to do, or to say ? I wanted to justify Holdsw orth, 
to keep Phillis's secret, and to pacify the woman all in the same 
breath. I did not take the best course, I'm afraid. 

" I don't believe Holdsworth ever spoke a word of — of love to 
lier in all his life. I am sure he didn't." 

"Ay, ay \ but there's eyes, awd \Vvexei' s V\;\x\d"5, ^«, well as 
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tongues ; and a man has two o' th' one and but one o' 
t'other." 

** And she's so young ; do you suppose her parents would not 
have seen it?" 

"Well 1 if you ax me that, I'll say out boldly, ' No.' They've 
called her ' the child ' so long — ' the child ' is always their name 
for her when they talk on her between themselves, as if never 
anybody else had a ewe-lamb before them — that she's grown up 
to be a woman under their very eyes, and they look on her still 
as if she were in her long clothes. And you ne'er heard on a 
man falling in love wi' a babby in long clothes ! " 

" No I " said I, half laughing. But she went on as grave as a 
judge. 

** Ay I you see you'll laugh at the bare thought on it — and I'll 
be bound th' minister, though he's not a laughing man, would 
ha' sniggled at th' notion of falling in love wi' the child. Where's 
Holdsworth off to ? " 

"Canada," said I shortly. 

" Canada here, Canada there," she replied testily. " Tell me 
how far he's off, instead of giving me your gibberish. Is he a 
two days' journey away ? or a three ? or a week ? " 

••He's ever so far off— -three weeks at the least," cried I in 
despair. "And he's either married, or just going to be. So 
there I " I expected a fresh burst of anger. But no ; the matter 
was too serious. Betty sate down, and kept silence for a minute 
or two. She looked so miserable and downcast, that I could not 
help going on, and taking her a little into my confidence. 

*' It is quite true what I said. I know he never spoke a word 
to her. I think he liked her, but it's all over now. The best 
thing we can do— the best and kindest for her— and I know you 
love her, Betty " 

" I nursed her in my arms ; I gave her little brother his last 
taste o' earthly food," said Betty, putting her apron up to her 
eyes. 

"Well ! don't let us show her we guess that she is grieving ; 
she'll get over it the sooner. Her father and mother don't even 
guess at it, and we must make as if we didn't. It's too late now 
to do anything else." 

•• I'll never let on ; I know nought. I've known true love 
raysel', in my day. But I wish he'd been farred before he ever 
came near this house) with his ' Please Belly' lYi\s, 2ixvd * "^\«^^^ 
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Betty ' that, and drinking up our new milk as if he'd been a ^ 
I hale such beguiling ways." 

I thought it was as well to let her exhaust herself in abti^i^^S 
the absent Holdsworth ; if it was shabby and treacherous ia ^^' 
I came in for my punishment dhrectly. 

' * It's a caution to a man how he goes about beguiling. ^^^^ 
men do it as easy and innocent as co<Mng doves. Don't yoi^ 
none of 'em, my lad. Not that you've got the gifts to do it, eit J^ ^ ^ 
you're no great shakes to look at, neither for figure nor yet ^ 

face, and it would need be a deaf adder to be taken in wi' y^^ ^| 
words, though there may be no great harm in 'em." A lac:^ ^ 
nineteen or twenty is not flattered by such an outspoken opin ^ ^^ 
even from the oldest and ugliest of her sex ; and I was only "*" 



glad to change the subject by my repeated injunctions to k^ ^i 

Phillis's secret. The end of our conversation was this speech 

her's — ^ 

" You great gaupus, for all you're called cousin o' th' minist-^^* 
—many a one is cursed wi' fools for cousins — d'ye think I cai:^ ^^ 
see sense except through your spectacles ? I give you leave t- 
cut out my tongue, and nail it up on th' barn-door for a cautioa 
to magpies, if I let out on that poor wench, either to hersdf, cT 
any one that is hers, as the Bible says. Now you've heard me 
speak Scripture language, perhaps you'll be content, and leav^^^ 
me my kitchen to myself." 

During all these days, from the 5th of July to the 17th, I must 
have forgotten what Holdsworth had said about sending cards. 
And yet I think I could not have quite forgotten ; but, once 
having told Phillis about his marriage, I must have looked upon 
the after-consequence of cards as of no importance. At any rate, 
they came upon me as a surprise at last. The penny-post reform, 
as people call it, had come into operation a short time before ; but 
the never-ending stream of notes and letters which seem now to 
flow in upon most households had not yet begun its course ; at 
least in those remote parts. There was a post-office at Hornby ; 
and an old fellow, who stowed away the few letters in any or all 
his pockets, as it best suited him, was the letter-carrier to Heath- 
bridge and the neighbourhood. I have often met him in the lanes 
thereabouts, and asked him for letters. Sometimes I have come 
upon him, sitting on the hedge-bank resting ; and he has begged 
me to read him an address, too illegible for his spectacled eyes 
to (P0^niu»f WhMi I uaad ta inquire iC he had anything for me, 
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or for Holdsworth (he was not particular to whom he gave np the 
letters, so that he got rid of them somehow, and could set off 
homewards), he would say he thought that he had, for such was 
bis invariable safe form of answer ; and would fumble in breast- 
pockets, waistcoat-pockets, breeches-pockets, and, as a last re- 
source, in coat-tail pockets ; and at length try to comfort me, if I 
looked disappointed, by telling me, " Hoo had missed this toime, 
but was sure to write to-morrow;" "hoo" representing an 
imaginary sweetheart. 

Sometimes I had seen the minister bring home a letter which 
he had found lying for him at the little shop that was the post- 
office at Hea^bridge, or from the grander establishment at 
Hornby, Once or twice Josiah, the carter, remembered that the 
old letter-carrier had trusted him with an epistle to " Measter," 
as they had met in the lanes. I think it must have been about 
ten days after my arrival at the farm, and my talk to Phillis 
catting bread-and-butter at the kitchen dresser, before the day 
on which the minister suddenly spoke at the dinner-table, and 
said — 

•* By-the-bye, I've got a letter in my pocket. Reach me my 
coat here, Phillis." The weather was still sultry, and for cool- 
ness and ease the minister was sitting in his shirt- sleeves. " I 
went to Heathbridge about the paper they had sent me, which 
spoils all the pens — and I called at the post-office, and found a 
letter for me, unpaid, — and they did not like to trust it to old 
Zeki^ Ay ! here it is ! Now we shall hear news of Holdsworth, 
— I thought I'd keep it till we were all together." My heart 
seemed to stop beating, and I hung my head over my plate, not 
daring to look up. What would come of it now ? What was 
Phillis d(Mng ? How was she looking ? A moment of suspense, 
—And then he spoke again. ' ' Why ? what's this ? Here are 
two visiting tickets with his name on, no writing at all. No ! it's 
not his name on both. Mrs. Holdsworth. The young man has 
gone and got married." I lifted my head at these words ; I could 
not help looking just for one instant at Phillis. It seemed to me 
as if she had been keeping watch over my face and ways. Her 
face was brilliantly flushed ; her eyes were dry and glittering ; 
but she did not speak ; her lips were set tc^ether almost as if she 
was pinching them tight to prevent words or sounds coming out. 
Cousin Holman's face expressed surprise and inlwesX. 

"WeUi" said sbe, "who'd ha' tboug\\t \0 W^^ xtv^^^ 
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quick work of his wooing and wedding. I'm sure I wish him 
happy. Let me see" — counting on her fingers, — "October, 
November, December, January, February, March, April, May, 
June, July, — at least we're at the 28th, — it is nearly ten months 
after all, and reckon a month each way off" 

"Did you know of this news before?" said the minister, 
turning sharp round on me, surprised, I suppose, at my 
silence, — hardly suspicious, as yet. 

" I knew — I had heard — something. It is to a French Cana- 
dian young lady," I went on, forcing myself to talk. " Her 
name is Ventadour." 

"Lucille Ventadour!" said Phillis, in a sharp voice, out 
of tune. 

" Then you knew, too ! " exclaimed the minister. 

We both spoke at once. I said, " I heard of the probability 

of , and told Phillis." She said, " He is married to Lucille 

Ventadour, of French descent ; one of a large family near St. 
Meurice; am not I right?" I nodded. "Paul told me,— 
that is all we know, is not it? Did you see the Howsons* 
father, in Heathbridge ? " and she forced herself to talk more 
than she had done for several days, asking many questions, 
trying, as I could see, to keep the conversation off the one 
raw surface, on which to touch was agony. I had less self- 
command; but I followed her lead. I was not so much 
absorbed in the conversation but what I could see that 
the minister was puzzled and uneasy ; though he seconded 
Phillis's efforts to prevent her mother from recurring to the 
great piece of news, and uttering continual exclamations of 
wonder and surprise. But with that one exception we were 
all disturbed out of our natural equanimity, more or less. 
Every day, every hour, I was reproaching myself more and 
more for my blundering ofiiciousness. If only I had held my 
foolish tongue for that one half-hour; if only I had not been 
in such impatient haste to do something to relieve pain ! I 
could have knocked my stupid head against the wall in my 
remorse. Yet all I could do now was to second the brave 
girl in her efforts to conceal her disappointment and keep her 
maidenly secret. But I thought that dinner would never, 
never come to an end. I suffered for her, even more than 
for myself. Until now everything which I had heard spoken 
jji that happy household were simple words oC true meaning. 
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If we had aught to say, we said it ; and if any one preferred 
silence, nay, if all did so, there would have been no spasmodic, 
forced efforts to talk for the sake of talking, or to keep off in- 
trusive thoughts or suspicions. 

At length we got up from our places, and prepared to dis- 
perse ; but two or three of us had lost our zest and interest in 
the daily labour. The minister stood looking out of the window 
in silence, and when he roused himself to go out to the fields 
where his labourers were working, it was with a sigh ; and he 
tried to avert his troubled face as he passed us on his way to 
the door. When he had left us, I caught sight of Phillis's face, 
as, thinking herself unobserved, her countenance relaxed for a 
moment or two into sad, woeful weariness. She started into 
briskness again when her mother spoke, and hurried away to do 
some little errand at her bidding. When we two were alone, 
cousin Holman reciurred to Holdsworth's marriage. She was 
<Hie of those people who like to view an event from every side 
of probability, or even possibility ; and she had been cut short 
from indulging herself in this way during dinner. 

"To think of Mr. Holdsworth's being married! I can't 
get over it, Paul. Not but what he was a very nice young 
man I I don't like her name, though ; it sounds foreign. 
Say it again, my dear. I hope she'll know how to take care 
of him, English fashion. He is not strong, and if she does 
not see that his things are well aired, I should be afraid of the 
old cough." 

"He always said he was stronger than he had ever been 
before, after that fever." 

" He might think so, but I have my doubts. He was a very 
pleasant young man, but he did not stand nursing very well. 
He got tired of being coddled, as he called it. I hope they'll 
soon come back to England, and then he'll have a chance for 
his health. I wonder now, if she speaks English ; but, to be 
sure, he can speak foreign tongues like anything, as I've heard 
the minister say." 

And so we went on for some time, till she became drowsy 
over her knitting, on the sultry summer afternoon ; and I stole 
away for a walk, for 1 wanted some solitude in which to think 
over things, and, alas ! to blame myself with poignant stabs of 
remorse. 

I lounged lazily as soon as I got to the wood. W^x^ ^tA 
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there the bubbling, brawling brock circled round a great stone, 
or a root of an old tree, and made a pool ; otherwise it coursed 
brightly over the gravel and stones. I stood by one of these 
for more than half-an-hour, or, indeed, longer, throwing bits of 
wood or pebbles into the water, and wondering what I could 
do to remedy the present state of things. Of course all my 
meditation was of no use ; and at length the distant sound of 
the horn employed to tell the men iar afield to leave off work, 
warned me that it was six o'clock, and time for me to go home. 
Then I caught wafts of the loud-voiced singing of the evening 
psalm. As I was crossing the ash-field, I saw the minister at 
some distance talking to a man. I could not hear what they 
were saying, but I saw an impatient or dissentient (I could 
not tell which) gesture on the part of the former, who walked 
quickly away, and was apparently absorbed in his thoughts, 
for though be i>assed within twenty yards of me, as both our 
paths converged towards home, he took no notice of me. He 
passed the evening in a way which was even worse than dinner- 
time. The minister was silent, depressed, even irritable. Poor 
cousin Holman was utterly perplexed by this unusual frame of 
mind and temper in her husband; she was not well herself, 
and was sufifering from the extreme and sultry heat, which 
made her less talkative than usual. Phillis, usually so re- 
verently tender to her parents, so soft, so gentle, seemed now 
to take no notice of the unusual state of things, but talked to 
me — to any one, on indifferent subjects, regardless of her 
father's gravity, of her mother's piteous looks of bewilderment. 
But once my eyes fell upon her hands, concealed under the 
table, and I could see the passionate, convulsive manner in 
which she laced and interlaced her fingers perp)etually, wring- 
ing them together from time to time, wringing till the com- 
pressed flesh became perfectly white. What could I do? I 
talked with her, as I saw she wished ; her grey eyes had dark 
circles round them, and a strange kind of dark light in them ; 
her cheeks were flushed, but her lips were white and wan. I 
wondered that others did not read these signs as clearly as 1 
did. But perhaps they did ; I think, from what came after- 
wards, the minister did. 

Poor cousin Holman ! she worshipped her husband ; and the 
outward signs of his uneasiness were more patent to her simple 
heart than were her daughter's. After a while she could bear it 
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no longer. She got up, and, softly laying her hand on his broad 
stooping shoulder, she said — « 

" What is the matter, minister? Has anything gone wrong ? " 

He started as if from a dream. Phillis hung her head, and 
caught her breath in terror at the answer she feared. But he, 
looking round with a sweeping glance, turned his broad, wise 
face up to his anxious wife, and forced a smile, and took her 
hand in a reassuring manner. 

' * I am blaming myself, dear. I have been overcome with anger 
this afternoon. I scarcely knew what I was doing, but I turned 
away Timothy Cooper. He has killed the Ribstone pippin at the 
comer of the orchard ; gone and piled the quicklime for the mor- 
tar for the new stable wall against the trunk of the tree — stupid 
fellow 1 killed the tree outright — and it loaded with apples 1 " 

" And Ribstone pip^Hns are so scarce," said sympathetic cousin 
Holman. 

" Ay I But Timothy is but a half-wit ; and he has a wife and 
children. He had often put me to it sore, with his slothful ways, 
but I had laid it before the Lord, and striven to bear with him. 
But I will not stand it any longer, it's past my patience. And 
he has notice to find another place. Wife, we won't talk more 
about it" He took her hand gently off his shoulder, touched it 
with his lips ; but relapsed into a silence as profound, if not quite 
so morose in appearance, as before. I could not tell why, but 
this bit of talk between her father and mother seemed to take all 
the factitious spirits out of Phillis. She did not speak now, but 
looked out of the open casement at the calm large moon, slowly 
moving through the twilight sky. Once I thought her eyes were 
filling with tears ; but, if so, she shook them off, and arose with 
alacrity when her mother, tired and dispirited, proposed to go to 
bed immediately after prayers. We all said good-night in our 
separate ways to the minister, who still sat at the table with the 
great Bible open before him, not much looking up at any of our 
salutations, but returning them kindly. But when I, last of all, 
was on the point of leaving the room, he said, still scarcely look- 
ing up — 

*' Paul, you will oblige me by staying here a few minutes. I 
would fain have some talk with you." 

I knew what was coming, all in a moment. I carefully shut-to 
the door, put out my candle, and sat down to my fate. He 
seemed to find some difl&culty in beginning, ioi, \l \ ^i»^ xvcA 
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heard that he wanted to speak to me, I should never have guessed 
it, he seemed -so much absorbed in reading a chapter to the end. 
Suddenly he lifted his head up and said — 

" It is about that friend of yours, Holdsworth ! P^ul, have you 
any reason for thinking he has played tricks upon Phillis ? " 

I saw that his eyes were blazing with such a fire of anger at 
the bare idea, that I lost all my presence of mind, and only re- 
peated— 

" Played tricks on Phillis ! " 

*• Ay ! you know what I mean : made love to her, courted her, 
made her think that he loved her, and then gone away and left 
her. Put it as you will, only give me an answer of some kind or 
another — a true answer, I mean — ^and don't repeat my words, 
Paul." 

He was shaking all over as he said this. I did not delay a 
moment in answering him — 

•' I do not beUeve that Edward Holdsworth ever played tricks 
on Phillis, ever made love to her ; he never, to my knowledge, 
made her beUeve that he loved her." 

I stopped ; I wanted to nerve up my courage for a confession, 
yet I wished to save the secret of Phillis's love for Holdswc»th as 
much as I could ; that secret which she had so striven to keep 
sacred and safe ; and I had need of some reflection before I went 
on with what I had to say. 

He began again before I had quite arranged my manner of 
speech. It was almost as if to himself—" She is my only child ; 
my little daughter ! She is hardly out of childhood : I have 
thought to gather her under my wings for years to come ; her 
mother and I would lay down our lives to keep her from harm 
and grief." Then raising his voice, and looking at me, he said, 
*' Something has gone wrong with the child ; and it seems to me 
to date from the time she heard of that marriage. It is hard to 
think that you may know more of her secret cares and sorrows 
than I do, — but perhaps you do, Paul, perhaps you do, — only, 
if it be not a sin, tell me what I can do to make her happy again ; 
tell me." 

" It will not do much good, I am afraid," said I, " but I \n\l 
own how wrong I did ; I don't mean wrong in the way of sin, 
but in the way of judgment. Holdsworth told me just before 
he went that he loved Phillis, and hoped to make her his wife, 
and I told her." 
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There ! it was out ; all my part in it, at least ; and I set my 
lips tight together, and waited for the words to come. I did 
not see his face ; I looked straight at the wall opposite ; but I 
heard him once begin to speak, and then turn over the leaves 
m the book before him. How awfully still that room was ! 
The- air outside, how still it was 1 The open window let in no 
rustle of leaves, no twitter or movement of birds — no sound 
whatever. The clock on the stairs — the minister's hard breath- 
ing — ^was it to go on for ever? Impatient beyond bearing at 
the deep quiet, I spoke again — 

" I did it for the best, as I thought." 

The minister shut the book to hastily, and stood up. Then I 
saw how angry he was. 

" For the best, do you say? It was best, was it, to go and 
tell a young girl what you never told a word of to her parents, 
who trusted you like a son of their own ? " 

He began walking about, up and down the room close under 
the open windows, churning up his bitter thoughts of me. 

"To put such thoughts into the child's head," continued he ; 

"to spoil her peaceful maidenhood with talk about another 

man's love; and such love, too," he spoke scornfully now — "a 

love that is ready for any young woman. Oh, the misery in my 

poor little daughter's face to-day at dinner — the misery, Paul ! 

I thought you were one to be trusted — your father's son too, to 

go and put such thoughts into the child's mind ; you two talking 

together about that man wishing to marry her." 

I could not help remembering the pinafore, the childish gar- 
went which Phillis wore so long, as if her parents were unaware 
<^her progress towards womanhood. Just in the same way the 
'minister spoke and thought of her now, as a child, whose inno^ 
<^t peace I had spoiled by vain and foolish talk. I knew that 
the truth was different, though I could hardly have told it now ; 
^t, indeed, I never thought of trying to tell ; it was far from 
°>y mind to add one iota to the sorrow which I had caused. 
*^ minister went on walking, occasionally stopping to move 
^•ngs on the table, or articles of furniture, in a sharp, impatient, 
""^^^ingless way, then he began again — 

" So young, so pure from the world ! how could you go and 
^ to such a child, raising hopes, exciting feelings — all to 
^d thus; and best so, even though I saw her poor piteo\3& 
^ k)ok as it did? I can't forgive you, Pa\i\\ \\. vj^a tow 
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than wrong— it was wicked — to go and repeat that man's 
words." 

His back was now to the door, and, in listening to his low 
angry tones, he did not hear it slowly open, nor did he see 
Phillis, standing just within the room, until he turned round ; 
then he stood still. She must have been half undressed ; but 
she had covered herself with a dark winter cloak, which fell in 
long folds to her white, naked, noiseless feet. Her face was 
strangely pale : her eyes heavy in the black circles round them. 
She came up to the table very slowly, and leant her hand upon 
it, saying mournfully — 

•' Father, you must not blame Paul. I could not help hearing 
a great deal of what you were saying. He did tell me, and 
perhaps it would have been wiser not, dear Paul I But — oh, 
dear 1 oh, dear ! I am so sick with shame 1 He told me out 
of his kind heart, because he saw — that I was so very unhappy 
at his going away." 

She hung her head, and leant more heavily than before on 
her supporting hand. 

" I don't understand," said her father ; but he was beginning 
to understand. Phillis did not answer till he asked her again. 
1 could have struck him now for his cruelty ; but then I 
knew all. 

" I loved him, father ! " she said at length, raising her eyes to 
the minister's face. 

•' Had he ever spoken of love to you ? Paul says not 1 " 

•' Never." She let fall her eyes, and drooped more than ever. 
I almost thought she would fall. 

" I could not have believed it," said he, in a hard voice, yet 
siqhing the moment he had spoken. A dead silence for a 
moment. " Paul I I was unjust to you. You deserved blame, 
but not all that I said." Then again a silence. I thought I 
saw Phillis's white lips moving, but it might be the flickering of 
the candlelight — a moth had flown in through the open case- 
ment, and was fluttering round the flame ; I might have saved 
it, but I did not care to do so, my heart was too full of other 
things. At any rate, no sound was heard for long endless 
minutes. Then he said — " Phillis ! did we not make you happy 
here ? Have we not loved you enough ? " 

She did not seem to understand the drift of this question ; she 
looked up as if bewildered, and her beautiful eyes dilated with a 
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painful, tortured expression. He went on without noticing the 

look on bar £ace ; he did not see it, I am sure. 

"And yet you would have left us, left your home, left your 

father and your mother, and gone away with this stranger, 

"Mrandering over the world." 

He suffered, too ; there were tones of pain in the voice in which 

he uttered this reproach. Probably the father and daughter were 

neirer so far apart in their lives, so unsympathetic. Yet some 

new terror came over her, and it was to him she turned for help. 

A. shadow came over her face, and she tottered towards her 

father ; falling down, her arms across his knees, and moaning 

out— 

"Father, my head ! my head ! " and then she slipped through 

his qmck-enfolding arms, and lay on the ground at his feet. 
I shall never forget his sudden look of agony while I live ; 

never I We raised her up ; her colour had strangely darkened ; 
she was insensible. I ran through the back-kitchen to the yard 
pomp, and brought back water. The minister had her on his 
l^nees, her head against his breast, almost as though she were a 
sleeping child. He was trying to rise up with his poor precious 
btirden, but the momentary terror had robbed the strong man 
<>f his strength, and he sank back in his chair with sobbing 
breath. 

•• She is not dead, Paul I is she ?" he whispered, hoarse, as I 
c^oje near him. 

I> too, could not speak, but I pointed to the quivering of the 
'^iUscles round her mouth. Just then cousin Holman, attracted 
Py some unwonted sound, came down. I remember I was sur- 
prised at the time at her presence of mind, she seemed to know 

*o xnoch better what to do than the minister, in the midst of the 

^ek afi&ight which blanched her countenance, and made her 

^*cmblc all over. I think now that it was the recollection of 

^hat had gone before ; the miserable thought that possibly his 

'^"oids had brought on this attack, whatever it might be, that so 

Unimmned the minister. We carried her upstairs, and while 

^he women were putting her to bed, still unconscious, still slightly 

^Oavnlsed, I slipped out, and saddled one of the horses, and 

itJde as fast as the heavy-trotting beast could go, to Hornby, to 

^nd the doctor there, and bring him back. He was out, might 

^ detained the whole night. I remember saying, "Godh- 

^ all I '• as I sate on my horse, under the window, \3mo\i^"^ 
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the apprentice's head had appeared to answer my furious tugs at 
the night-bell. He was a good-natured fellow. He said — 

*• He may be home in half-an-hour, there's no knowing ; but 
I dare say he will. I'll send him out to the Hope Farm directly 
he comes in. It's that good-looking young woman, Holman's 
daughter, that's ill, isn't it?" 

"Yes." 

" It would be a pity if she was to go. She's an only child, 
isn't she ? I'll get up, and smoke a pipe in the surgery, ready 
for the governor's coming home. I might go to sleep if I went 
to bed again. " 

" Thank you, you're a good fellow 1 " and I rode back almost 
as quickly as I came. 

It was a brain fever. The doctor said so, when he came in 
the early summer morning. I believe we had come to know the 
nature of the illness in the night-watches that had gone before. 
As to hope of ultimate recovery, or even evil prophecy of the 
probable end, the cautious doctor would be entrapped into 
neither. He gave his directions, and promised to come again ; 
so soon, that this one thing showed his opinion of the gravity of 
the case. 

By God's mercy she recovered, but it was a long, weary time 
first. According to previously made plans, I was to have gone 
home at the beginning of August. But all such ideas were put 
aside now, without a word being spoken. I really think that I 
was necessary in the house, and especially necessary to the 
minister at this time ; my father was the last man in the world, 
under such circumstances, to expect me home. 

I say I think I was necessary in the house. Every person (I 
had almost said every creature, for all the dumb beasts seemed 
to know and love Phillis) about the place went grieving and sad, 
as though a cloud was over the sun. They did their work, each 
striving to steer clear of the temptation to eye-service, in fulfil- 
ment of the trust reposed in them by the minister. For the day 
after Phillis had been taken ill, he had called all the men employed 
on the farm into the empty barn ; and there he had entreated 
their prayers for his only child ; and then and there he had told 
them of his present incapacity for thought about any other thing 
in this world but his little daughter, lying nigh unto death, and 
he had asked them to go on with their daily labours as best they 
could, without his direction. So, as I say, these honest men did 
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-fcheir work to the best of their ability, but they slouched along 
-with sad and careful faces, coming one by one in the dim morn- 
ings to ask news of the sorrow that overshadowed the house; 
SLnd receiving Betty's intelligence, always rather darkened by 
passing through her mind, with slow shakes of the head, and 
a. dull wistfulness of sympathy. But, poor fellows, they were 
liardly fit to be trusted with hasty messages, and here my poor 
services came in. One time I was to ride hard to Sir William 
Bentinck's, and petition for ice out of his ice-house, to put on 
Pfaillis's head. Another it was to Eltham I must go, by train, 
liorse, anyhow, and bid the doctor there come for a consultation, 
for fresh symptoms had appeared, which Mr. Brown, of Hornby, 
considered unfavourable. Many an hour have I sate on the 
iwindow-seat, half way up the stairs, close by the old clock, 
listening in the hot stillness of the house for the sounds in the 
sick-room. The minister and I met often, but spoke together 
seldom. He looked so old — so old 1 He shared the nursing 
with his wife ; the strength that was needed seemed to be given 
to them both in that day. They required no one else about 
their child. Every office about her was sacred to them ; even 
Betty only went into the room for the most necessary purposes. 
Once I saw Phillis through the open door ; her pretty golden 
hair had been cut off long before ; her head was covered with 
^vet cloths, and she was moving it backwards and forwards on 
the pillow, with weary, never-ending motion, her poor eyes shut, 
tiding in the old accustomed way to croon out a hymn tune, but 
perpetually breaking it up into moans of pain. Her mother sate 
by her, tearless, changing the cloths upon her head with patient 
solicitude. I did not see the minister at first, but there he was 
^Ji a dark comer, down upon his knees, his hands clasped to- 
gether in passionate prayer. Then the door shut, and I saw 
'^omore. 

Ope day he was wanted ; and I had to summon him. Brother 
I^obinson and another minister, hearing of his "trial," had come 
^o see him. I told him this upon the stair-landing in a whisper. 
He was strangely troubled. 

" They will want me to lay bare my heart. I cannot do it. 
^^, stay with me. They mean well ; but as for spiritual help 
^t such a time — ^it is God only, God only, who can give it." 

So I went in with him. They were two ministers frowv \\?ka 
^^^bomhood ; both older than Ebenezer Ho\tv\sca \ \wx eNv- 
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dently inferior to him in education and woridly position. I 
thought they looked at me as if I were an intruder, but remem- 
bering the minister's words I held my ground, and took up one 
of poor Phillis's books (of which I could not read a word) to have 
an ostensible occupation. Presently I was asked to " engage 
in prayer," and we all knelt down ; Brother Robinson •' leading," 
and quoting largely, as I remember, from the Book of Job. He 
seemed to take for his text, if texts are ever taken for prayers, 
" Behold, thou hast instructed many ; but now it is come upon 
thee, and thou faintest, it toucheth thee, and thou art troubled." 
When we others rose up, the minister continued for some min- 
utes on his knees. Then he too got up, and stood facing us, 
for a moment, before we all sate down in conclave. After a 
pause Robinson began — 

"We grieve for you. Brother Holman, for your trouble is 
great But we would fain have you remember you are as a 
light set on a hill ; and the congregations are looking at you 
with watchful eyes. We have been talking as we came along 
on the two duties required of you in this strait ; Brother Hodgson 
and me. And we have resolved to exhort you on these two 
points. First, God has given you the opportunity of showing 
forth an example of resignation." Poor Mr. Holman visibly 
winced at this word. I could fancy how he had tossed aside 
such brotherly preachings in his happier moments ; but now 
his whole system was unstrung, and "resignation" seemed a 
term which presupposed that the dreaded misery of losing 
Phillis was inevitable. But good, stupid Mr. Robinson went on. 
•' We hear on ail sides that there are scarce any hopes of your 
child's recovery ; and it may be well to bring you to raind of 
Abraham ; and how he was willing to kill his only child when 
the Lord commanded. Take example by him. Brother Holman. 
Let us hear you say, ' The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh 
away. Blessed be the name of the Lord ! ' " 

There was a pause of expectancy. I verily believe the minister 
tried to feel it ; but he could not. Heart of flesh was too strong. 
Heart of stone he had not. 

" I will say it to my God, when He gives me strength — when 
the day comes," he spoke at last. 

The other two looked at each other, and shook their heads. 
I think the reluctance to answer as they wished was not quite 
unexpected. The minister went on: "There are hopes yet," 
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le said, as if to himself. " God has given me a great heart for 
ooping, and I will not look forward beyond the hour." Then 
turning more to them, and speaking louder, he added : 
"Brethren, God will strengthen me when the time comes, 
when such resignation as you speak of is needed. Till then I 
cannot feel it ; and what I do not feel I will not express ; using 
words as if they were a charm." He was getting chafed, I 
could see. 

He had rather put them out by these speeches of his ; but 
after a short time, and some more shakes of the head, Robinson 
began again — 

"Secondly, we would have* you listen to the voice of the rod, 
and ask yourself for what sins this trial has been laid upon you ; 
whether you may not have been too much given up to your farm 
and your cattle ; whether this world's learning has not puffed you 
up to vain conceit and neglect of the things of God ; whether you 
have not made an idol of your daughter ? " 

" I cannot answer — I will not answer ! " exclaimed the minister. 
*• My sins I confess to God. But if they were scarlet (and they 
are so in His sight," he added humbly), " I hold with Christ 
that afflictions are not sent by God in wrath as penalties for sin." 

"Is that orthodox, Brother Robinson?" asked the third 
mhiister, in a deferential tone of inquiry. 

Despite the minister's injunction not to leave him, I thought 
matters were getting so serious that a little homely interruption 
would be more to the purpose than my continued presence, and 
I went round to the kitchen to ask for Betty's help. 

" 'Od rot 'em ! " said she ; " they're always a-coming at illcon- 
venient times ; and they have such hearty appetites, they'll make 
nothing of what would have served master and you since our 
poor lass has been ill I've but a bit of cold beef in th' house ; 
but I'll do some ham and eggs, and that '11 rout 'em from worry- 
ing the minister. They're a deal quieter after they've had their 
victuaL Last time as old Robinson came, he was very repre- 
hensible upon master's learning, which he couldn't compass to 
save his life, so he needn't have been afeared of that temptation, 
and used words long enough to have knocked a body down ; 
but after me and missus had given him his fill of victual, and 
he'd had some good ale and a pipe, he spoke just like any other 
man, and could crack a joke with me." 

Their visit was the only break in the long weary days aud 
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nights. I do not mean that no other inquiries were made. I 
beheve that all the neighbours hung about the place daily till 
they could learn from some out-comer how Phillis Holman was. 
But they knew better than to come up to the house, for the 
August weather was so hot that every door and window was kept 
constantly open, and the least sound outside penetrated all 
through. I am sure the cocks and hens had a sad time of it ; 
for Betty drove them all into an empty bam, and kept them 
fastened up in the dark for several days, with very little effect as 
regarded their crowing and clacking. At lengUi came a sleep 
which was the crisis, and from which she wakened up with a new 
faint life. Her slumber had lasted many, many hours. We 
scarcely dared to breathe or move during the time ; we had 
striven to hope so long, that we were sick at heart, and durst 
not trust in the favourable signs: the even breathing, the 
moistened skin, the slight return of delicate colour into the pale, 
wan lips. I recollect stealing out that evening in the dusk, and 
wandering down the grassy lane, under the shadow of the over- 
arching elms to the little bridge at the foot of the hill, where the 
lane to the Hope Farm joined another road to Hornby. On the 
low parapet of that bridge I found Timothy Cooper, the stupid, 
half-witted labourer, sitting, idly throwing bits of mortar into the 
brook below. He just looked up at me as I came near, but gave 
nie no greeting, either by word or gesture. He had generally 
made some sign of recognition to me, but this time I thought he 
was sullen at being dismissed. Nevertheless I felt as if it would 
be a relief to talk a little to some one, and I sate down by him. 
While I was thinking how to begin, he yawned wearily. 

"You are tired, Tim," said I. 

"Ay," said he. " But I reckon I may go home now." 

" Have you been sitting here long?" 

" Welly all day long. Leastways sin' seven i' th' morning. 

"Why, what in the world have you been doing?" 

"Nought." 

" Why have you been sitting here, then?" 

" T' keep carts off." He was up now, stretching himself, and 
shaking his lubberly limbs. 

"Carts! what carts?" 

"Carts as might ha' wakened yon wench! It's Hornby 
market-day. I reckon yo're no better nor a half-wit yoursel'." 
He cocked his eye at me as if he were gauging my intellect. 
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"And have you been sitting here all day to keep the lane 
quiet?" 

"Ay, I've nought eke to do. Tli' minister has turned me 
adrift Have yo' heard how th' lass is faring to-night?" 

"They hope she'll waken better for this long sleep. Good- 
night to you, and God bless you, Timothy," said I. 

He scarcely took any notice of my words, as he lumbered 

across a stile that led to his cottage. Presently I went home to 

the farm. Phillis had stirred, had spoken two or three faint 

words. Her mother was with her, dropping nourishment into 

her scarce conscious mouth. The rest of the household were 

summoned to evening prayer for the first time for many days. 

It was a return to the daily habits of happiness and health. But 

in these silent days our very lives had been an unspoken prayer. 

Now we met in the house-place, and looked at each other with 

strange recognition of the thankfulness on all our faces. We 

Iczxelt down ; we waited for the minister's voice. He did not 

l>^gin as usual. He could not; he was choking. Presently 

"**''«s heard the strong man's sob. Then old John turned round 

c>hl his knees, and said — 

•'Minister, I reckon we have blessed the Lord wi' all our 
*oiiIs, though we've ne'er talked about it ; and maybe He'll not 
"^^ed spokm words this night. God bless us all, and keep our 
^liillis safe from harm ! Amen." 

Old John's impromptu prayer was all we had that night. 
• • Our Phillis," as he had called her, grew better day by day 
^Om that time. Not quickly ; I sometimes grew desponding, 
*^icl feared that she would never be what she had been before ; 
'^o more she has, in some ways. 

1 seized an early opportunity to tell the minister about Timothy 
^^^oper's unsolicited watch on the bridge during the long sum- 
'^er's day. 

"God forgive mel" said the minister. "I have been too 
Pi'oud in my own conceit. The first steps I take out of this 
'^onse shall be to Cooper's cottage." 

1 need hardly say Timothy was reinstated in his place on the 

^*tn ; and I have often since admired the patience with which 

's master tried to teach him how to do the easy work which 

^s henceforward carefully adjusted to his capacity. 

phillis was carried downstairs, and lay for hour after Vvovax 

^^te silent on the great sofa, drawn up under iVie mrvdoNNs oV 
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the house-place. She seemed alwa)^ the same, gentle, quiet, 
and safi. Her energy did not return with her bodily strength. 
It was sometimes pitiful to see her parents' vain endeavoors to 
rouse her to interest. One day the minister brought her a set 
of blue ribbons, reminding her with a tender smile of a former 
conversation in which she had owned to a love of such feminine 
vanltieSr She spoke gratefully to him, but when he was gone 
she laid them on one side, and languidly shut her eyes. Another 
time I saw her mother bring her the Latin and Italian books that 
she had been so fond of before her illness — or, rather, before 
Holdsworth had gone away. That was worst of all She turned 
her face to the wall, and cried as soon as her mother's back was 
turned. Betty was laying the cloth for the early dinner. Her 
sharp e3res saw the state of the case. 

•• Now, Phillis ! " said she, coming up to the sofa ; '* we ha' 
done a' we can for you, and th' doctors has done a' they can for 
you, and I think the Lord has done a' He can for you, and more 
than you deserve, too, if you don't do something for yourself. 
If I were you, I'd rise up and snuff the moon, sooner than 
break your father's and your mother's hearts wi' watching and 
waiting till it pleases you to fight your own way back to cheer- 
fulness. There, I never favoured long preachings, and I've said 
my say." 

A day or two after Phillis asked me, when we were alone, if I 
thought my father and mother would allow her to go and stay 
with them for a couple of months. She blushed a little as she 
faltered out her wish for change of thought and scene. 

" Only for a short time, Paul. Then — we will go back to the 
peace of the old days. I know we shall \ I can, and I will ! " 
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PORTION I. 

THERE is a mill by the Neckar-side, to which many people 
resort for coflFee, according to the fashion which is almost 
national in Germany. There is nothing particularly attractive in 
tbesitoationof this mill ; it is on the Mannheim (the flat and un- 
Tomantic) side of Heidelberg. The river turns the mill-wheel with 
a plenteous gushing soimd ; the out-buildings and the dwelling- 
house of the miller form a well-kept dusty quadrangle. Again, 
further from the river there is a garden full of willows, and arbours, 
and flower-beds not well kept, but very profuse in flowers and 
luxuriant creepers, knotting and looping the arbours together. 
In each of these arbours is a stationary table of white painted 
wood, and light movable chairs of the same colour and material. 
I went to drink coffee there with some friends in 184 — . The 
stately old miller came out to greet us, as some of the party were 
known to him of old. He was of a g^nd build of a man, and 
his loud musical voice, with its tone friendly and familiar, his 
rolling laugh of welcome, went well with the keen bright eye, the 
fine cloth of his coat, and the general look of substance about the 
place. Poultry of all kinds abounded in the mill-yard, where 
there were ample means of livelihood for them strewed on the 
ground ; but not content with this, the miller took out handfuls 
of com from the sacks, and threw liberally to the cocks and hens 
that ran almost under his feet in their eagerness. And all the 
time he was doing this, as it were habitually, he was talking to 
us, and ever and anon calling to his daughter and the serving- 
maids, to bid them hasten the coffee we had ordered. He 
followed us to an arbour, and saw us served to his satisfaction 
with the best of everything we could ask for ; and then left us to 
go round to the different arbours and see that each party was 
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than wrong— it was wicked — to go and repeat that man's 
words." 

His back was now to the door, and, in listening to his low 
angry tones, he did not hear it slowly open, nor did he see 
Pbillis, standing just within the room, until he turned round ; 
then he stood stilL She must have been half undressed ; but 
she had covered herself with a dark winter cloak, which fell in 
long folds to her white, naked, noiseless feet. Her face was 
strangely pale : her eyes heavy in the black circles round them. 
She came up to the table very slowly, and leant her hand upon 
it, sa3ring mournfully — 

" Father, you must not blame Paul. I could not help hearing 
a great deal of what you were saying. He did tell me, and 
perhaps it would have been wiser not, dear Paul 1 But— oh, 
dear 1 oh, dear ! I am so sick with shame I He told me out 
of his kind heart, because he saw — that I was so very tmhappj 
at his going away." 

She hung her head, and leant more heavily than befiore on 
her supporting hand. 

*' I don't understand," said her father ; but he was beginning 
to understand. Phillis did not answer till he asked her again. 
I could have struck him now for his cruelty ; bat then I 
knew all. 

" I loved him, father 1 " she said at length, raising her eyes to 
the minister's face. 

•' Had he ever spoken of love to you ? Paul says not ! " 

" Never." She let fall her eyes, and drooped more than ever. 
I almost thought she would fall. 

" I could not have believed it," said he, in a hard voice, yet 
siijhing the moment he had spoken. A dead silence for a 
moment. " Paul I I was unjust to you. You deserved blame, 
but not all that I said." Then again a silence. I thouglit I 
saw Phillis's white lips moving, but it might be the flickering of 
the candlelight — a nioth had flown in through the open case- 
ment, and was fluttering round the flame ; I might have saved 
it, but I did not care to do so, my heart was too full of other 
things. At any rate, no sound was heard for long endless 
minutes. Then he said — " Phillis ! did we not make you happy 
here ? Have we not loved you enough ? " 

She did not seem to understand the drift of this question ; she 
looked up as if bewildered, and her beautiful eyes dilated with a 
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My friend asked the daughter of the house for permission to 

SO into an inner chamber and see her mother. It was granted, 

and we went into a sort of saloon, overlooking the Neckar ; very 

2mall, very bright, and very close. The floor was slippery with 

polish ; long narrow pieces of looking-glass against the walls 

Teflected the perpetual motion of the river opposite ; a white 

3)orcelain stove, with some old-fashioned ornaments of brass 

a.bout it ; a sofa, covered with Utrecht velvet, a table before it, 

and a piece of worsted-worked carpet under it ; a vase of artificial 

lowers ; and, lastly, an alcove with a bed in it, on which lay the 

paralysed wife of the good miller, knitting busily, formed the 

Xumiture. I spoke as if this was all that was to be seen in the 

sroom ; but, sitting quietly, while my friend kept up a brisk con- 

'^ersation in a language which I but half understood, my eye was 

c:aught by a picture in a dark comer of the room, and I got up 

Ito examine it more nearly. 

It was that of a young girl of extreme beauty : evidently of 
zxiiddle rank. There was a sensitive refinement in her face, as if 
she almost shrank from the gaze which, of necessity, the painter 
must have fixed upon her. It was not over-well painted, but I 
felt that it must have been a good likeness, from this strong 
ini press of peculiar character which I have tried to describe. 
Prom the dress, I should guess it to have been painted in the 
la.tter half of the last century. And I afterwards heard that I 
■was right. 

There was a little pause in the conversation. 
•' Will you ask Frau Scherer who this is ? " 
My friend repeated my question, and received a long reply in 
Cjrerman. Then she turned round and translated it to me. 

*• It is the likeness of a great-aunt of her husband's." (My 
friend was standing by me, and looking at the picture with 
sympathetic curiosity.) "See! here is the name on the open 
page of this Bible, ' Anna Scherer, 1778.' Frau Scherer says 
there is a tradition in the family that this pretty girl, with her 
complexion of lilies and roses, lost her colour so entirely through 
fright, that she was known by the name of the Grey Woman. 
She speaks as if this Anna Scherer lived in some state of life- 
long terror. But she does not know details ; refers me to her 
husband for them. She thinks he has some papers which were 
written by the original of that picture for her dau^bxex» >n\\o 
died in this very bouse not Jong after our inend xYiei^ >n«& 
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married. We can ask Herr Scherer for the whole story if you 
like." 

"Oh yes, pray do!" said I. And, as oar host came in at 
this moment to ask how we were faring, and to tell ns that he 
had sent to Heidelberg for carriages to convey as home, seeing 
no chance of the heavy rain abating, my friend, after tfaanking 
him, passed on to my request. 

"Ah!" said he, his face changing, *'the annt Anna had a 
sad history. It was all owing to one of tliose hellish French- 
men ; and her daughter suffered for it — the cousin Ursula, as 
we all called her when I was a child. To be sure, the good 
cousin Ursula was his child as well. The sins of the fathers 
lue visited on their children. The lady would like to know all 
about it, would she ? Well, there are papers — a kind of apology 
the aunt Anna wrote for putting an end to her daughter's engage- 
ment — or rather facts which she revealed, that prevented cousin 
Ursula from manying the man she loved; and so she would 
never have any other good fellow, else I have heard say my 
father would have been thankful to have made her his wife." 
All this time he was rummaging in the drawer of an old- 
fashioned bureau, and now he turned round, with a bundle of 
yellow MSS. in his hand, which he gave to my friend, saying, 
" Take it home, take it home, and if you care to make out our 
crabbed German writing, you may keep it as long as you like, 
and read it at your leisure. Only I must have it back again 
when you have done with it, that's all." 

And so we became possessed of the manuscript of the follow- 
ing letter, which it was our employment, during many a long 
evening that ensuing winter, to translate, and in some parts to 
abbreviate. The letter began with some reference to the pain 
which she had already inflicted upon her daughter by some un- 
explained opposition to a project of marriage ; but I doubt if, 
without the clue with which the good miller had furnished us, 
we could have made out even this much from the passionate, 
broken sentences that made us fancy that some scene between 
the mother and daughter— and possibly a third person — had 
occurred just before tlie mother had begun to write. 

" Thou dost not love thy child, mother I Thou dost not care 
if her heart is broken ! " Ah, God ! and these words of my 
heart-beloved Ursula ring in my ears as if the sound of them 
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'^vould fill them when I lie. a-dying. And her poor tear-stained 

^aoe comes between me and everything else. Child ! hearts do 

Sot break ; life is very toiigh as well as very terrible. But I will 

aot dedde for thee. I will tell all ; and thoa shalt bear the 

lurden of choice. I may be wrong ; I have Httle wit left, and 

sever had much, I think ; but an instinct serves rae in place of 

Judgment, and that instinct tells me that thou and thy Henri 

siust never be married. Yet I may be in error. I would fain 

make my child happy. Lay this paper before the good priest 

Schiiesheim ; if, after reading it, thou hast doubts which make 

thee wicertain. Only I will tell thee all now, on condition that 

no spoken word ever passes between us on the subject. It 

"vould kill me to be questioned. I should have to see all 

present again. 

Mj father held, as thou knowest, the mill on the Neckar, 
xvhere thy new-found uncle, Scherer, now lives. Thou remem- 
Ixrest the surprise with which we were received there last 
vintage twelvemonth. How thy uncle disbelieved me when I 
that I was his sister Anna, whom he bad long believed to 
dead, and how I had to lead thee underneath the picture, 
jTaintfid of me long ago, and point out, feature by feature, the 
likeness between it and thee; and how, as I spoke, I recalled 
first to my own mind, and then by speech to his, the details 
of the time when it was painted ; the merry words that passed 
between us then, a happy boy and girl ; the position of the 
articles of furniture in the room ; our father's habits ; the 
cfaerry-tree, now cut down, that shaded the window of ray bed- 
room, through which my brother was wont to squeeze himself, 
in order to spring on to the topmost bough that would bear 
his weight ; and thence would pass me back his cap laden with 
fruit to where I sat on the window-sill, too sick with fright for 
him to care much for eating the cherries. 

And at length Fritz gave way, and believed me to be his sister 
Anna, even as though I were risen from the dead. And thou 
rememberest how he fetched in his wife, and told her that I was 
Hot dead, but was come back to the old home once more, changed 
as I was. And she would scarce believe him, and scanned me with 
% cold, distrustful eye, till at length — for I knew her of old as 
Babette MUller — I said that I was well-to-do, and needed not to 
Seek out friends for what they had to give. And then shift 9id«i^-~ 
Qot me, but her husband— why I had kepi s\\eiiXso\oTi^,'^ 
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all — father, brother, every one that, loved me in my own dear 
home — to esteem me dead. And then thine uncle (thou remem- 
berest ?) said he cared not to know mor6 than I cared to tell ; that 
I was his Anna, found again, to be a blessing to him in liis old 
age, as I had been in his boyhood. I thanked him in my heart 
for his trust ; for were the need for telling all less than it seems to 
me now I could not speak of my past life. But she, who was my 
sister-in-law still, held back her welcome, and, for want of that, 
I did not go to live in Heidelberg as I had planned beforehand, in 
order to be near my brother Fritz, but contented myself with his 
promise to be a father to my Ursula when I should die and leave 
this weary world. 

That Babette Miiller was, as I may say, the cause of all my 
life's suffering. She was a baker's daughter in Heidelberg— a 
great beauty, as people said, and, indeed, as I could see for 
myself. I , too — ^thou sa west my picture — was reckoned a beauty, 
and I believe I was so. Babette Miiller looked upon me as a 
rivaL She liked to be admired, and had no one much to love her. 
I had several people to love me — thy grandfather, Fritz, the old 
servant Katchen, Karl, the head apprentice at the mill — and I 
feared admiration and notice, and the being stared at as the 
" Schone Miillerin," whenever I went to make my purchases in 
Heidelberg. 

Those were happy, peaceful days. I had Katchen to help me 
in the housework, and whatever we did pleased my brave old 
father, who was always gentle and indulgent towards us women, 
though he was stern enough with the apprentices in the mill. 
Karl, the oldest of these, was his favourite ; and I can see now 
that my father wished him to marry me, and that Karl himself 
was desirous to do so. But Karl was rough-spoken, and passion- 
ate—not with me, but with the others — and I shrank from him in a 
way which, I fear, gave him pain. And then came thyuncle Fritz's 
marriage ; and Babette was brought to the mill to be its mistress. 
Not that I cared much for giving up my post, for, in spite of my 
father's great kindness, I always feared that I did not manage well 
for so large a family (with the men, and a girl under Katchen, we 
sat down eleven each night to supper). But when Babette began 
to find fault with Katchen, I was unhappy at the blame that fell 
on faithful servants ; and by-and-by I began to see that Babette 
was egging on Karl to make more open love to me, and, as she 
once said, to get done with it, and take me off to a home of my 
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^wn. My father was growing old, and did not perceive all my 
^aily discomfort. The more Karl advanced, the more I disliked 
iim. He was good in the main, but I had no notion of being 
SQarried, and could not bear any one who talked to me about it. 
Things were in this way when I had an invitation to go to 
Carlsnihe to visit a schoolfellow, of whom I had been very fond. 
Labette was all for my going ; I don't think I wanted to leave 
Jiome, and yet I had been very fond of Sophie Rupprecht. But 
3 was always shy among strangers. Somehow the affair was 
settled for me, but not until both Fritz and my father had made 
Jinqoiries as to the character and position of the Rupprechts. 
They learned that the father had held some kind of inferior 
Xxxsition about the Grand-duke's court, and was now dead, leaving 
^ widow, a noble lady, and two daughters, the elder of whom was 
Sophie, my friend. Madame Rupprecht was not rich, but more 
^ban respectable— genteel When this was ascertained , my father 
zitiade DO opposition to my going ; Babette forwarded it by all the 
x^eans in her power, and even my dear Fritz had his word to say 
in its favour. Only Katchen was against it — Katchen and Karl. 
The opposition of Karl did more to send me to Carlsruhe than 
si.nything. For I could have objected to go ; but when he took 
i^pon himself to ask what was the good of going a-gadding, visiting 
strangers of whom no one knew anything, I yielded to circum- 
stances — to the pulling of Sophie and the pushing of Babette. I 
M^as silently vexed, I remember, at Babette's inspection of my 
olothes ; at the way in which she settled that this gown was too 
old-fashioned, or that too common, to go with me on my visit to a 
Hoble lady ; and at the way in which she took upon herself to 
spend the money my father had given me to buy what was 
r^uisite for the occasion. And yet I blamed myself, for every 
one else thought her so kind for doing all this ; and she herself 
meant kindly, too. 

At last I quitted the mill by the Neckar-side. It was a long 
day's journey, and Fritz went with me to Carlsruhe. The 
Rupprechts lived on the third floor of a house a little behind one 
of the principal streets, in a cramped-up court, to which we gained 
admittance through a doorway in the street. I remember how 
pinched their rooms looked after the large space we had at the 
mill, and yet they had an air of grandeur about them which was 
new to me, and which gave me pleasure, faded as some o{\1h<9&. 
Madame Rupprecht was too formal a lady for me\ \\N«&ti««t- 
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my ease with her ; but Sophie was all that I had recollected her 
at school — kind, affectionate, and only rather too ready with her 
expressions of admiration and regard. The little sister kept out 
of our way ; and that was all we needed, in the first enthusiastic 
renewal of our early friendship. The one great abject of Madame 
Rupprecht's life was to retain her position in society ; and as her 
means were much diminished since her husband's death, there was 
not much comfort, though there was a great deal of show, in their 
way of living ; just the opposite of what it was at my father's 
house. I believe that my coming was not too much desired by 
Madame Rupprecht, as I brought with me another mouth to be 
fed ; but Sophie had spent a year or more in entreating for 
permission to invite me, and her mother, having once consented, 
was too well-bred not to give me a stately welcome. 

The life in Carlsruhe was very different from what it was at 
home. The hours were later, the coffee was weaker in the 
morning, the pottage was weaker, the boiled beef less relieved 
by other diet, the dresses finer, the evening engagements constant. 
I did not find these visits pleasant. • We might not knit, which 
would have relieved the tedium a little ; but we sat in a circle, 
talking together, only interrupted occasionally by a gentleman, 
who, breaking out of the knot of men who stood near the door, 
talking eagerly together, stole across the room on tiptoe, his hat 
under his arm, and bringing bis feet together in the position we 
call the first at the dancing-school, made a low bow to the lady 
he was going to address. The first time I saw these manners I 
could not help smiling ; but Madame Rupprecht saw me, and 
spoke to me next morning rather severely, telling me that, of 
course, in my country breeding I could have seen nothing of 
court manners, or French fashions, but that that was no reason for 
my laughing at them. Of course I tried never to smile again in 
company. This visit to Carlsruhe took place in '89, just when 
every one was full of the events taking place at Paris ; and yet 
at Carlsruhe French fashions were more talked of than French 
politics. Madame Rupprecht, especially, thought a great deal 
of all French people. And this again was quite different to us at 
home. Fritz could hardly bear the name of a B'renchman ; and it 
had nearly been an obstacle to my visit to Sophie that her mother 
preferred being called Madame to her proper title of Frau. 

One night I was sitting next to Sophie, and longing for the 
time when we might have supper and go home, so as to be able 
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to speak together, a thing forbidden by Madame Rupprecht's 
rules of etiquette, which strictly prohibited any but the most 
necessary conversation passing between members of the same 
family when in society. I was sitting, I say, scarcely keeping 
back my inclination to yawn, when two gentlemen came in, one 
of whom was evidently a stranger to the whole party, from the 
ftnrmal manner in which the host led him up, and presented him 
to the hostess. I thought I had never seen any one so handsome 
or so elegant His hair was powdered, of courae, but one could 
see from his complexion that it was fair in its natural state. His 
iieatures were as delicate as a girl's, and set off by two little 
"mouches," as we called patches in those days, one at the left 
comer of his mouth, the other prolonging, as it were, the right 
eye. His dress was blue and silver. I was so lost in admiration 
of this beautiful young man, that I was as much surprised as if 
the angel Gabriel had spoken to me, when the lady of the house 
brought him forward to present him to me. She called him 
Monsieur de la Tourelle, and he began to speak to me in French ; 
but though I understood him perfectly, I dared not trust myself 
to reply to him in that language. Then he tried German, speak- 
ing it with a kind of soft lisp that I thought charming. But, 
before the end of the evening, I became a little tired of the affected 
softness and effeminacy of his manners, and the exaggerated com- 
pliments he paid me, which had the effect of making all the 
company turn round and look at me. Madame Rupprecht was, 
however, pleased with the precise thing that displeased me. She 
liked either Sophie or me to create a sensation ; of course she 
wonld have preferred that it should have been her daughter, but 
her daughter's friend was next best. As we went away, I heard 
Madame Rupprecht and Monsieur de la Tourelle reciprocating 
civil speecHbs with might and main, from which I found out that 
the French gentleman was coming to call on us the next day. I 
do not know whether I was more glad or frightened, for I had been 
kept upon stilts of good manners all the evening. But still I was 
flattered when Madame Rupprecht spoke as if she had invited 
him becanse he had shown pleasure in my society, and even more 
gratified by Sophie's ungrudging delight at the evident interest I 
had excited in so fine and agreeable a gentleman. Yet, with all 
this, they had hard work to keep me from running out of the 
salon the next day, when we heard his voice inqvivtvxv^ ^\. ^^ 
gate on the stairs for Madame Rupprecht. TYie^ \ssA txaAk 
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me put on my Sunday gown, and they themselves were dressed 
as for a reception. 

When he had gone away, Madame Rupprecht congratulated 
me on the conquest I had made ; for, indeed, he bad scarcely 
spoken to any one else, beyond what mere civility required, and 
had almost invited himself to come in the evening to bring some 
new song, which was all the fashion in Paris, he said. Madame 
Rupprecht had been out all the morning, as she told me, to glean 
information about Monsieurde laTourelle. Hewasapropri^taire, 
had a small ch&teau on the Vosges mountains ; he owned land 
there, but had a large income from some sources quite indepen- 
dent of this property. Altogether, he was a good match, as she 
emphatically observed. She never seemed to think that I could 
refuse him after this account of his wealth, nor do I believe she 
would have allowed Sophie a choice, even had he been as old and 
ugly as he was young and handsome. I do not quite know — so 
many events have come to pass since then, and blurred the clear- 
ness of my recollections— if I loved him or not. He was very 
much devoted to me ; he almost frightened me by the excess of 
his demonstrations of love. And he was very charming to every- 
body around me, who all spoke of him as the most fascinating of 
men, and of me as the most fortunate of girls. And yet I never 
felt quite at my ease with him. I was always relieved when his 
visits were over, although I missed his presence when he did not 
come. He prolonged his visit to the friend with whom he was 
staying at Carlsruhe, on purpose to woo me. He loaded me 
with presents, which I was unwilling to take, only Madame 
Rupprecht seemed to consider me an affected prude if I refused 
them. Many of these presents consisted of articles of valuable old 
jewellery, evidently belonging to his family : by accepting these 
I doubled the ties which were formed around me by circumstances 
even more than by my own consent. In those days we did not 
write letters to absent friends as frequently as is done now, and I 
had been unwilling to name him in the few letters that I wrote 
home. At length, however, I learned from Madame Rupprecht 
that she had written to my father to announce the splendid con- 
quest I had made, and to request his presence at my betrothal. 
1 started with astonishment. I had not realised that affairs had 
gone so far as this. But when she asked me, in a stern, offended 
manner, what I had meant by my conduct if 1 did not intend to 
marry Monsieur de la Tourelle — I had received his visits, his 
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so soon)— what oould 1 dobuthangmyhead.andsilfntlyco 
lo ihe rapid enunciation of (he only course which now remained 
for me if I wonld not be esteemed a heartless coquette all the 
rest of my days I 

There was some difficulty, which I afterwards learnt that my 
sister-in-law had obviated, about my betrothal taking place from 
hoine. My father, and Fril! especially, were for having me 
return to the mill, and there be betrothed, and thence be married. 
But the Rupprecbts and Monsieur de la Tourellc were equnlly 
urgent on the other aide ; and Babelte was unwiUing lo have the 
trouble of the commotion at the mill ; and also, 1 think, a little 
disliked the idea of Ihe contrast of my grander marriage with 
her o»-n. 

So my father and Friti came over to the betrothal. They were 
to stay at an inn in Carlsruhe Tor a forlnight, at the end of which 
lime the marriage was lo lalte place. Monsieur do la Tourelle 
laid me be had litisiness at home, which would oblige him to be 
absent during the interval between the two events ; and 1 was 
very glad of ll. for 1 did not think that he valued my father and 
my brother as I could have wished him to do. He vas very 
polite to them ; pat on all the soft, grand manner, which be had 
latlier dropped with me ; and complimented us all round, 
beginning with my father and Madame Rupprecht, and ending 
with little Alwina. But he a little scoffed at the old-fashioned 
cburcfa ceiEmoaiea which my father insisted on ; and I fancy 
Priu must iiave taken some of his compliments as satire, for I saw 
canain signs of manner by which I knew that my future husband, 
tor all bis civil wards, had irritated and annoyed my brother. 
&t all the money arrangements were liberal in the extreme, and 
more than satisfied, almost surprised, my father. Even Frili 
lifted np his eyebrows and whistled. I alone did not care about 
(Ujrtblag, I was bewitched. — in a dream,— a kind of despair. 
IMd got into a net through my own timidity and weakness, and 
1 did not see how to get out of it. I clung to my own home- 
people thai fortnight as I had never done before. Thdr voices, 
thdr»SiySi were all so pleasant and familiar to me, after Ihe con- 
□ which I had been living. 1 might speak and do a; ~ 
yi without being carrccted by Madame Rupptecht , ot tc^TW^ 
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in a delicate, complimentary way by Monsieur de la Tourelle. 
One day I said to my father that I did not want to be married, 
that I would rather go back to the dear old mill ; but lie seemed 
to fed this speech of mine as dereliction of duty as great as if I 
had committed perjury ; as if, after the ceremony of betrothal, 
no one had any right over me but my future husband. And yet 
he asked me some solemn questions ; but my answers were not 
such as to do me any good. 

" Dost thou know any fault or crime in this man that should 
prevent God's blessing from resting on thy marriage with him? 
Dost thou feel aversion or repugnance to him in any way ? " 

And to all this what could I say ? I could only stammer out 
that I did not think I loved him enough ; and my poor old 
father saw in this reluctance only the fancy of a silly girl who 
did not know her own mind, but who had now gone too £u: to 
recede. 

So we were married, in the Court chapel, a privilege which 
Madame Rupprecht had used no end of efforts to obtain for us, 
and which she must have thought was to secure us all possible 
happiness, both at the time and in recollection afterwards. 

We were married ; and after two days spent in festivity at 
Carlsruhe, among all our new fashionable friends there, I bade 
good-bye for ever to my dear old father. I had begged my 
husband to take me by way of Heidelberg to his old castle in 
the Vosges ; but I found an amount of determination, under 
that effeminate appearance and manner, for which I was not 
prepared, and he refused my first request so decidedly that I 
dared not urge it. "Henceforth, Anna," said he, "you will 
move in a different sphere of life ; and though it is possible that 
you may have the power of showing favour to your relations 
from time to time, yet much or familiar intercourse will be 
undesirable, and is what I cannot allow." I felt almost afraid, 
after this formal speech, of asking my father and Fritz to come 
and see me ; but, when the agony of bidding them farewell 
overcame all my prudence, I did beg them to pay me a visit ere 
long. But they shook their heads, and spoke of business at 
home, of different kinds of life, of my being a Frenchwoman 
now. Only my father broke out at last with a blessing, and 
said, " If my child is unhappy — which God forbid — let her 
remember that her father's house is ever open to her." I was 
on the point of crying out, " Oh ! take me back then now, my 
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:h a iiighlly con- 
], taking mj band in his, he led me weeping 
awajTi Mjing Ural abort laiewells were ilmijElhe beat when ihcy 
var imviiable. 

It took ui two daj^ to rench bis chiteaa in [be Vosges, for the 
readswercbadand the way difficult to nscenoin. Natliing could 
be more devoted than he wbs b.11 the lime of ibe joutney. It 
seemed as if be were trying in every wny (o niake up for the 
iqKiauoD which every hour made me (eel the more complelB 
between my present nnd my former life. I seemed as if I were 
oalynow wakening up to a full sense of what mairiBgewas. nnd 
I daiesay I was not a cheerful companion on the tedious joarncy. 
Ai length, jealousy of my regret for my tathis and brother gol 
the better of M. de la Toundle, and he became eo much displeased 
with me thai 1 thought my heart would break with the senEe of 
desolatioii. So it was in no cbecifut frame of mind that we 
approached Les Rochers, and I thought that pa^baps It was 
because I Hss so unhappy that the ploci' lunked so dreary. On 
one side, [he chdleau looked like a r.iw new building, hastily nm 
up iOT seme iicmediale purpose, wiihout aoy growth of trees or 
underwood nenr it, only Ibe icmains of the stone used for build- 
ing, not yet cleared away from the immediate neighbourhood, 
allhougb weeds and Uchens had been suffered to grow near and 
Ota toe heaps of rubbish ; on the other, were the great rocks 
fromwbich the place took its name, atid risingclase against them. 






leoldcasllcwl 



log dated many centuries be 

It was not large nor grand , but it was strong and piMaresque. 

hidf-fumishrd apartment in the new ediiice, which bad been 
hastily got ready for my reeeplinn. Incongruous as the two parts 
wete, they were joined intoa whole by means of intricate passages 
and unexpected doors, the exact positions of which 1 never fully 
cinderstood. M. de la Tour^le led me to a suite of rooms set 
■pan forme, and formally iniialledmc in ihcm, as in a domain Of 
which I was sovereign. He apologised Itn the hasty preparation 
which was all he bad been able to make for me. but promised, 
bcfare I asked, or even thought of complaining, that they should 
f n be made as luxurious as heart could wish before many 
in the gloom of an autumnal 
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caught my own face and figure reflected in all the mirrors, which 
showed only a mysterious background in the dim light of the 
many candles which failed to illuminate the great proportions of 
the half-furnished salon, I clung to M. de la Tourelle, and begged 
to be taken to the rooms he had occupied before his marriage, he 
seemed angry with me, although he affected to laugh, and so 
decidedly put aside the notion of my having any other rooms but 
these, that I trembled in silence at the fantastic figures and shapes 
which my imagination called up as peopling the background of 
those gloomy mirrors. There was my boudoir, a little less dreary 
— ^my bedroom, with its grand and tarnished furniture, which I 
commonly made into my sitting-room, locking up the various doors 
which led into the boudoir, the salon, the passages — ^all but one 
through which M. de la Tourelle always entered from his own 
apartments in the older part of the castle. But this preference of 
mine for occupying my bedroom annoyed M. de la Tourelle, I am 
sure, though he did not care to express his displeasure. He would 
always allure me back into the salon, which I disliked more and 
more from its complete separation from the rest of the building 
by the long passage into which all the doors of my apartment 
opened. This passage was closed by heavy doors and portieres 
through which I could not hear a sound from the other parts of 
the house, and, of course, the servants could not hear any move- 
ment or cryof mine unless expressly summoned. To a girl brought 
up as I had been in a household where every individual lived all 
day in the sight of every other member of the family, never wanted 
either cheerful words or the sense of silent companionship, this 
grand isolation of mine was very formidable ; and the more so, 
because M. de la Tourelle, as landed proprietor, sportsman, and 
what not, was generally out of doors the greater part of every day, 
and sometimes for two or three days at a time. I had no pride 
to keep me from associating with the domestics ; it would have 
been natural to me in many ways to have sought them out for a 
word of sympathy in those dreary days when 1 was left so entirely 
to myself, had they been like our kindly German servants. But I 
disliked them, one and all ; I could not tell why. Some were civil, 
but there was a familiarity in their civility which repelled me ; 
others were rude, and treated me more as if I were an intruder 
tlian their master's chosen wife ; and yet of the two sets I liked 
these last the best. 

The principal male servant belonged to this latter class. I was 
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vrnnch afmld of him , he h^ such an air of suspicious siirlMi 
tnnliiiiiiiiBllheiiidforme; and jet M . de U Tourelle sp 
of Mnasmosl valuable nndfaithfiil. Indeed, ilsomeliraesstnick 
me rhal Ldebvrc ruiud his master in somelhings; andihia I could 
not Rials out. For, while M. de la. Ton lelle behaved towards me 
S5 if I were some predous toy or idol , to be cherished, and Toslered, 
and petted, and indulged, I soon found out bow little I, or, appa- 
renlly, any one else, could bend the terrible will of the maji n-ho 
had oil first acquaintance appeared to me too cfFeminale and 
languid to exert bis will in the slightest panicular. I bad learnt 
to know his face better now ; and to see that some vehement depth 
of feelitig, the cause of which I could not fathom, made his grey 
eye glitter with pale light, and his lips contract, and his delicate 
cheek whiten on certain occasions. But all had been so open and 
above-board at home, that I bad no experience to help me to 
unravel any mysteries among those who lived under the same roof. 
I understood that I had made what Madame Rupprecht and her 
set would have called agreac marriage, because I lived in achSteau 
v-ith many servants, bound ostensibly to obey meas a mistress. I 
understood that M, de la Tourelle was fond enough of me in bis 
way — proud of my beauty, I dare say (for he often enough spoke 
aimut it to me] — but bo was also jealous, and suspicious, and 
uninfluenced by my wishes, unless they tallied with his own, 1 
felt at this time as if I could have been fond of him, loo, if he 
would have let tne; but I was ihnid from my childhood, and 
before long my dread of his displeasure (coming down like thunder 
into the midst of his love, for such shght causes as a hesitation 
in reply, a wrong word, or a sigh for my father), conquered my 
humorous inclination to love one wdio was so handsome, so aceom- 
plisbed. so indulgent and devoted. But if 1 could not please bim 
wben indeed I loved him, you may Imagine how often I did wrong 
when I was so much afraid of him as to quietly avoid his company 
tor fear of his outbursts of passion. One thing I remember 
noticing, that the more M. de la Tourelle was displeased with me 
the more Lefebvre seemed to chuckle ; and when I was restored 

sioned my disgmce, Lefebvre would look askance at me With his 

cold, malicious eyes, and once or twice at such times he spoke 

most disrespeotFully to M. de In Tourelle. 

I have almost forgotten to say that, in Ibe early days of my life 

s Rochers, M, de la Tourelle, in contemptuous indulgft 
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pity at my weakness in disliking the dreary grandeur of the 
salon, wrote np to the milliner in Paris from whom my corheille 
de mariage had come, to desire her to look out for me a maid 
of middle age, experienced in the toilette, and with so much 
refinemeojt that she might on occasion serve as companion to me. 



-♦-•- 



PORTION II. 

A Norman woman, Amanle by name, was sent to Les Rochcrs 
by the Paris milliner, to become my maid. She was tall and 
handsome, though upwards of forty, and somewhat gaunt. 
But, on first seeing her, I liked her ; she was neither rude nor 
familiar in her manners, and had a' pleasant look of straightfor- 
wardness about her that I had missed in all the inhabitants of 
the chiteau, and had foolishly set down in my own mind as a 
national want. Amante was directed by M. de la Tourelle to 
sit in my boudoir, and to be always within call. He also gave 
her many instructions as to her duties in matters which, perhaps, 
strictly belonged to my department of management. But I was 
young and inexperienced, and thankful to be spared any re- 
sponsibility. 

I dare say it was true what M. de la Tourelle said — before many 
weeks had elapsed — that, .for a great lady, a lady of a castle, I 
became sadly too familiar with my Norman waiting- maid. But 
you know that by birth we were not very far apart in rank, 
Amante was the daughter of a Norman farmer, I, of a German 
miller ; and besides that, my life was so lonely 1 It almost 
seemed as if I could not please my husband. He had written 
for some one capable of being my companion at times, and now 
he was jealous of my free regard for her — angry because I could 
sometimes laugh at her original tunes and amusing proverbs, 
while when with him I was too much frightened to smile. 

From time to time families from a distance of some leagues 
drove through the bad roads in their heavy carriages to pay us a 
visit, and there was an occasional talk of our going to Paris when 
public affairs should be a little more settled. These little events 
and plans were the only variations in my life for the first twelve 
months, if I except the alternations in M. de la Tourelle's temper, 
his unreasonable anger, and his passionate fondness. 
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Perhaps one of the reasons that made me take pleasure and 
conofbrt in Amante's societj was, that whereas I ^v^s afraid of 
everybody (I do not think I was half as much afraid of things as 
of persons), Amante feared no one. She would quietly beard 
Lefebvre, and he respected her all the more for it ; she had a 
knack of putting questions to M. de la Tourelle, which Tesp)ect- 
fuUy informed him that she had detected the weak point, but 
forbore to press him too closely upon it out of deference to his 
position as her master. And with all her shrewdness to others, 
she had quite tender ways with me ; all the more so at this time 
because she knew, what I had not yet ventured to tell M. de la 
Tourelle, that by-and-by I might become a mother — that wonder- 
ful object of mysterious interest to single women, who no longer 
hope to enjoy such blessedness themselves. 

It was once more autumn ; late in October. But I was recon- 
ciled to my habitation ; the walls of the new part of the building 
no longer looked bare and desolate ; the dihris had been so far 
cleared away by M. de la Tourelle's desire as to make me a little 
flower-garden, in which I tried to cultivate those plants that I 
remembered as growing at home. Amante and I had moved 
the fiimiture in the rooms, and adjusted it to our liking ; my 
husband bad ordered many an article from time to time that he 
thought would give me pleasure, and I was becoming tame to 
my apparent imprisonment in a certain part of the great build- 
ing, the whole of which I had never yet explored. It was 
October, as I say, once more. The days were lovely, though 
short in duration, and M. de la Tourelle had occasion, so he 
said, to go to that distant estate, the superintendence of which 
so frequently took him away from home. He took Lefebvre 
vrith him, and possibly some more of the lacque3rs; he often 
did. And my spirits rose a little at the thought of his absence ; 
and then the new sensation that he was the father of my unborn 
babe came over me, and I tried to invest him with this fresh 
character. I tried to believe that it was his passionate love for 
me that made him so jealous and tyrannical, imposing, as he 
did, restrictions on my very intercourse with my dear father, 
from whom I was so entirely separated, as far as personal inter- 
course was concerned. 

I had, it is true, let myself go into a sorrowful review of all the 
troubles which lay hidden beneath the seeming luxury of my life. 
I knew that no one cared for me except my husband and Amante ; 
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for it was clear enough to see that I, as his wife, and ako as 
pat venue, M'as not popular among the few neighbouts who sa 
rounded us ; and as for the servants, the women were all hard anr- 
impudent-looking, treating me with a semblance of respect 
had more of mockery than reality in it ; while the men had 
lurking kind of fierceness about them, sometimes displayed ever 
to M. de la Tourelle, who on his part, it must be confessed, 
often severe, even to cruelty, in his management of them. My**^ 
husband loved me, I said to myself, but I said it almost in the "^ 
form of a question. His love was shown fitfully, and more in 
ways calculated to please himself than to please me. I felt that 
for no wish of mine would he deviate one tittle from any pre- 
determined course of action. I had learnt the inflexibility of those 
thin delicate lips ; I knew how anger would turn his fair com- 
plexion to deadly white, and bring the cruel light into his pole 
blue eyes. The love I bore to any one seemed to be a reason for 
his hating them, and so I went on pitying myself one long dreary 
afternoon during that absence of his of which I have spoken, only 
sometimes remembering to check myself in my murmurings by 
thinking of the new unseen link between us, and then crying 
afresh to think how wicked I was. Oh, how well I remember 
that long October evening ! Amante came in from time to time, 
talking away to cheer me — talking about dress and Paris, and I 
hardly know what, but from time to time looking at me keenly 
with her friendly dark eyes, and with serious interest, too, though 
all her words were about frivolity. At length she heaped the fire 
with wood, drew the heavy silken curtains close ; for I had been 
anxious hitherto to keep them open, so that I might see the pale 
moon mounting the skies, as I used to see her — the same moon — 
rise from behind the Kaiser Stuhl at Heidelberg ; but the sight 
made me cry, so Amante shut it out. She dictated to me as a 
nurse does to a child. 

" Now, madame must have the little kitten to keep her com- 
pany," she said, " while I go and ask Marthon for a cup of coffee." 
I remember that speech, and the way it roused me, for I did not 
like Amante to think I wanted amusing by a kitten. It might be 
my petulance, but this speech — such as she might have made to a 
child— annoyed me, and I said that I had reason for my lowness 
of spirits — meaning that they were not of so imaginary a nature 
that I could be diverted from them by the gambols of a kitten. 
So, though I did not choose to tell her all, I told her a part : and 
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as I spoke, I began to suspect that the good creature knew much 
of what I withheld, and that the little speech about the kitten 
was jxuxre thoughtfully kind than it had seemed at first. I said 
that it was so long since I had heard from my father ; that he was 
an old man, and so many things might happen — I might never see 
him again — and I so seldom heard from him or my brother. It 
was a more complete and total separation than I had ever antici- 
pated when I married, and something of my home and of my life 
previous to my marriage I told the good Amante ; for I had not 
been brought up as a great lady, and the sympathy of any human 
being was precious to me. 

Amante listened with interest, and in return told me some of 
the events and sorrows of her own life. Then, remembering 
her purpose, she set out in search of the coffee, which ought to 
have been brought to me an hour before ; but, in my husband's 
absence, my wishes were but seldom attended to, and I never 
dared to give orders. 

Presently she returned, bringing the coffee and a large cake. 

"See!" said she, setting it down. "Look at my plunder. 
Madame must eat. Those who eat always laugh. And, 
besides, I have a little news that ^ill please madaroe." Then 
she told me that lying on a table in the great kitchen was a 
bundle of letters, come by the courier from Strasburg that very 
afternoon : then, fresh from her conversation with me, she had 
hastily untied the string that bound them, but had only just 
traced out one that she thought was from Germany, when a 
servant-man came in, and, with the start he gave her, she 
dropped the letters, which he picked up, swearing at her for 
having untied and disarranged them. She told him that she 
believed there was a letter there for her mistress ; but he only 
swore the more, saying, that if there was it was no business of 
hers, or of bis either, for that he had the strictest orders always 
to take all letters that arrived during his master's absence into 
the private sitting-room of the latter — a room into which I had 
never entered, although it opened out of my husband's dressing- 
room. 

I asked Amante if she had not conquered and brought me this 
letter. No, indeed, she replied, it was almost as much as Lis, 
life was worth to live among such a set of servants : it was only 
a month ago that Jacques had stabbed Valentin for some jesting 
talk. Had I never missed Valentin — that handsome ^omtv^ VcA 
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who carried up the wood into my salon? Poor fellow 1 he lies 
dead and cold now, and they said in the village he had pnt an 
end to himself, but tliose of the household knew better. Oh i I 
need not be afraid ; Jacques was gone no one knew where ; but 
with such people it was not safe to upbraid or insist. Monsieur 
would be at home the next day, and it would not be long to 
wait. 

But I felt as if I could not exist till the next day without the 
letter. It might be to say that my father was ill, dyings— he 
might cry for his daughter from his death-bed I In short, there 
was no end to the thoughts and fancies that haunted me; It 
was of no use for Amante to say that, after all, she might be mis- 
taken — that she did not read writing well — that she had but a 
glimpse of the address ; I let my coffee cool, my food all became 
distasteful, and I wrung my hands with impatience to get at the 
letter, and have some news of my dear ones at home. All the 
time Amante kept her imperturbable good temper, first reason- 
ing, then scolding. At last she said, as if wearied out, that if I 
would consent to make a good supper, she would see what could 
be done as to our going to monsieur's room in search of the 
letter, after the servants were all gone to bed. We agreed to 
go together when all was still, and look over the letters ; there 
could be no harm in that ; and yet, somehow, we were such 
cowards we dared not do it openly and in the face of the 
household. 

Presently my supper came up— partridges, bread, fruits, and 
cream. How well I remember that supper ! We put the un- 
touched cake away in a sort of buffet, and poured the cold coffee 
out of the window, in order that the servants might not take 
offence at the apparent fancifulness of sending down for food I 
could not eat. I was so anxious for all to be in bed, that I told 
the footman who served that he need not wait to take away the 
plates and dishes, but might go to bed. Long after I thought 
the house was quiet, Amante, in her caution, made me wait. 
It was past eleven before we set out, with cat-like steps and 
veiled light, along the passages, to go to my husband's room 
and steal my own letter, if it was indeed there ; a fact about 
which Amante had become very uncertain in the progress of 
our discussion. 

To make you understand my story, I must now try to explain 
to you the plan of the chateau. It had been at one time a forii- 
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Hcd place of some strength, perched on the summit of a rock, 
which projected from the side of the mountain. But additions 
had b^n made to the old building (which must have borne a 
strong resemblance to the castles overhanging the Rhine), and 
these new buildings were placed so as to command a magni- 
ficent view, being on the steepest side of the rock, from which 
the mountain fell away, as it were, leaving the great plain of 
France in full survey. The ground-plan was something of the 
shape of three sides of an oblong ; my apartments in the 
•nodem edifice occupied the narrow end, and had this grand 
prospect. The front of the castle was old, and ran parallel to 
the road far below. In this were contained the offices and 
public rooms of various descriptions, into which I never pene- 
^^^ted. The back wing (considering the new building, in which 
'^^y apartments were, as the centre) consisted of many rooms, 
^f a dark and gloomy character, as the mountain-side shut out 
'^"luch of the sun, and heavy pine woods came down within a 
*^^ yards of the windows. Yet on this side — on a projecting 
^latMu of the rock — my husband had formed the flower-garden 
5^ f which I have spoken ; for he was a great cultivator of flowers 
* *^ his leisure moments. 

Now my bedroom was the comer room of the new buildings 

^-* *i the part nejrt to the mountain. Hence I could have let my- 

^^f down into the flower-garden by my hands on the window- 

^ 11 on one side, without danger of hurting myself ; while the 

^"indows at right angles with these looked sheer down a descent 

a hundred feet at least. Going still farther along this wing, 

-5^^>u came to the old building ; in fact, these two fragments of 

^^e ancient castle had formerly been attached by some such con- 

^ acting apartments as my husbimd had rebuilt. These rooms 

belonged to M. de la Tourelle. His bedroom opened into mine, 

*iis dressing-room lay beyond ; and that was pretty nearly all I 

^ncw, for the servants, as well as he himself, had a knack of 

"^Viming me back, under some pretence, if ever they found me 

Valldng about alone, as I was inclined to do, when first I came, 

from a sort of curiosity to see the whole of the place of which I 

found myself mistress. M. de la Tourelle never encouraged me 

to go out alone, either in a carriage or for a walk, saying always 

that the roads were unsafe in those disturbed times ; indeed, I 

have sometimes fancied since that the flower-gatde,tv» \o >«\v\Ocv 

the only access from the castle was through h\s lootsvs, Hia& ^^ 
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signed in order to give me exercise and employment under his 
own eye. 

But to return to that night. I knew, as I have said, that M. 
de la Tourelle's private room opened out of his dressing-room, 
and this out of his bedroom, which again opened into mine, the 
comer room. But there were other doors into all these rooms, 
and these doors led into a long gallery, lighted by windows, 
looking into the inner court. I do not remember our consult- 
ing much about it ; we went through my room into my hus- 
band's apartment through the dressing-room, but the door of 
communication into his study was locked, so there was nothing 
for it but to turn back and go by the gallery to the other door. 
I recollect noticing one or two things in these rooms, then seen 
by me for the first time. I remember the sweet perfume that 
hung in the air, the scent bottles of silver that decked his toilet- 
table, and the whole apparatus for bathing and dressing, more 
luxurious even than those which he had provided for me. But 
the room itself was less splendid in its proportions than mine. 
In truth, the new buildings ended at the entrance to my hus- 
band's dressing-room. There were deep window recesses in 
walls eight or nine feet thick, and even the partitions between 
the chambers were three feet deep ; but over all these doors or 
windows there fell thick, heavy draperies, so that I should think 
no one could have heard in one room what passed in another. 
We went back into my room, and out into the gallery. We 
had to shade our candle, from a fear that possessed us, I don't 
know why, lest some of the servants in the opposite wing might 
trace our procuress towards the part of the castle unused by any 
one except my husband. Somehow, I had always the feeling 
that all the domestics, except Amante, were spies upon me, and 
that I was trammelled in a web of observation and unspoken 
limitation extending over all my actions. 

There was a light in the upper room ; we paused, and Amante 
would have again retreated, but I was chafing under the delays. 
What was the harm of my seeking my father's unopened letter to 
me in my husband's study ? I, generally the coward, now blamed 
Amante for her unusual timidity. But the truth was, she had far 
more reason for suspicion as to the proceedings of that terrible 
household than I had ever known of. I urged her on, I pressed 
on myself ; we came to the door, locked, but with the key in it ; 
we turned it, we entered ; the letters lay on the table, their white 
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oblongs catching the ]ight in an instant, and revealing themselves 
to my eager eyes, hungering after the words of love from my 
peaceful, distant home. But just as I pressed forward to examine 
the letters, the candle which Amante held, caught in some 
draught, went out. and we were in darkness. Amante pro- 
p>osed that we should carry the letters back to my salon, col- 
lecting them as well as we could in the dark, and returning 
all but the expected one for me ; but I begged her to return 
to my room, where I kept tinder and flint, and to strike a fresh 
li£rht; and so she went, and I remained alone in the room, ot 
▼hxch I could only just distinguish the size, and the principal 
arUcles of furniture : a large table, with a deep, overhanging 
cloth, in the middle, escritoires and other heavy articles against 
the walls; all this I could see as I stood there, my hand on 
ttie table close by the letters, my face towards the window, 
which, both from the darkness of the wood, growing high up 
the mountain-side, and the faint light of the declining moon, 
seemed only like an oblong of paler, purpler black than the 
shadowy room. How much I remembered from my one in- 
stantaneous glance before the candle went out, how much I 
saw as my eyes became accustomed to the darkness, I do not 
know, but even now, in my dreams, comes up that room of 
borror, distinct in its profound shadow. Amante could hardly 
have been gone a minute before I felt an additional gloom 
before the window, and heard soft movements outside — ^soft, 
bat resolute, and continued until the end was accomplished, 
and the window raised. 

In mortal terror of people forcing an entrance at such an 
hour, and in such a manner as to leave no doubt of their pur- 
pose, I would have turned to fly when first I heard the noise, 
only that I feared by any quick motion to catch their attention, 
as I also ran the danger of doing by opening the door, which 
was all but closed, and to whose handlings I was unaccustomed. 
Again, quick as lightning, I bethought me of the hiding-place 
between the locked door to my husband's dressing-room and 
the portiere which covered it ; but I gave that up ; I felt as 
if I could not reach it without screaming or fainting. So I 
sank down softly, and crept under the table, hidden, as I hoped, 
by the great, deep table-cover, with its heavy fringe. I had 
not recovered my swooning senses fully, and was Irjva^ Vo 
reassure myself as to my being in a place of compaTa\.Vve saXcVj 
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for, above all things, I dreaded the betrayal of Anting, and 
struggled hard for such courage as I might attain by deadening 
myself to the danger I was in by inflicting intense pain on 
myself. You have often asked me the reason of that mark on 
my hand ; it was where, in my agony, I bit out a piece of 
flesh with my relentless teeth, thankful for the pain, which 
helped to numb my terror. I say, I was but just concealed 
when I heard the window lifted, and one after another stepped 
over the sill, and stood by me so close, that I could have 
touched their feet. Then they laughed and whispered; my 
brain swam so that I could not tell the meaning of their words, 
but I heard my husband's laughter among the rest — low, hissing, 
scornful — as he kicked something heavy that they had dragged 
in over the floor, and which lay near me; so near, that my 
husband's kick, in touching it, touched me too. I don't know 
why — I can't tell how — but some feeling, and not curiosity, 
prompted me to put out my hand, ever so softly, ever so little 
and feel in the darkness for what lay spumed beside me. I 
stole my groping palm upon the clenched and chilly band of 
a corpse ! 

Strange to say, this roused me to instant vividness of thought 
Till this moment I had almost forgotten Araante ; now I planned 
with feverish rapidity how I could give her a warning not to 
return ; or rather, I should say, I tried to plan, for all my pro- 
jects were utterly futile, as I might have seen from the first. 
I could only hope she could hear the voices of those who were 
now busy in trying to kindle a light, swearing awful oaths at 
the mislaid articles which would have enabled them to strike 
fire. I heard her step outside coming nearer and nearer ; I 
saw from my hiding-place the line of light beneath the door 
more and more distinctly ; close to it her footstep paused ; the 
men inside — at the time I thought they had been only two, 

> but I found out afterwards there were three — paused in their 
endeavours, and were quite still, as breathless as myself, 1 
suppose, Tiien she slowly pushed the door open with gentle 
motion, to save her flickering candle from being again ex- 
tinguished. For a moment all was still. Then I heard my hus- 
band say, as he advanced towards her (he wore riding boots, the 
shape of which I knew well, as I could see them in the light) — 
"Aniante, may 1 ask wYiat. "bnv\^s» >jo>\>;\^\^ vcvxa tw^ T^-w-ajL-a 

room ? " 
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He stood between her and the dead body of a man, from 
wfaidb ghastly heap I shrank away as it almost touched me, so 
close were we aU together. I could not tell whether she saw it 
or not ; I could give her no warning, nor make any dumb 
Qtterance of signs to bid her what to say — if, indeed, I knew 
myself what would be best for her to say. 

Her Tdce was quite changed when she spoke ; quite hoarse, 
and very low ; yet it was steady enough as she said, what was the 
truth, that she had come to look for a letter which she believed 
hid arrived for me from Germany. Good, brave Amantc ! Not 
a vord about me. M. de la Tourelle answered with a grim 
blasphemy and a fearful threat. He would have no one prying 
into his premises ; madame should have her letters, if there were 
any, when he chose to give them to her, if, indeed, he thought it 
wdl to give them to her at all. As for Amante, this was her first 
uaming, but it was also her last ; and, taking the candle out of 
her hand, he turned her out of the room , his companions discreetly 
makiDg a screen, so as to throw the corp)se into deep shadow. 
1 heard the key turn in the door after her — if I had e\'er had any 
thought of escape it was gone now. I only hoped that whatever 
was to befall me might soon be over, for the tension of nerve was 
growing more than I could bear. The instant she could be sup- 
posed to be out of hearing, two voices began speaking in the 
most angry terms to my husband, upbraiding him for not having 
detained her, gagged her — nay, one was for killing her, saying he 
had seen her eye fall on the face of the dead man, whom he now 
kicked in his passion. Though the form of their speech was as if 
they were speaking to equals, yet in their tone there was some- 
thing of fear. I am sure my husband was their jsuperior, or 
captain, pr somewhat. He replied to them almost as if he were 
scoffing at them, saying it was such an expenditure of labour 
having to do with fools ; that, ten to one, the woman was only 
telling the simple truth, and that she was frightened enough by 
discovering her master in his room to be thankful to escape and 
return to her mistress, to whom he could easily explain on the 
morrow how he happened to return in the dead of night. But 
his com[)anions fell to cursing me, and saying that since M. de la 
Tourelle had been married he was fit for nothing but to dress him- 
self fine and scent himself with perfume ; t\\aX, as lox xofe, ^'t^ 
couJd have got him twenty girls prettier, and ViOcv lax Ti\at^ ?»^vt\\. 
/a Uiem. He quietly answered that I suited V\Vai, ^ccv^l SJcva-V ^-as 
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enough. All this time they were doing something— I could not 
see what — to the corpse ; sometimes they were too busy rifling 
the dead body, I believe, to talk ; again they let it fall with a 
heavy, resistless thud, and took to quarrelling. They taunted 
my husband with angry vehemence, enraged at his scoffing and 
scornful replies, his mocking laughter. Yes, holding up his poor 
dead victim, the better to strip him of whatever he wore that was 
valuable, I heard my husband laugh just as he had done when 
exchanging repartees in the little salon of the Rupprechts at 
Carlsruhe. I hated and dreaded him from that moment At 
length, as if to make an end of the subject, he said, with oool 
determination in his voice — 

•' Now, my good friends, what is the use of all this talking, 
when you know in your hearts that, if I suspected my wife of 
knowing more than I chose of my affairs, she would not outlive 
the day ? Remember Victorine. Because she merely joked about 
my affairs in an imprudent manner, and rejected my advice to 
keep a prudent tongue — to see what she liked, but ask nothing 
and say nothing — she has gone a long journey — longer than to 
Paris." 

" But this one is different to her ; we knew all that Madame 
Victorine knew, she was such a chatterbox ; but this one may find 
out a vast deal, and never breathe a word about it, she is so sly. 
Some fine day we may have the country raised, and the gendarmes 
down upon us from Strasburg, and all owing to your pretty doll, 
with her cunning ways of coming over you." 

I think this roused M. de la Tourelle a little from his con- 
temptuous indifference, for he ground an oath through his teeth, 
and said, ' ' Feel ! this dagger is sharp, Henri. If my wife breathes 
a word, and I am such a fool as not to have stopped her mouth 
effectually before she can bring down gendarmes upon us, just let 
that good steel find its way to my heart. Let her guess but one 
little, let her have but one slight suspicion that I am not a ' grand 
propri^taire,' much less imagine that I am a chief of chauffeurs, 
and she follows Victorine on the long journey beyond Paris that 
very day." 

" She'll outwit you yet ; or I never judged women well. Those 
still silent ones are the devil. She'll be off during some of your 
absences, having picked out some secret that will break us all on 
the wheel." 

"Bah!" said his voice; and then in a minute he added, 
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•• Let her go if she will. But, where she goes, I will follow ; so 
don't cry before you're hurt." 

By this time> they had nearly stripped the body ; and the con- 
versation turned out what they should do with it. I learnt that 
the dead man was the Sieur de Poissy, a neighbouring gentleman, 
whom I had often heard of as hunting with my husband. I had 
never seen him, but they spoke as if he had come upon them while 
they were robbing some Cologne merchant, torturing him after 
the cruel practice of the chauffeurs, by roasting the feet of their 
victims in order to compel them to reveal any hidden circum- 
stances connected with their wealth, of which the chauffeurs 
afterwards made use ; and this Sieur de Poissy coming down 
upon them, and recognising M. de la Tourelle, they had killed 
him, and brought him thither after nightfall. I heard him whom 
I called my husband laugh his little light laugh as he spoke of the 
way in which the dead body had been strapped before one of the 
riders, in such a way that it appeared to any passer-by as if, in 
troth, the murderer were tenderly supporting some sick person. 
He repeated some mocking reply of double meaning, which he 
himself liad given to some one who made inquiry. He enjoyed 
tiw play upon words, softly applauding his own wit. And all 
^ time the poor helpless outstretched arms of the dead lay close 
to his dainty boot ! Then another stooped (my heart stopped 
^ting), and picked up a letter lying on the ground — a, letter 
that had dropped out of M. de Poissy's pocket — a letter from 
his wife, full of tender words of endearment and pretty babblings 
of love. This was read aloud, with coarse ribald comments 
on every sentence, each trying to outdo the previous speaker. 
When they came to some pretty words about a sweet Maurice, 
*Jieir little child away with its mother on some visit, they 
^hed at M. de la Tourelle, and told him that he would be 
"taring such woman's drivelling some day. Up to that 
"Wnient, I think, I had only feared him, but his unnatural, 
°^-ferocious reply made me hate even more than I dreaded 
Wm. But now they grew weary of their savage merriment ; 
^ jewels and watch had been appraised, the money and 
Papers examined ; and apparently there was some necessity 
for the body being interred quietly and before daybreak. They 
"8d not dared to leave him where he was slain, for fear lest 
People should come and recognise him, and raise \Vvft \v>aft ?ocv^ 
ay ttpoD them. For they all along spoke as \^ \X. v^^s. xX\^vt 
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constant endeaTonr to keep the immediate neighbourtiood of 
Les Rochers in the most orderly and tranquil condition, so as 
never to give cause for visits from the gendarmes. They 
disputed a little as to whether they should make their way into 
the castle larder through the gallery, and satisfy their hunger 
before the hasty interment, or afterwards. I listened with 
eager feverish interest as soon as this meaning of their speeches 
reached my hot and troubled brain, for at the time the words 
they uttered seemed only to stamp themselves with terrible 
force on my memory, so that I could hardly keep from repeat- 
ing them aloud like a dull, miserable, unconscious echo; but 
my brain was numb to the sense of what they said, iin]^>ss I 
myself were named, and then, I suppose, some instinct of self- 
preservation stirred within me. and quickened my sense. And 
how I strained my ears, and nerved my hands and limbs, 
beginning to twitch with convulsive movements, which I feaxed 
might betray me ! I gathered every word they spoke, not 
knowing which proposal to wish for, but feeling that whatever 
was finally decided upon, my only chance of escape was draw- 
ing near. I once feared lest my husband should go to his 
bedroom before I had had that one chance, in which case he 
would most likely have perceived my absence. He said that 
his hands were soiled (I shuddered, for it might be with hfe- 
blood), and he would go and cleanse them ; but some bitter 
jest turned his purpose, and he left the room with the other 
two — left it by the gallery door. Left me alone in the dark 
with the stiffening corpse ! 

Now, now was my time, if ever ; and yet I could not move. 

It was not my cramped and stiffened joints that crippled me, 

it was the sensation of that dead man's close presence. I 

almost fancied — I almost fancy still — I heard the arm nearest 

to me move ; lift itself up, as if once more imploring, and fall 

in dead despair. At that fancy — if fancy it were — I screamed 

aloud in mad terror, and the sound of my own strange voice 

broke the spell. I drew myself to the side of the table farthest 

from the corpse, with as much slow caution as if I really could 

have feared the clutch of that poor dead arm, powerless for 

evermore. I softly raised myself up, and stood sick and trem- 

bling, holding by the U\b\e, Voo dxi-i.^ Voktvow v>hat to do next. 

I nearly fainted, when a\o\v \o\ce spoVe— NN\\exv K\^^Tv\fc, '«'3«v 

the outside of the door, v.hlspeted, *' W^^'^^a^V' -Wv^ «vacsj\%\N^ 
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creature had been oa the vatch, had heard my scream, and 

having seen the three ruffians troop along the gallery, down the 

staiis, and across the court to the offices in the other wing of 

tbe castle, she had stc^en to the door of the room in which I 

waus. The sound of her voice gave me strength ; I walked 

straight towards it, as one benighted on a dreary moor, suddenly 

perceiving the small steady light which tells of human dwellings, 

talces heart, and steers straight onward. Where I was, where 

that voice was, I knew not ; but go to it I must, or die. The 

door once opened — I know not by which of us — I fell upon her 

neck, grasjMng her tight, till my hands ached with the tension 

of their hokL Yet she never uttered a word. Only she took 

me up in her vigorous arms, and bore me to my room, and laid 

me on my bed. I do not know more ; as soon as I was placed 

there I lost sense ; I came to myself with a horrible dread lest 

^y husband was by me, with a belief that he was in the room, 

^ hiding, waiting to hear my first words, watching for the least 

^igu of the terrible knowledge I possessed to murder me. I 

^ared not breathe quicker, I measured and timed each heavy 

''Aspiration ; I did not speak, nor move, nor even open my eyes, 

^^ bug after I was in my full, my miserable senses. I heard 

^ome one treading softly about the room, as if with a purpose, 

'^ot as'if for curiosity, or merely to beguile the time ; some one 

l^^^assed in and out of the salon ; and I still lay quiet, feeling as 

^ death were inevitable, but wishing that the agony of death 

^Vere past Again faintness stole over me ; but just as I was 

^inking into the horrible feeling of nothingness, I heard Amante's 

^^oice close to me, saying — 

" Drink this, madame, and let us be gone. All is ready." 
_ I let her put her arm under my head and raise me, and pour 
'"^mething down my throat. All the time she kept talking in a 
uiet, measured voice, unlike her own, so dry and authoritative ; 
^ ^e told me that a suit of her clothes lay ready for me, that 
^^^e herself was as much disguised as the circumstances p)er- 
^[^^>itted her to be, that what provisions I had left from my 
^^-3pper were stowed away in her pockets ; and so she went on , 
"Welling on little details of the most commonplace description, 
'Kit never alluding for an instant to the fearful cause why flight 
as necessary. I made no inquiry as to how she knew, or 
liat she knew. I never asked her either then or ?d\firN^x^'&> \ 
could not bear it— we kept our dreadfuV seciev c\Q?a. '^>3^ ^" 
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suppose she must have been in the dressing-room adjoining, 
and heard all. 

In fact, I dared not speak even to her, as if there were 
anything beyond the most common event in life in our pre> 
paring thus to leave the house of blood by stealth in the dead 
of night She gave me directions — short condensed directions, 
without reasons — just as you do to a child ; and like a child 
I obeyed her. She went often to the door and listened ; and 
often, too, she went to the window, and looked anxiously out. 
For me, I saw nothing but her, and I dared not let my eyes 
wander from her for a minute ; and I heard nothing in the 
deep midnight silence but her soft movements, and the heavy 
beating of my own heart. At last she took my hand, and led 
me in the dark, through the salon, once more into the terrible 
gallery, where across the black darkness the windows admitted 
pale sheeted ghosts of light upon the floor. Clinging to her 
I went; unquestioning — for she was human sympathy to me, 
after the isolation of my unspeakable terror. On we went, 
turning to the left instead of to the right, past my suite of 
sitting-rooms, where the gilding was red with blood, into that 
unknown wing of the castle that fronted the main road, lying 
parallel far below. She guided me along the basement passages 
to which we had now descended, until we came to a little open 
door, through which the air blew chill and cold, bringing for 
the first time a sensation of life to me. The door led into a 
kind of cellar, through which we groped our way to an op>ening 
like a window, but which, instead of being glazed, was only 
fenced with iron bars, two of which were loose, as Amante 
evidently knew, for she took them out with the ease of one who 
had performed the action often before, and then helped me to 
follow her out into the free, open air. 

We stole round the end of the building, and on turning the 
corner — she first — I felt her hold on me tighten for an instant, 
and the next step I, too, heard distant voices, and the blows of a 
spade upon the heavy soil, for the night was very warm and still. 

We had not spoken a word ; we did not sp>eak now. Touch 

was safer and as expressive. She turned down towards the 

high road ; I followed. I did not know the path ; we stumbled 

ngain and again, and 1 was much bxvu'&^d-, so doubtless was 

she; but bodily pain did me good. Kx \^%\., >«^ >«^x^ o^ >\\^ 

plainer path of the high road. 
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I had such faith in her that I did not venture to speak, even 
>vhen she paused, as wondering to which hand she should turn. 
But now, for the first time, she spoke — 

• • Which way did you come when he brought you here 
first?" 

I pointed — I could not speak. 

"We turned in the opposite direction ; still going along the 
high road. In about an hour, we struck up to the mountain- 
side, scrambling far up before we even dared to rest ; far up 
and away again before day had fully dawned. Then we looked 
about for some place of rest and concealment ; and now we 
dared to speak in whispers. Amante told me that she had 
locked the door of communication between his bedroom and 
J^ine, and, as in a dream, I was aware that she had also locked 
^tid brought away the key of the door between the latter and 
^lie salon. 

•• He will have been too busy this night to think much about 
^<^u— he will suppose you are asleep — I shall be the first to be 
**^issed ; but they will only just now be discovering our loss." 

I remember those last words of hers made me pray to go on ; 
"^ felt as if we were losing precious time in thinking either of 
*"^«t or concealment ; but she hardly replied to me, so busy was 
^H« in seeking out some hiding-place. At length, giving it up 
*^i despair, we proceeded onwards a little way ; the mountain- 
^*«ie sloped downwards rapidly, and in the full morning light 
^*^« saw ourselves in a narrow valley, made by a stream which 
•oi»ced its way along it. About a mile lower down there rose 
^*^« pale blue smoke of a village, a mill-wheel was lashing up 
tlie water close at hand, though out of sight. Keeping under 
^*^e cover of every sheltering tree or bush, we worked our way 
^Ovn past the mill, down to a one-arched bridge which doubt- 
^ss formed part of the road between the village and the mill. 

■ 'This will do," said she ; and we crept under the space, and 
^limbing a little way up the rough stone-work, we seated our- 
^^ves on a projecting ledge, and crouched in the deep damp 
f^^dow. Amante sat a little above me, and made me lay my 
^^^d on her lap. Then she fed me, and took some food herself ; 
^*^ci opening out her great dark cloak, she covered up every 
'Sht-coloured speck about us ; and thus we sat, shivering and 
^^Uddering, yet feeling a kind of rest through il all, s\mvV3 ^'^'^'kv 
**e feet that motjon was no longer imperative, aivd xXv^\. dvsxYcv^ 
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thedsiylight our only chance of safety was to be stilL. Eut the 
damp shadow in which we were sitting was blighting, from the 
circumstance of the sunliglit never penetrating thae; and I 
dreaded Iest> before night and the time for exertion again came 
on, I should feel illness creeping all over me. To add to our 
discomfort, it had rained the whole day long« and the stream, 
fed by a thousand little mountain brooklets, began to swell 
into a torrent, rushing over the stones with, a perpetual and 
dizzying noise. 

Every now and then I was wakened, from the painful ddse 
into which I continually fell, by a sound of horses' feet over our 
head : sometimes lumbering heavily as if dragging a. burden, 
sometimes rattling and galloping, and with the sharper cry of 
men's voices coming cutting through the roar of the waters. 
At length, day fell. We had to drop into the stream, which 
came above our knees as we waded to the bank. There we 
stood, stiff and shivering. Even Amante's courage soemed to 
fail. 

"We must pass this night in shelter, somehow," said she. 
For indeed the rain was coming down pitilessly. I said nothing. 
I thought that surely the end must be death in some shape; 
and I only hoped that to death might not be added the terror 
of the cruelty of men. In a minute or so she had resolved 
on her course of action. We went up the stream to the mill 
The familiar sounds, the scent of the wheat, the flower whiten- 
ing the walls — all reminded me of home, and it seemed to me 
as if I must struggle out of this nightmare and waken, and find 
myself once more a happy girl by the Neckar-side. They were 
long in unbarring the door at which Amante had knocked ; at 
length, an old feeble voice inquired who was there, and what 
was sought? Amante answered shelter from the storm for two 
women ; but the old woman replied, with suspicious hesitation, 
that she was sure it was a man who was asking for shelter, and 
that she could not let us in. But at length she satisfied herself, 
and unbarred the heavy door, and admitted us. She was not 
an unkindly woman ; but her thoughts all travelled in one circle, 
and that was, that her master, the miller, had told her on no 
account to let any man into the place during his absence, and 
that she did not know if he "wow\d woV \.Y\\tvVl two women as bad ; 
and yet that as we were not TYkeT\, tvo ot\^ ca\3\eiL %.'a>3 ^V^VtsA. ^\\r 
obeyed him, for it was a shame lo \eX ^ do?,\i^ omv ^>asi\v ^ x^x^v 
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ai this. Amante, with ready wit, told her to let no one know 
that we had taken shelter there that night, and that then her 
master could not blame her ; and while she was thus enjoining 
secreqr as the wisest course, with a view to far other people 
than the miller, she was hastily helping me take ofif my wet 
clothes, and spreading them, as well as the brown mantle that 
had covered ua both, before the great stove which warmed the 
room with the effectual heat that the old woman's failing vitality 
required. All this time the poor creature was discussing with 
boKlf aa to whether she had disobeyed orders, in a kind of 
gazrulous way that made me fear much for her capability of re- 
taining anjrthing secret if she was questioned. By-and4)y, she 
wandtered smaj to an unnecessary revelation of her master's 
whereabouts ; gone to help in the search for his landlord, the 
Sear de Poissy, who Uved at the chateau just above, and who 
had not returned from his chase the day before ; so the intendant 
imagined he might have met with some accident, and had sum- 
moned the neighbours to beat the forest and the hill-side. She 
told us much besides, giving us to understand that she would 
&in meet with a place as housekeeper where there were more 
Krvuts and less to do, as her life here was very lonely and 
dnil, especially since her master's son had gone away — gone 
to the wars. S3)e then took her supper, which was evidently 
apportioned out to her with a sparing hand, as, even if the idea 
had come into her head, she had not enough to ofifer us any. 
Fortunately, warmth was all that we required, and that, tlianks 
to Amante's care, was returning to our chilled bodies. After 
sapper, the old woman grew drowsy ; but she seemed uncom- 
fixtable at the idea of going to sleep and leaving us still in the 
house;. Indeed, she gave us pretty broad hints as to the 
propriety of our going once more out into the bleak and stormy 
night ; but we begged to be allowed to stay under shelter of 
some kind ; and, at last, a bright idea came over her, and she 
bade ua mount by a ladder to a kind of loft, which went half 
over the lofty mill-kitchen in which we were sitting. We 
obe>'ed her — what else could we do? — and found ourselves in 
a spacious floor, without any safeguard or wall, boarding, or 
railing, to keep us from falling over into the kitchen, in case we 
went too near the edge. It was, in fact, the slote-tooYa at 
fftnvt for the household There was bedding pWed Mp,>oowa 
and chests, mill sacks, the winter store of appVes axvd waXV 
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bundles of old clothes, broken furniture, and many other things. 
No sooner were we up there, than the old woman dragged the 
ladder, by which we had ascended, away with a chuckle, as if 
she was now secure that we could do no mischief, and sat herself 
down again once more, to doze and await her master's return. 
We pulled out some bedding, and gladly laid ourselves down 
in our dried clothes and in some warmth, hoping to have the 
sleep we so much needed to refresh us and prepare us for the 
next day. But I could not sleep, and I was aware, from her 
breathing, that Amante was equally wakeful. We could both 
see through the crevices between the boards that formed the 
flooring into the kitchen below, very partially lighted by the 
common lamp that hung against the wall near the stove on the 
opposite side to that on which we were. 



-M- 



PORTION III. 

Far on in the night there were voices outside reached us in 
our hiding-place ; an angry knocking at the door, and we saw 
through the chinks the old woman rouse herself up to go and 
open it for her master, who came in, evidently half drunk. To 
my sick horror, he was followed by Lefebvre, apparently as 
sober and wily as ever. They were talking together as they 
came in, disputing about something; but the miller stopped 
the conversation to swear afthe old woman for having fallen 
asleep, and, with tipsy anger, and even with blows, drove the 
poor old creature out of the kitchen to bed. Then he and 
Lefebvre went on talking — about the Sieur de Poissy's dis- 
appearance. It seemed that Lefebvre had been out all day, 
along with other of my husband's men, ostensibly assisting in 
the search ; in all probability trying to blind the Sieur de Poissy's 
followers by putting them on a wrong scent, and also, I fancied, 
from one or two of Lefebvre's sly questions, combining the 
hidden purpose of discovering us. 

Although the miller was tenant and vassal to the Sieur de 
Poissy, he seemed to me to be much more in league with the 
people of M. de la Tourelle. He was evidently aware, in part, 
of the Wic which Lefebvre and the others led ; although, again, 
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I. do not suppose that he knew or imagined one-half of their 
crimes; and also, I think, he was seriously interested in dis- 
covering the fate of his master, little suspecting Lefebvre of 
murder or violence. He kept talking himself, and letting out 
all sorts of thoughts and opinions ; watched by the keen eyes 
of Lefebvre gleaming out below his shaggy eyebrows. It was 
evidently not the cue of the latter to let out that his master's 
wife had escaped from that vile and terrible den ; but though 
he never breathed a word relating to us, not the less was I 
certain he was thu^ting for our blood, and lying in wait for us 
at every turn of events. Presently he got up and took his leave ; 
and the miller bolted him out, and stumbled off to bed. Then 
we fell asleep, and slept sound and long. 

The next morning, when I awoke, I saw Amantc, half raised, 

nesting on one hand, and eagerly gazing, with straining eyes, into 

the kitchen below. I looked too, and both heard and saw the 

miller and two of his men eagerly and loudly talking about the 

old woman, who had not appeared as usual to make the fire in 

the stove, and prepare her master's breakfast, and who now, late 

on in the morning, had been found dead in her bed ; whether 

from the effect of her master's blows the night before, or from 

natural causes, who can tell ? The miller's conscience upbraided 

him a little, I should say, for he was eagerly declaring his value 

for his housekeeper, and repeating how often she had spoken of 

the happy life she led with him. The men might have had their 

doubts, but they did not wish to offend the miller, and all agreed 

that the necessary steps should be taken for a speedy funeral. 

And so they went out, leaving us in our loft, but so much alone, 

that, for the first time almost, we ventured to speak freely, though 

still in a hushed voice, pausing to listen continually. Amante 

took a more cheerful view of the whole occurrence than I did. She 

said that, had the old woman lived, we should have had to depart 

that morning, and that this quiet departure would have been the 

best thing we could have had to hope for, as, in all probability, 

the housekeeper would have told her master of us and of our 

resting-place, and this fact would, sooner or later, have been 

brought to the knowledge of those from whom we most desired to 

keep it concealed ; but that now we had time to rest, and a shelter 

to rest in, during the first hot pursuit, which we knew to a fatal 

certainty was being carried on. The remnants of our food, and 

the stored-up fruit, would supply us with pro\\s\OTV \ vYvt wvVj 
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thing to be feared was, that something might be required fJC^™ 
the loft, and the miller or some one jelse mount np in searcl^ ^ 
it. But even then, with alittle arrangement i>f boxes and cb^^^' 
one part might be so kept in shadow that we might yet esc^-P^ 
observation. All this comforted me a little ; but, I asked, Iy^^' 
were we ever to escape? The ladder was taken away, wl»*^ 
was our only means of descent But Amante replied that ^^^ 
could make a sufficient ladder of the rope lying* coiled amo^S 
other things, to drop us down the ten feet or so — ^with theadv^t-^*" 
tage of its being portable, so that we might carry it away, a*^^ 
thus avoid all betrayal of the fact that any cne had ever bp^'^ 
hidden in the loft 

During the two days that intervened before we did escape'*' 
Amante made good use of her time. She looked into every h^^^^ 
and chest during the man's absence at his mill ; and findiK'^^' S 
in one box an old suit of man's clothes, which had probata* ^X 
belonged to the miller's absent son, she put them on to see i^ 
they would fit her ; and, when she found that they did, she c "V-^t 
her own hair to the shortness of a man's, made me cHp h 
black eyebrows as close as though they had been shaved, 
by cutting up old corks into pieces such as would go into h 
cheeks, she altered both the shape of her face and her voice «- o 
a degree which I should not have believed possible. 

All this time I lay like one stunned ; my body resting, ar"x «i 

renewing its strength, but I myself in an almost idiotic state 

else surely I could not have taken the stupid interest whichL J 
remember I did in all Amante's energetic preparations ford i-— 
guise. I absolutely recollect once the feeling of a smile corai n^^ 
over my stiff face as some new exercise of her cleverness proved 
a success. 

But towards the second day, she required me, too, to e^^'* 
myself ; and then all my heavy despair returned. I let her ^-y ' 
my fair hair and complexion with the decaying shells of ^•'" 
stored-up walnuts, I let her blacken my teeth, and even vo^-^' 
tarily broke a front tooth, the better to effect my disguise. ^^^ 
through it all I had no hope of evading my terrible hushF-^^'" 
The third night the funeral was over, the drinking en ^^^^\ 
the guests gone ; the miller put to bed by his men, being . ^ 

drunk to help himself. They stopped a little while in ^^.^^\s 
kitchen talking and laughing about the new housekeeper h-^^*'^^- '„ 
to come ; and they, loo, N«eul off shutiiug, but not locP-^^^ 



THE GREY WOMAN. 295 

tlie door. Everjrthiiig favoured us. Amante had tried her 
ladder on one of the two previous nights, and could, by a 
dexterous tlirow from beneath, unfasten it from the hook to 
Vhich it was fixed, when it had served its office ; she made up 
a bundle of worthless old clothes in order that we might the 
better preserve our characters of a travelling pedlar and his 
wife ; she stufiG?d a hump on her back, she tliickened my figure, 
she left l^r own clothes deep down beneath a heap of others 
in the chest from which she had taken the man's dress which 
she wore; and with a few francs in her pocket — the sole 
money we bad either of us had about us when we escaped — we 
let ourselves down the ladder, unhooked it, and passed into 
the cold darkness of night again. 

We had discussed the route which it would be well for us to 
take while we lay perdues in our loft. Amante had told me 
then that her reason for inquiring, when we first left Les 
Rochers, by which way I had first been brought to it, was to 
avoid the pmrsuit which she was sure would first be made in 
the direction of Germany ; but that now she thought we might 
return to that district of country where my Crcrman fashion of 
speaking French would excite least observation. I thought 
that Amante herself had something peculiar in her accent, 
which I had heard M. de la Tourelle sneer at as Norman 
patois ; but I said not a word beyond agreeing to her proposal 
that we should bend our steps towards Germany. Once there 
we should, I thought, be safe. Alas ! I forgot the unruly time 
that was overspreading all Europe, overturning all law, and all 
the protection which law gives. 

How we wandered — ^not daring to ask our way — how we lived, 
how we struggled through many a danger and still more terrors 
of danger, I shall not tell you now. I will only relate two of 
our adventures before we reached Frankfort. The first, although 
fatal to an innocent lady, was yet, I believe, the cause of my 
safety ; the second I shall tell you, that you may understand 
why I did not return to my former home, as I had hoped to do 
when we lay in the miller's loft, and I first became capable of 
groping after an idea of what my future life might be. I cannot 
lell you how much in these doubtings and wanderings I became 
attached to Amante, I have sometimes iesiT^^ ^\tvc&, \«&^ \ 
cnred for ber only because she was so ivecessax^ Vo tk^ ^s^tv 
safety; but, no I it was not so ; or noi so orvVv o^ \K\\ic«?a^'i 
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She said once that she was flying for her own life as well as for 
mine ; but we dared not speak much on our danger, or on the 
horrors that had gone before. We planned a little what was 
to be our future course ; but even for that we did not look 
forward long ; how could we, when every day we scarcely knew 
if we should see the sun go down ? For Amante knew or 
conjectured far more than I did of the atrocity of the gang to 
which M. de la Tourelle belonged ; and every now and then, 
just as we seemed to be sinking into the calm of security, we 
fell upon traces of a pursuit after us in all directions. Once, 
I remember — we must have been nearly three weeks wearily 
walking through unfrequented ways, day after day, not daring 
to make inquiry as to our whereabouts, nor yet to seem purpose^ 
less in our wanderings — we came to a kind of lonely roadside 
farrier's and blacksmith's. I was so tired that Amante declared 
that, come what might, we would stay there all night ; and 
accordingly she entered the house, and boldly announced herself 
as a travelling tailor, ready to do any odd jobs of work that 
might be required, for a night's lodging and food for herself 
and wife. She had adopted this plan once or twice before, and 
with good success ; for her father had been a tailor in Rouen, 
and as a girl she had often helped him with his work, and knew 
the tailor's slang and habits, down to the particular whistle and 
cry which in France tells so much to those of a trade. At this 
blacksmith's, as at most other solitary houses far away from a 
town, there was not only a store of men's clothes laid by as 
wanting mending when the housewife could afford time, but 
there was a natural craving after news from a distance, such 
news as a wandering tailor is bound to furnish. The early 
November afternoon was closing into evening, as we sat down, 
she cross-legged on the great table in the blacksmith's kitchen, 
drawn close to the window, I close behind her, sewing at 
another part of the same garment, and from time to time well 
scolded by my seeming husband. All at once she turned round 
to speak to me. It was only one word, "Courage!" I had 
seen nothing ; I sat out of the light ; but I turned sick for an 
instant, and then I braced myself up into a strange strength of 
endurance to go through I knew not what. 
The blacksmith's forge was m a. s\v^^ Xi^svde: \l\^ house, and 
fronting the road. I heard ihe Yi2iTv\vi\ex^ ^Vc>»v ^Mv^^ "^^xx 
continual rhythmical beat. She b^id st^tv nn\v>3 v\v^^ ^^^^^s.. ^w 
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Hder had come up to the forge and dismounted, leading his 
horse in to be re-shod. The broad red light of the forge-fire 
"^d revealed the face of the rider to Amante, and she appre- 
hended the consequence that really ensued. 

The rider, after some words with the blacksmith, was ushered 
**! by him into the house-place where we sat. 

** Here, good wife, a cup of wine and some galette for this 
S^ntleman." 

*' Anything, anything, madam, that I can eat and drink in 
'^^y hand while my horse is being shod. I am in haste, and 
*^Xist get on to Forbach to-night." 

. The blacksmith's wife lighted her lamp ; Amante had asked 
^^^ for it five minutes before. How thankful we were that she 



^^d not more speedily compUed with our request ! As it was, 

^'^ sat in dusk shadow, pretending to stitch away, but scarcely 

^*^le to see. The lamp was placed on the stove, near which my 

^^Xsband, for it was he, stood and warmed himself. By-and-by 

*^^ turned round, and looked all over the room, taking us in with 

^bout the same degree of interest as the inanimate furniture. 

''^tnante, cross-legged, fronting him, stooped over her work, 

"Whistling softly all the while. He turned again to the stove, 

in[)patiently rubbing his hands. He had finished his wine and 

galette, and wanted to be off. 

" I am in haste, my good woman. Ask thy husband to 
get on more quickly. I will pay him double if he makes 
haste." 

The woman went out to do his bidding ; and he once more 
tamed round to face us. Amante went on to the second part of 
the tune. He took it up, whistled a second for an instant or so, 
and then the blacksmith's wife re-entering, he moved towards 
her, as if to receive her answer the more speedily. 

*• One moment, monsieur — only one moment. There was a 
nail out of the oflf-foreshoe, which my husband is replacing ; it 
would delay monsieur again if that shoe also came off." 

••Madame is right," said he, "but my haste is urgent. If 
madame knew ray reasons, she would pardon my impatience. 
Once a happy husband, now a deserted and betrayed man, I 
pursue a wife on whom I lavished all my love, but who has 
abused my confidence, and fled from my house, doubtless to 
some paramour ; carrying off with her all the jewels and morvav 
on which she could lay her hands. It \s poss\b\^ laa.^'a.T^'i. 



may have hieard or sesn sonietbiDgr of 2ier ;; tim wm^MCfm^ 
flawed in her fi^fat bgr a iiaae^ poafiigate wmmn fiow Vl»i^ 
whom I, uBfaappf man, had mysdf engaged for mf nMt 
waiting-maid, little dnamiDg what cormptiOA I was tmipif 
into my faoasa r' 

"Is it possible?" said the good woman, ikvotria^ up jhar 
tia»ds. . ^ 

Amante went on whistling a little lower, out of respeeft'^Mliie 
oonveraation. 

'^ liowevOT, lam tracing the widoed {agithtts^Iiftm^OAtlMir 
track" (and the handsome, effenanale; fetoi loofcodjas fenociOBt 
as-any demcm's). *' Haey will not teseapeme i.imt evety adHtUa 
k a anaufieof mtseiy 1o me, tfll Imeettii^,<w^i TAsaiam hu 
symp&thf^ hasshe not?'* - ., 

ifedrsvlhis £u)e imoaliaid nnnatm^al aailk^ indt tbo^ 
went out tO'tfaefoige,«s tfiODce mooeto bfitftoathe falMlBsaM 
over his work. 

Amaaie^oi^ied her adnsding' for one instant. 

^ Go <m as you are, wi^tot^ diange oCaa.eyeHd evenii^ltti* 
few minutes he will iae gone, and it win be over 1 " 

It was a necessary caution, for I was on the point of giving 
way, and throwing myself weakly upon her neck. We went oo. 
she whistling and stitching, 1 making semblance to sew. And 
it was well we did so ; for almost directly he came back for his 
whip, which he had laid down and forgotten ; and again I felt 
one of those sharp, quick-scanning glances, sent all round the 
room, and taking in alL 

Then we heard him ride away ; and then — it had been k>ng 
too dark to see well — I dropped my work, and gave way to my 
trembling and shuddering. The blacksmith's wife returned. 
She was a good creature. Amante told her I was oold and 
weary, and she insisted on my stopping my work, and going to 
sit near the stove ; hastening, at the same time, her preparations 
for supper, which, in honour of us, and of monsieur's liberal 
payment, was to be a little less frugal than ordinary. It was 
well for me that she made me taste a little of the cider-soup she 
was preparing, or I could not have held up, in spite of Amante's 
warning look, and the remembrance of her frequent exhortations 
to act resolutely up to the characters we had assumed, whatever 
befell. To cover my agitation, Kmaivv^ sxaw^^^^^sst ^VccjsJcvtv^, 
and began to talk ; and, by fhe l\me \\\^ XiX-s^Oisjaavv^ ti-kkv^Ssv, 
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if* sod Ihe good woman of ihe house were in full flow, 
tfjtn u once upon ihe hmidsome gcnlleman. who 
him S3 well ; all his sympathy was witti him , and both be aoA 
iiis wife only wisbEd he might oTCrtake his wicked wife, aod 
pUDish hn as Bhe deserved. And Ihen ihc conversation took a 
Bun, not lincamunon to iho5e whose Isves are quiet and mono- 
toneiB: every one s^Ltned to vie with each oilier in telling about 
ume horror; and ihe fioTBge and myiterious band of robbera 
calied the Cbaoffeuci. who infested all the roads leading to the 
Rhine, with Schinderhannes at their head, furnished manjf a 
l*!e which made the very niarrow of my bones tun cold, and 
quenched even Amanle's power of talking. Her eyes grew large 
and wild, her cheeks blandied. and for once she sought by her 
looks help from me. The new call upon me roused me, I rose 
ind ssid. with their permission, my husband and I woatd seek 
inr bed , for that we had iraTclled Isi and were early riieis. 1 
added that we would get up betimes, and finish our piece of 
work. The blacksmith said we should be early birds if we rose 
before him ; and the good wife seconded my proposal with 
kindly bustle. One other such story eis those they bad been 
relating, and I do believe Amanle would have fainted. 

As it was, a night's tert set her up ; we arose and finished our 
work betimes, and shared the plentiful bfeakfasl of the family. 
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manger, having previously bargained for a small bedro^^. 
across the court, and over the stables. We needed food sof^*^ * 
but we hurried on our meal from dread of any one entering tl^ 
public room who might recognise us. Just in the middle of ^^ 
meal, the public diligence drove lumbering up under the P^^\jk 
cochire, and disgorged its passengers. Most of them turX> 
into the room where we sat, cowering and fearful* for the d^^ 



was opposite to the porter's lodge, and both opened on to C^ 
wide-covered entrance from the street. Among the posseng^"^ 



came in a young fair-haired lady, attended by an elderly Frei> 
maid. The poor young creature tossed her head and 
away from the common room, full of evil smells and promiscno 
company, and demanded, in German French, to be taken to 
private apartment. We heard that she and her maid had 
in the coup^, and, probably from pride, poor young lady 1 
had avoided all association with her fellow-passengers, 
exciting their dislike and ridicule. All these little pieces 
hearsay had a significance to us afterwards, though, at the tim^^ 
the only remark made that bore upon the future was Amante" 
whisper to me that the young lady's hair was exactly the colour 
mine, which she had cut off and burnt in the stove in the miller'; 
kitchen in one of her descents from our hiding-place in the loft. 

As soon as we could, we struck round in the shadow, leavin^T' 
the boisterous and merry fellow-passengers to their supper. We?" 
crossed the court, borrowed a lantern from the ostler, and 
scrambled up the rude steps to our chamber above the stable. 
There was no door into it ; the entrance was the hole into 
which the ladder fitted. The window looked into the courL 
We were tired and soon fell asleep. I was wakened by a noise 
in the stable below. One instant of listening, and I wakened 
Amante, placing my hand on her mouth, to prevent any ex- 
clamation in her half-roused state. We heard my husband 
speaking about his horse to the ostler. It was his voice. I am 
sure of it. Amante said so too. We durst not move to rise 
and satisfy ourselves. For five minutes or so he went on gi\'ing 
directions. Then he left the stable, and, softly stealing to our 
window, we saw him cross the court and re-enter the inn. We 
consulted as to what we should do. We feared to excite remark 
or suspicion by descending and leaving our chamber, or else 
immediate escape was our strongest idea. Then the ostler left 
the stable, locking the door on the outside. 
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"We must try nnd drop through the window — it indeed 
inlllogoat Qll," saidAnianle. 

Wilh lefleciion came wiEdcim. We should 
lirfcavinE without paying our bill. We were on fool, and 
ailBiit eariJy be pursued. So we sat on our bed's edge, talking 
mi shivering, while from across ihe court liie laughter rang 
D'OTliy. and the company slowly dispersed one by one, ihcir 
lighb flitting past the windows as they went upstaiis and settlrfd 

We crept into our bed, holding eadi other tight, and listen- 
ing la every soond, as if we thought we were tracked, and might 

I the profound slillness preceding the turn into another day, we 
heard a soft, cautious step crossing llic yard. The key into 
the stable was turned — some one came into the stable — we felt 
rather than heard him there. A hoi^e started a little, and 
made a restless movement with his feet, then wbinnied re- 
cognition. He who had entered made two or three low sounds 
lo ibe BQimaJ, atid then led him into Ihe court. Amanle sprang 
to the window with the noiseless activity of a cat She looked 
out, but dared not speak a word. We heard the great door 
tato the street open — a pause for tnounling, and the horse's 
footsteps were losi in distance. 

Then Amanle came back to me. •' It was he I lie is gone I " 
said she, and once more we lay down, trembling and shaking. 

This time we fell sound asleep. We slept long and late. 
We were wakened by many hurrying feet, and many confuEed 

dressed ourselves, and coming down we looked around among 
the crowd collected in the courtyard, in order lo assure our- 
selves ^ was not there berore we left the shelter of the stable. 

The insiant we were seen, two or three people rushed to Us. 

"Have you heard?— Do you know? — That poor young lady 
— oh. come and seel" And so we were hurried, almost in 
spite of ourselves, across the court and up tlie great open stairs 
of the main building of Ihe inn, into a bedchamber where lay 
ihe beautiful young German lady, so full of graceful pride the 
night before, now white and still in death, B^ tet w.<ic&.'it« 
French maid, crying and geslicul.^ting. 

■■Ob.MBdanie! j7 you had but suffered me W sWj ■«"\*i T^'^ 
^^k^ttc baton, what will he say?" and so s^vcwotv d 
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sUHeimdlHIl jnttlicai'disaovesed:; it Ind faeoL gB^MMBd" Chat 
she was fatigued, and was sleephq; late, tmdl a iiw aniiuiles 
befoie ISie MurgiNm of tbe town had htok sent isr, and the 
landlord x>f Ihc^ hia was tiding indo^ to; enfiiroe otder intfl he 
«aiae»aB4» from time to time^ drnddng litde««|is cf bduidbf; 
flmd ofiiearing Ihem to the gnestsy whofwese all wswwftiied theis^ 
pretty nwd^as,the aewaBls were doing in itae c u uiiy i wL 

M last the surgeon eame» All fidi bad^ anA iHtdgf otf*tibe 
words that were to fall from his lips. 

*<Sker' said the laacUoid. "This Mjr eaawlaM ^^lelqr 
tJie jdiligence with her maid. Booibtiess^ a. gteig ladl^f , i^ iM . 
must have a private aitting-iioonx "--«*<-« 

''StaB wa& Madame ifaeBaroinBdrRoedc^'' laid ««> AmMti 
maid* . 

^^'Aadwat dffieidt to ftoisekx-dte matter of Mifqp«r, *&#ii 
flkeping^toom^ She went <ta bed wdl, iftttugfei- 'ftttifiKid: Ite 
maidkftfaer"— ^ : « 

" I beggisd to beaOowed to ileep in bee rmmd^ m vm mmm te 
a strange ioB, of die diaractet'Of which -we knew J ii »QiIi% y bit 
she would not let me, my mistress was sueh a great Ja6y** 

— "And slept with my servants," continued the landlord. 
"Thia morning -we thought madame was still slumbering ; bot 
when eight, nine, ten, and near eleven o'clock came, I bade her 
maid use ray pass-key, and enter her room " 

" The door vras not locked, only closed. And here she was 
found — dead, is she not, monsieur? — with her face down on her 
pillow, and her beautiful hair all scattered wild; she Would 
never let me tie it up, saying it made her head aclie. Such 
hahr I " said the waiting-maid, lifting up a long golden tress, 
and letting it £all again. 

I remembered Amante's words the night before, and crept 
close up to her. 

Meanwhile, the doctor was examining the body underneath 
the bedclothes, which the landlord, until now, had not allowed 
to be disarranged. The surgeon drew out his hand, all bathed 
and stained with blood ; and holding up a short sharp knife, 
with a piece of paper fastened round it 

''Here has been foul play," he said. "The deceased lady 
lias been murdered. This dagget ^fras ^vme,^ ^^ai^^^ at her 
/fcarf. " Then putting on h\s spec\a.ctes., V^^ x^-a.^ ^^ ^wxv^xtv^o^ 
the bloody paper, dimmed and YiottVbVj cJowxa^e^^V^Nros.— 
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I got" said I xo Amanle. " Oli, let u? 

a IiHle."sBld shu. "Only e. few minutes 
■a be better." 

InimedTalely the voices of all proclaimed Iheir su 
'be earaliei who had arrived last the night before. He had, 
t^qr (aid, made so many inquiries about the young lady uhose 
iUpwdliouE conduct all ia the salU-A-manger had been 
oiSBing on his entrance. They vexe talking about he 
wa Itfi the room ; he must have come in directly atterwa 
and not until he had leamt all about her had he spoke 
the business which necessitated his departure at dawn of day, 
and made his arrangemenlj with both landlord and osll 
Tor Ibe posscseion of the key^ of the stable and ptrU cochh 
In short. Iheie was no doubt as lo the murderer, evea before 
the arrival of the legal functionary who bad been sent h 
by the surgeon ; but the word on the paper chilled every on 
with terror. Les Chauffeurs, who were tlii^? No one knew 
stime of the gang might even then be in the rootn overhearin}^ 
and noting doint fresh objects for vengeance. In Germany, 
I had heard little of this terrible gang, and 1 had paid no 
greater heed lo the stories related once or twice about ihem 
in Carlsruhe than one does to tales about ogres. But hi 
in their very haunts, 1 le.irnt the full amount of the let 
they inspired. No one wotild be legally responsible for i 
evidence criminating the murderer. The publli 
shrank from (he duties of his oiBcE. What do 1 say f Neithei 
Amanle not 1, knowing far more of the actual gUiU of 
man who bad kiliod that poor sleeping young lady, d 
breathe a word. We appeared lo be wholly ignorant 
everything: we, who might have told so much. Bui how 
eoold we? we were broken down with terrific nniiely and 
le knowledge that we, above all, were doomed 
; and that the blood, heavily dripping irom the bed- 
O the floor, was dripping thus out of the poor dead 
sa, wAen living, she had been mraUV-en lot m,e. 
hif/A>4inante went up to Ihe landlord, aYii\3^**4' 
; frin, doing all openlj and ^mwAA-j, 
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excite neither ill-will nor suspicion. Indeed, susjMcioa vna 
otherwise directed, and he willingly gave us leave to depart A 
few days afterwards we were across the Rhine, in Germany, 
making our way towards Frankfort, but still keepmg our dis- 
guises, and Amante stUl working at her trade. 

On the way we met a young man, a W8^nd6ring joum^nman 
from Heidelberg. I knew him, although I did not choose 
that he ^unild know me. I asked him, as carelessly as. I 
could, how the old mill« was now? He told nse he was 
dead. This realisation of the worst apprdiensions caoaed 
by his loiig silence shodced me inexpressibly. It seemed as 
thot^ every prop gave way fi*om under me. . I bad been 
talking to Amante only that very day of tb/a safely and coiofort 
of the home that awaited her in my father's house; iOf Ibq 
gratitude which the old man would fed towards her; and faqnr 
there, in that peaceful dwelling, far away from :the terrSilB 
land of France, she should find ease and security for aR tiif 
rest (tf her hfe. All this I thought I had to promise, and even 
yet more had I looked for, for myself. I looked to the unbur- 
dening of my heart and conscience by telling all I knew to my 
best and wisest friend. I looked to his love as a sure guidance 
as well as a comforting stay, and, behold, he has gone away 
from me for ever ! 

I had left the room hastily on hearing of this sad news from 
the Heidelberger. Present^, Amante followed. 

•' Poor madame," said she, consoling me to the best of her 
ability. And then she told me by degrees what more she had 
learned respecting my home, about which she knew almost as 
much as I did, from my frequent talks on the subject both 
at Les Rochers and on the dreary, doleful road we had come 
along. She had continued the conversation after I left, by 
asking about my brother and his wife. Of course, they lived 
on at the mill, but the man said (with what truth I know 
not, but I believed it firmly at the time) that Babette had 
completely got the upper hand of my brother, who only saw 
through her eyes and heard with her ears. That there had 
been much Heidelberg gossip of late days about her sudden 
intimacy with a grand French gentleman who had appeared 
at the mill — a relation, by mama,^^— tcv^m^, v\ fa.ct^ to the 
miller's sister, who, by a\\ accowtvvs, \v3l^ >D^aNt^ ^^Jorawixcc^'^ 
and ungratefully. But that >Nas tvo xeasotviot^atofeNX^^ ^-sxx^'w 
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^*^^ sudden intimacy with him, going about everywhere with 
^e French gentleman ; and since he left (as the Heidelberger 
^^id he knew for a fact) corresponding with him constantly. 
^^t her husband saw no barm in it all, seemingly ; though, 
^o be sure, he was so out of spirits, what with his father's death 
and the news of his sister's infamy, that he hardly knew how to 
holdup his head. 

•'Now," said Amante, "all this proves that M. de la Tourelle 

'^^s suspected that you would go back to the nest in which 

yoii were reared, and that he has been there, and found that 

yon have not yet returned ; but probably he still imagines that 

yo\i win do so, and has accordingly engaged your sister-in-law 

a kind of informant. Madame has said that her sister-in-law 

►ic her no extreme good-will ; and the defamatory story he 

got the start of us in spreading, will not tend to increase 

*^« favour in which your sister-in-law holds you. No doubt 

^^« assassin was retracing his steps when we met him near 

^Orbach, and having heard of the poor German lady, with 

5^^ir French maid, and her pretty blonde complexion, he followed 

r^^r. If madame will still be guided by me — ^and, my child, 

^ ^:3eg of you still to trust me," said Amante, breaking out of 

^^5r respectful formality into the way of talking more natural 

^O those who had shared and escaped from common dangers 

^■"^more natural, too, where the speaker was conscious of a 

iHi-wer of protection which the other did not possess — "we 

^^U go on to Frankfort, and lose ourselves, for a time at least, 

^ the numbers of people who throng a great town : and you 

*^ve told me that Frankfort is a great town. We will still be 

^Tisband and wife ; we will take a small lodging, and you shall 

^ousekeep and live indoors. I, as the rougher and the more 

alert, will continue my father's trade, and seek work at the 

tailors* shops." 

I could think of no better plan, so we followed this out. In 
aback street at Frankfort we found two furnished rooms to let 
on a sixth storey. The one we entered had no light from day ; 
a dingy lamp swung perpetually from the ceiling, and from that, 
or from the open door leading into the bedroom beyond, came 
our only light. The bedroom was more cheerful, but very 
small. Such as it was, it almost exceeded our possible means. 
The money from the sale of my ring was almost ey5\aM&\fc^» 'wA 
Amante was a stranger in the place, speaV\t\s oxvVj "^xectfJ^, 
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moreover, and the good Germans were hating tlie French people 
right heartily. However, we succeeded better than our hopes, 
and even laid by a little against the time of my confinement. 
I never stirred abroad, and saw no one, and Amante's want 
of knowledge of German kept her in a state of comparative 
isolation. 

At length my child was born — my poor worse than fatherless 
child. It was a girl, as I had prayed for. I had feared lest a 
boy might have something of the tiger nature of its father, bat 
a girl seemed all my own. And yet not all my own, for the 
feithful Amante's delight and glory in the babe almost exceeded 
mine ; in outward show it certainly did. 

We had not been able to afford any attendance beyond what a 
neighbouring sage-femme could give, and she came frequently, 
bringing in with her a little store of gossip, and wonderful tales 
culled out of her own experience, every time. One day she 
began to tell me about a great lady in whose service her 
daughter had lived as scullion, or some such thing. Such a 
beautiful lady ! with such a handsome husband. But grief 
comes to the palace as well as to the garret, and why or 
wherefore no one knew, but somehow the Baron de Roeder 
must have incurred the vengeance of the terrible Chauffeurs ; 
for not many months ago, as madame was going to see her 
relations in Alsace, she was stabbed dead as she lay in bed at 
some hotel on the road. Had I not seen it in the Gazette? 
Had I not heard ? Why, she had been told that as far off as 
Lyons there were placards offering a heavy reward on the part 
of the Baron de Rceder for information respecting the murderer 
of his wife. But no one could help him, for all who could 
bear evidence were in such terror of the Chauffeurs ; there 
were hundreds of them, she had been told, rich and poor, great 
gentlemen and peasants, all leagued together by most frightful 
oaths to hunt to the death any one who bore witness against 
them ; so that even they who survived the tortures to which the 
Chauffeurs subjected many of the people whom they plundered, 
dared not to recognise them again, would not dare, even did 
they see them at the bar of a court of justice ; for, if one were 
condemned, were there not hundreds sworn to avenge his 
death ? 
I told all this to Amanle, and v:e be^-axv Vq ^^^\ ^"aJL\1\\. $«. 
h Tourdle, or I.efebvre, or atv^ o^ ^>^^ ^'^'^^ ^'^ "^^ ^oO^^s, 
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had seen these placards, they would know that the poor lady 
stabbed by the former was the Baroness de Roeder, and that 
they would set forth again in search of me. 

This fresh apprehension told on my health and impeded my 
recovery. We had so little money we could not call in a physi- 
cian, at least not one in established practice. But Amante 
fotnd out a young doctor, for whom indeed she had sometimes 
worked ; and offering to pay him in kind, she brought him to 
see me, her sick wife. He was very gentle and thoughtful, 
though, like ourselyes, very poor. But he gave much time and 
consideration to the case, saying once to Amante that he saw 
my constitution had experienced some severe shock from which 
it was i^obable that my nerves would never entirely recover. 
By-and-by I shall name this doctor, and then you will know, 
better than I can describe, his character. 

I grew strong in time — stronger, at least. I was able to work 
a little at home, and to sun myself and my baby at the garret- 
window in the roof. It was all the air I dared to take. I con- 
stantly wort the disguise I had first set out with ; as constantly 
had I renewed the disfiguring dye which changed my hair and 
complexion. But the perpetual state of terror in which I had 
been during the whole months succeeding my escape from Les 
Rochers made me loathe the idea of ever again walking in the 
open daylight, exposed to the sight and recognition of every 
passer-by. In vain Amante reasoned— in vain the doctor urged. 
Docile in every other thing, in this I was obstinate. I would 
not stir out. One day Amante returned from her work, full of 
news — some of it good, some such as to cause us apprehension. 
The good news was this ; the master for whom she worked as 
jonmeyman was going to send her with some others to a 
great house at the other side of Frankfort, where there were 
to be private theatricals, and where many new dresses and 
much alteration of old ones would be required. The tailors 
employed were all to stay at this house until the day of 
representation was over, as it was at some distance from the 
town, and no one could tell when their work would be ended. 
But the pay was to be proportionately good. 

The other thing she had to say was this : she had that day 
met the tmvelVwg jeweller to whom she at\d 1 Yia.A^^TWj \\tv^. 
It was rstther a peculiar one, given to me by rcvy Yvo^^tv^n "^^ 
Ak/iWr Bt the time that it might be ibc means o^ Uacvcv^ xx'i.Xs^^ 
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we were pennQess and starving, and what i^ ccnild we do? 
Sbt had seen Chat this Frenchman had reoo^nised her. at the 
same instant that she did him, and she thought at the same 
time: that there was a gleam of. more than common inleiligeBoe 
on his face as he did so. This idea had been confirmed by his 
snowing her for some way on the other side of the street ; biit 
she had evaded him with her better knowledge of the town, and 
the ioereasing darkness of the nigtit StiU it was well that she was 
going to such a distance from our dwelling on the next day; and 
. she had brought me in a stock of inrovisions, bulging me to keqi 
within doors, wi^h a strange kind of fearful oblivion oC the fiMH 
that I had nevorset foot beyond the threshold of the house sinoe 
I had first entered it— scarce ever ventured down the stairs. 3ot» 
although my poor, my dear, very faithful Amante was Uke -one 
possessed that last night, she spoke continually of thedead^ w^ikk 
is a bad sign for the living. She kissed you— yes I it was you, 
my daughter, my darling, whom I bore beneath my bosom awty: 
fix>m the fearful castle of your father— I call him so for the first 
time, I must call him so once again before I have done — Amante 
kissed you, sweet baby, blessed little comforter, as if she never 
could leave oft And then she went away, alive. 

Two days, three days passed away. That third evening I 
was sitting within my bolted doors — you asleep on your pillow 
by my side — when a step came up the stair, and I knew it 
must be for me ; for ours were the topmost rooms. Some one 
knocked ; I held my very breath. But some one spoke, and I 
knew it was the good Doctor Voss. Then I crept to the door, 
and answered. 

"Are you alone? " asked I. 

" Yes," said he, in a still lower voice. •' Let me in." I let 
him in, and he was as alert as I in bolting and barring the 
door. Then he came and whispered to me his doleful tale. 
He had come from the hospital in the opposite quarter of the 
town, the hospital which he visited ; he should have been with 
me sooner, but he had feared lest he should be watched. He had 
come from Amante's deathbed. Her fears of the jeweller were 
too well founded. She had left the house where she was em- 
ployed that morning, to transact some errand connected with 
her work in the town ; she rousx Y«ln^ beeiv followed, and 
dogged on her way back t\\TOM^ ^oXvtarj >NocA-vaj^a&, Vs^ 
some of the wood-rangers beVoivgNtv^ ^o ^^^ ^x^W^cssss^X^^ 
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found her lying there, stabbed to death, but not dead ; with 
the poniard again plunged through the fatal writing, once 
more; bat this time with the word "un" underlined, so as to 
show that the assassin was aware of his previous mistake : — 

Num6ro Un. 
Ainsi les Chauffeurs se vengent. 

They had carried her to the house, and given her restoratives 

till she )3ad recovered the feeble use of her speech. But, oh, 
faithful, dear friend and sister ! even then she remembered me, 
and refused to tell (what no one else among her fellow-workmen 
knew) where she lived or with whom. Life was ebbing away 
&st, and they had no resource but to carry her to the nearest 
hospital, where, of course, the fact of her sex was made known. 
Fortunately both for her and for me, the doctor in attendance 
was the very Doctor Voss whom we already knew. To him, 
while awaiting her confessor, she told enough to enable him to 
understand the position in which I was left ; before the priest 
had heard half her tale, Amante was dead. 

Doctor Voss told me he had made all sorts of ditours, and 
waited thus, late at night, for fear of being watched and 
followed. But I do not think he was. At any rate, as I 
afterwards learnt from him, the Baron Roeder, on hearing of 
the similitude of this murder with that of his wife in every 
particular, made such a search after the assassins, that, al- 
though they were not discovered, they were compelled to take 
to flight for the time. 

I can hardly tell you now by what arguments Dr. Voss, at 
first merely my benefactor, sparing me a portion of his small 
modicum, at length persuaded me to become his wife. His 
wife he called it, I called it ; for we went through the religious 
ceremony too much slighted at the time, and as we were both 
Lutherans, and M. de la Tourelle had pretended to be of the 
reformed religion, a divorce from the latter would have been 
easily procurable by German law, both ecclesiastical and legal, 
could we have summoned so fearful a man into any court. 

The good doctor took me and my child by stealth to his 
modest dwelling; and there I lived in the sam^ de.e?^ x^Mwfc- 
ment, never seeing the full light of day, a\l\\OM^Yi >N\vea >0w& ^-^^ 
lad once passed away from ray face my hwsbaud 4\^ xvoX-v^V^ 
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me to renew it. There was no need ; my yellow hair was grey, 
my complexion was ashen-coloured, no creature could hsLVc 
recognised the fresh-coloured, bright-haired young woman of 
eighteen months before. The few people whom I saw knew* 
me only as Madame Voss ; a widow much older than hionselfF 
whom Dr. Voss had secretly married. They called me the 
Grey Woman. 

He made me give you his surname. Till now you l^^ive 
known no other father — while he lived you needed no fatl^*^' 
love. Once only, only once more, did the old terror c^^* 
upon me. For some reason, which I forget,' I broke thrO^^ 
my usual custom, and went to the window of my room, 
some purpose, either to shut or to open it Looking out "^ ^^ 
the street for an instant, I was fascinated by the sight of 
de la Tourelle, gay, young, elegant as ever, walking alooj^ f* 
the opposite side of the street. Tlie noise I had made with ^ 
window caused him to look up ; he saw me, an old grey won^ ^°' 
and he did not recognise me ! Yet it was not three years si ^^ 
we had parted, and his eyes were keen and dreadful, liketh -^^^ 
of the lynx. 

I told M. Voss, on his return home, and he tried to cheer C^^^' 
but the shock of seeing M. de la Tourelle had been too terrii 
for me. I was ill for long months afterwards. 

Once again I saw him. Dead. He and Lefebvre were at Ifcr- 
caught ; hunted down by the Baron de Roeder in some of th»- 
crimes. Dr. Voss had heard of their arrest ; their condemnatic ^^" 
their death ; but he never said a word to me, until one dav f^^"^ 
bade me show him that I loved him by my obedience and 
trust. He took me a long carriage-journey, where to I kno' 
not, for we never spoke of that day again ; I was led through 
prison, into a closed courtyard, where, decently draped in th 
last robes of death, concealing the marks of decapitation, la* 
M. de la Tourelle, and two or three others, whom I had knowi 
at Les Rochers. 

After that conviction Dr. Voss tried to persuade me to return 
to a more natural mode of life, and to go out more. Hut 
although I sometimes complied with his wish, yet the old terror 
was ever strong upon me, and he, seeing what an effort it wa>, 
gave up urging me at last. 

You know all the rest. How we both mourned bitterly tr.o 
loss of that dear husband and father— f^r such I will call him 
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•ver — and as such you must consider him, my child, after this 
>ne revelation is over. 

Why has it been made? you ask. For this reason, my 
child. The lover, whom you have only known as M. Lebrun, 
a- French artist, told me but yesterday his real name, dropped 
because the bloodthirsty Republicans might consider it as too 
aristocratic. It is Maurice de Poissy. 



THE 

HEART OF JOHN MIDDLETON- 



-♦4- 



IWAS born at Sawley, where the shadow of Pendle Hill 
falls at sunrise. X s uppose S awley spr ang up into a 
village in th e time ^of the monks, wh6~Had an abbey there. 
Many of the cottages ^re~ strange old pIa'c(^;~bihersrT^r^nnr 
are built of the abbe y stones, mixed up with the shale from 
the Neighbouring quarries ; and xp3i . may "see ma ny a qnaint 
bit of carving worked into the walls, or forming the h'ntels of 
the doors. There is a row of houses, built still more recently, 
where one Mr. ^e\ came to live for the sake of the water- 
power, and gave the place a fillip into something like "life— 
though a different kind of life, as I take it, frpm the grand, 
slow ways folks had when the monks were about. 

Now it was— six o'clock, ring the bell, throng to the factory ; 
sharp home at twelve ; and even at night, when work was 
done, we hardly knew how to walk slowly, we had been so 
bustled all day long. I can't recollect the time when I did 
not go to the factory. My father used to drag me there 
when I was quite a little fellow, in order to wind reels for 
him. I never remember my mother. I should have been a 
better man than I have been, if I had only had a notion of 
the sound of her voice, or the look on her face. 

My father and I lodged in the house of a man who also 
worked in the factory. We were sadly thronged in Sawley, 
so many people came from different parts of the country to 
earn a livelihood at the new work; and it was some time 
before the row of cottages I have spoken of could be built. 
While they were building, my father was turned out of his 
lodgings for drinking and be\t\^ ^\^o\^^x\n, ^'cA Vva and I 
slept in the brick-kiln; l\\a\. vs xo ^^^, v^V^tv nn^ ^\^ ^^^-^ ^ 
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len and oFecqi we wenl poaching i and n 

:aiaDl have I rolled up in cl; 
fl'e embers of tile kiln. Then, as followed lo reason, I wr; 
^fowsy oea dajr over my work ; but lalhpr had no mercy oti 
■"f for sietping, for all he knew the cause of it, bm kieted 
w *bere I lay, a heavy lump on ihe factory floor, and cuTwd 
""i swore at mc till t ifot up for very fear, and to rny winding 
^n, Bui, when his back was turned, T p^d him off with 
kavier curses than he had given me, and longed lo be a 
Mn, that I might be renenged on him. The words I then 
SjialiB I would not now diire to repeal ; and. worse than 



ihng b 



1 then 



I forgi 



the timi 



when! did notlinow how lo hate. When I" fir? I c 
!^S, aai learnt about ^shniaeli-l thought I must be of his 
doomed race, for my hand was against every man, and every 
man's against me. Bui I was seventeen or more before I cared 
for my book enough to learn lo read. 

After the tow of cottages was finished, father look one, and 
fct up for himself, in letting lodgings. I can't say much for 
llie furnishing ; bui there was plenty of straw, and we kept up 
good liies; and there is a set of people who value warmth 
above everything. The wo rst lot about tlie_£lace lodged with 
us. We used to have a supper in the middle of the night ; 
there was game enough, or if there was not game, there was 
poultry to be had for the stealing, r^xday. We.aU made a 
show of working. in the factory. By night, we feasted and 

Now this web of my life was black enough, and coarse 
enougli : but by-aiid-by. a little golden, filmy thread began to 
be woven in— the dawn of God's mercy was at hand. 

One. blowy October morning, as I sauntered lazily along lo 
Ihe mill, 1 came to the little wooden bridge over a brook 
thai falls into the Brlbble. On Uje plank there stood a child, 
balancing the pitcher on ber head, with which she had been 
w letch water. She was so light on ber feet that, hud it not 
been for the weight of the pitcher, I almost believe the wind 
would have taken her up, and wafted her away as It carries 
off a blow-ball in seed-time; her blue cotton dress was blown 
beCoce bee as if she were spreading hei win^s \ot a. «\^v\ 
j^ turned ber face round, as if lo ask me ioT soraWSw?,.'* 
^I^tajlic xatr wbo it was, she hesitated, (or 1 V3.i iXiafi.'J 
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in the village, and I doubt not she had been wafned against 
me. But her heart was too ixmooent io be distrustful ; .so she 
said to me, timidly — 

' ' Please, John Middieton, will irou carry nie this heavy jug 
just over the bridge?" 

It JK^_tha.very .first lims I .had 'wpr iwn <p>jBPri iq b*^^ 
I was ordered here and there by my fath er and fas rough c om- 
panionsT*T'was abused, and cursed by the m if I failed in d oing 
wh2^*they.^\vj5hed.; if t gii^f^*>dfdj_Tt5g)gL;Ca'Pe"~no expression 
of thanks or ,£icsLtitude. ^I was informed of jjyjt^necessary for 
rae^to know. But the gentle words of reqaest or entreaty wepe" 
a^retime unknown to me, and now their tones £ell on my ear 
soft and sweet as a distant peal of bells. ^ wi^\^g;\ that T imf.^ 
how to speak properly in reply ; but though we were of the 
same standinjg[^_as regarded worldly circumstanc es, there ly as 
some mighty difference between ik, whic h made m e unable 
to ^peak in her language of soft words and modest enjreaty . 
There was nothing for me but to take .up the pitcher in a 
kind of gruff, shy silence, and carry it over the bridge, as 
she had asked me. When I gave it her back again, she 
thanked me and tripped away, leaving me, wordless, gazing 
after her like an awkward lout as I was. I knew well enough 
who she was. She was grandchild to Eleanor Hadfield, an 
aged woman, who was reputed as a witch by my father and 
his set, for no other reason, that I can make out, than her 
SGQTn, dignity, and fearlessness of rancour. It was true we 
often met her in the grey dawn of the morning, when we 
returned from poaching, and my father used to curse her, 
under his breath, for a witch, such as were burnt long ago 
on Pendle Hill top ; but I had heard that Eleanor was a 
skilful sick nurse, and ever ready to give her services to those 
who were ill ; and I believe that she had been sitting up 
through the night (the night that we had been spending 
under the wild heavens, in deeds as wild) with those who 
were appointed to die. Nelly was her orphan granddaughter 
— her httle handmaiden, her treasure, her one ewe lamb. 
Many and many a day have I watched by the brook-side, 
hoping that some happy gust of wind, coming with oppor- 
tiine bluster down the boWow ol \.\\& ^-aXa, vcvx^Vvt make me 
necessary once more lo her. 1 \oTv^^d \o \v^^x \\et ^'\^"!i>fv \r 
iTJe again. I said the words sVve \v^ ^"^^^ ^•^ xc.3_^^ \\w 
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to catch her tone ; but the chance never came again. I do 
not kiiow" tBal"~sB'e~ever knew how I watched for her there. 
I found out that she went to school, and nothing would 
serve me but that I must go too. My father scoffed at me ; 
I did not care. I knew nought of what reading was, 
nor that it was likely that I should be laughed at ; I, a 
great hulking lad of seventeen or upwards, for going to learn 
my A, B, C, in the midst of a crowd of little ones. I stood 
jvt this way in my mind. Nelly was at school ; it was the 
bat place for seeing her, and hearing her voice again. There- 
fore I would go too. My father talked, and swore, and 
threatened, but I stood to it. He said I should leave school, 
weaiy of it in a month. I swore a deeper oath than I like 
to remember, that I would stay a year, and come out a 
reader and a writer. lAy_ father hated the notion of folks 
learning, tp read, and said it took all the spirit out of them : 
bradisSi Ji(Lj)bfiIlsbt.hfi.. had a right to every penny of my 
i^Sggr cmd though, when he was in good humour, he might 
have given me many a jug of ale, he grudged my twopence 
a week for schooling. However, to school I went. It was 
a different pl^^ce to what I had thought it before I went 
Inside. The girls sat on one side, and the boys on the other ; 
so 1 was not near Nelly. She, too, was in the first class ; 
I was put with the little toddling things that could hardly 
run alone. The master sat in the middle, and kept pretty 
strict watch over us. But I could see Nelly, and hear her 
read her chapter; and even when it was one with a long 
list of hard names, such as the master was very fond of 
giving her, to show how well she could hit them off without 
spelling, I thought I had never heard a prettier music. Now 
and then she read other things. I did not know what they 
were, true or false ; but I listened because she read ; and, 
by-and-by, I began to wonder, I remember the first word 
I ever spoke to her was to ask her (as we were coming 
out of school) who was the Father of whom she had been 
reading, for when she said the words "Our Father," her 
voice dropped into a soft, holy kind of low sound, which 
struck me more than any loud reading, it seemed so loving 
and tender. When I asked her this, she \oo\lqA. ^X. xcft. ^^«>5^ 
her great- blue wondering eyes, at firsl ^c«^t&^\ «sA ^^' 
M ft wen, melted down into pity and sotio^ , ^^ ^"^^^^ 
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tbe same way, bdow ber breath, in whidi she read the wocds, 
" Otar Father,"— 

"Don't you know? It is God." 

"God?" • 

" Yes ; the God that grandmother tells me about." 

"Tell me what she says, will )'Ott?" So we sat down~oa 
the hedge-bank, s hip a littl e nhoTt ™*», '"hilft '^ ?f?niiH W 
into her fisoe, and she told me all the holy texts her gaa^ 
mother had taught her, as explaining all that could be 'eat- 
plained of the Almighty. I listened in. silence, for indeed 
I was overwhelmed with a^onishment Her knowledge was 
principally rote-knowledge; she was too yoong for wiaSit^ 
more; bat we, in Lan cashire, speak a rough kind of Bi ble 
l anguageTlang the tB3W fjfftril?^ "^^ dear to m e^ I itM ^ 
u|v ^ized and overpowered. I M^as going avray^ sileiiGe; 
when I bethought me of my manners, and tamed back, and 
s aid " Thank yout" for the first time I ever remember sayin g 
it jsumy lile. That was a yeat day for me^ in more w m 
than one. ' ' 

I was always one who could keep very steady to an object 
when once I had set it before me. My object was to know 
Nelly. I was conscious of nothing more. But it made me 
regardless of all other things. The master might scold, the 
little ones might laugh ; I bore it all without giving it a second 
thought. I kept to my year, and came out a reader and 
writer ; more, however, to stand well in Nelly's good opinion, 
than because of my oath. About this time, my father com- 
mitted some bad, cruel deed, and had to fly the country. 
I was glad he went ; for I had never loved or cared for 
him, and wanted to shake myself clear of his set But it 
was no easy matter. Hcjnest folk stood aloof ; only bad 

men held out t heir a rms^_t Q me with a welcome. Even Nelly 

seemed to have a mixture of feaiF now wltR her kind ways 
/ towards me. I was the son of John Middleton, who, if he 

^ - were caught, would be hung at Lancaster Castle. I thought 
she looked at me sometimes with a sort of sorrowful horror. 
Others were not forbearing enough to keep their expression 
of feeling confined to looks. The son of the overlooker at 
the mill never ceased twitting me with my father's crime; he 
now brought up his poaching against him, though I knew 
very well how many a good supper he himself had made 
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00 game which had been given him to make him and his 
father wink at late hours in the morning. And how were such 
2^y father to come honestly by game ? 

Thir4ad, Dick Jacksdn, was the bane of my life. He wns 

^ year or two older than I was, and had much power over 

the men who worked at the mill, as he could report to his 

Either what he chose. I could not always hold my peace 

when he "threaped" me with my father's sins, but gave it 

him back sometimes in a storm of passion. It did me no 

good; pnlx_thrs33^ me farther from the company of better 

q |en, w ho looked aghast and shocked at the oaths I poured 

out — blasphemous words learnt in my childhood, which I 

could not forget now that I would fain have purified myself 

of them; while all the time Dick Jackson stood by, with 

a mocking smile of intelligence; and when I had ended, 

breathless and weary with spent passion, he would turn to 

those whose respect I longed to earn, and ask if I were not 

a worthy son of my father, and likely to tread in his steps. 

But this smiling indifference of his to my miserable vehemence 

was not all, though it was the worst part of his conduct, 

for it made the rankling hatred grow up in my heart, and 

overshadow it like the great gourd-tree of the prophet Jonah. 

Bai his was a merciful shade, keeping out the burning sun ; 

mine blighted what it fell upon. 

What Dick Jackson did besides, was this. His father was a 
skilful overlooker, and a good man. Mr. Peel valued him so 
much, that he was kept on, although his health was failing ; 
and when he was unable, through illness, to come to the mill, 
he deputed his son to watch over, and report the men. It was 
too much power for one so young — I speak it calmly now. 
"Whatever DicTc Jackson became, he had strong temptations 
when he was young, which will be allowed for hereafter. But 
at the time of which I am telling, my hate raged like a fire. I 
believed that he was the one sole obstacle to my being received 
as fit to mix with good and honest men. Ijyas sick of crime 
and disorder, and would fain have come over to a different 
kind of life and have been industrious, sober, honest, and 
ngHf^spbken (I had no idea of higher virtue then), and at 
every turn Dick Jackson met me with his sneers. I have 
walked the night through, in the old abbey field, planning how 
I could outwit him, and win men's respect in spite of him. 
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The first time I ever prayed was underneath the silent statSi f .^^ 
kneeling by the old abbey walls, throwing np my arms, ^ 
asking God for the power of revenge upon him. 

I had heard that if I prayed earnestly, God would give ^^ 
what I asked for, and I looked upon it as a kind of dbanoB- ^ 
the fulfilment of my wishes. If earnestness would have "^"^ 
the boon for me, never were wicked words so earnestly spoi=^^ 
And oh, later on, my prayer was heard, and my wish giant*^' 
All this time I saw little of Nelly. Her grandmother "^^^ 
failing, and she had much to do indoors. Besides, I beli^^*^ 
I had read her looks aright, when I took them to speaJ^^ . 
aversion ; and I planned to hide myself from her sight, £9--^ ^^ 
were, until I could stand upright before men, with fear"^**^ 
eyes, dreading no iace of accusation. It was possible- 
acquire a good character; I would do it — I did it: h"» 
one brought up among respectable untempted people. ^^-**^- 
tell the unspeakable hardness of the task. In the eveni-^^P 
I would not go forth among the village throng; for ^ 
acquaintances that claimed me were my father's old assoraag^ ' 
who would have been glad enough to enlist a strong yoi^-^^|^ 
man like me in their projects ; and the men who^wquld_h 
shunned me, and kept aloof, were the steady and aideri 
So I stayed indoors, and practised myself in reading. Y« 
will say T should have found it easier to earn a good charact 
away from Sawley, at some place where neither I nor n 
father was known. So I should ; but it would not ha 
been the same thing to my mind. Besides, representing a 
good men, all goodness to me, in Sawley Nelly lived. I 
her sight I would work out my hfe, and fight my wa;^ 
upwards to men's respect. Two years passed on. Everj^ 
day I strove fiercely; every day my struggles were made^ 
fruitless by the sou of the overlooker ; and I seemed bul^ 
where I was — but w here I must ever be esteemed by all wh 
knew me — but as tiie son of the criminal — wild, reckless, ripe 
for crime myself. Where was the use of my reading and 
>\Titing? These acquirements were disregarded and scouted 
by those among whom I wjis thrust back to take my pwrtion. 
I could have read any chapter in the Bible now ; and Nelly 
seemed as though she would never know it I was driven in 
upon my books ; and few enough of them I had. The pedlars 
brought them round in their packs, and I bought what I 
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««I<L I had tbe "Sewen Champions," and the " Pilgri m's 
Aggress; " ahd batih seemed to me equally wonderful, and 
^naUy fomided on fiict, I got Byron's " Narrative," and 
Milton's " Paxadiae Lost ; " but I lacked tlie knowledge which 
^oki give a clue to all. Still th^y afforded me pleasure, 
JxBanse t faey took meont pf..iiiyself, and made me forget 
07 miserabte position, and made me unconscious (for the 
time at least) of my one great passion of hatred against 
I)ick Jackson. 

Wlmi Nelly was about seventeen her grandmother died. 

I stood aloof in tiie •churchyard, behind the great yew-tree, 

and "^tr*"*^ ***^ fawatfii xt was the first, religious service 

t^)^,£}j[^_^ l&^ I ^nd. to .my shame, as I thought^ it affected 

me to* tea rs. The words seemed so peaceful and holy that 

rionge5~tD go to church, Jaut I durst not, because I had 

never been- The parish church was at Bolton, far enough 

away to serve as an excuse for all who did not care to go. 

I h^rd Nell3r's sobs filling up every pause in the clergyman's 

voice ; and every sob of hers went to my heart. She passed 

me on her way oat of the churchyard ; she was so near I 

might have touched her; but her he;id was hanging down, 

and I durst not speak to her. Then the question arose, what 

was to become of her? She must earn her living; was it to 

be as a farm-servant or by working at the mill? I knew 

enough of both kinds of Ufe to make me tremble for her. 

Nfy wages were such as to enable me to marry, if I chose ; 

and I never thought of woman, for my wife, but Nelly. Still, 

I would not have married her now, if I could ; for, as yet, 

I had not risen up to the character which I determined it 

wa^ .fit that. Nell3F'& husband should have. When I was rich 

in good report, I would come forward and take my chance, 

but until then I would hold my peace. I had faith in the 

power of my long-continued dogged breasting of opinion. 

Sooner or later it must, it should, yield, and I be received 

among the ranks of good men. But, meanwhile, what was 

to become of Nelly ? I reckoned up my wages ; I went to 

inquire what the board of a girl would be who should help 

her in her household work, and live with her as a daughliir*. 

at the house of one of tbe most decent y*orc\^Tv cil >jQa ^-^^^.n 

sbe looked at me suspiciously. 1 Vept do\\T\ isv^ \kkvv==^^ 

aad told ber I would never come neat tYi^ ^Vwc^N n^'o^ "S. 
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would keep away from that end of the village, and that 
girl for whom I made the inquiry should never know 
what the parish paid for her keep. It would not do; ^^ ^e 
suspected me ; but I know I had power over myself <o 

have kept my word ; and besides, I would not for worX. ^s 
have had Nelly put under any obUgation to me, which sboi-^B- Id 
speck the purity of her love, or dim it by a mixture of gii« "■!- 
tude — the love that I craved to earn, not for my mon^^J^t 
not for my kindness, but for myself. I heard that Nelly h ^ad 
met with a place in Bolland ; and I could see no reason ^nr'^y 
I might not speak to her once before she left our nei^*^' 
bourhood. I meant it to be a quiet friendly telling her* ^^ 
my sympathy in her sorrow. I felt I could command mys^^^- 
So, on the Sunday before she was to leave Sawley, I wa-i^^ 
near the wood-path by which I knew that she would re C "***'* 
from afternoon church. The birds made such a melo<i.»-0^ 
warble, such a busy sound among the leaves, that I did ^ 
hear approaching footsteps till they were close at hand, ^^ 
then there were sounds of two persons' voices. The ^i^r^^^ 
was near that part of Sawley where Nelly was staying ^"^* 
friends ; the path through it led to their house, and theirs g^ '^"J* 
so I knew it must be she, for I had watched her setting ou- "^ ^^ 
church alone. 

But who was the other ? 

The blood went to ray heart and headj .as if I were s^^^^^' 
when I saw that it was Dick Jackson. Was this, the ^^^d 
of it all? In the steps of sin which my father had troc^^' ^ 
would rush to my death and my doom. Even where I st^c:^^^-'^ 
I longed for a weapon to slay him. How dared he cc::^^^ 
near my Nelly ? She too — 1 thought her faithless, and for'-^^^ 
how little I had ever been to her in outward action ; how :^^^^ 
words, and those how uncouth, I had ever spoken to h. •^''• 
and I hated her for a traitress. These feelings passed thr0L-^"O 
me before 1 could see, my eyes and head were so dizzy ^^ ^^ 
blind. When I looked I saw Dick Jackson holding her ha^^^' 
and speaking quick and low and thick, as a man speaks ^^ 
great vehemence. She seemed white and dismayed ; but ^" 
at once, at some word of his (and what it was she ne"*'*^^ 
would tell me), she looked as though she defied a fiend, a«^^ 
wrenched herself out of his grasp. He caught hold of 1^^^ 
again, and began once more the thick whisper that I loathtJ*^- 
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wld bear it no longer, nor did 1 see why 1 should. -^ 
,jp»l oul from bebind ihe ti 
^^VTjen she saw me, she lost ber look of one strung up to 
'^e^erallOnT and came nnd clung lo me; and i leitJiliB-a 
^aa l" in str ength and might. I held her wiih one arm, but 
^ did not take ray eyes off him ; I jell as it they blazed down 
inio hit s oul^aad scorched him up. "He never spoke, but 
l-ijtd tojcsk JtS Lbsugh. he defied me. At last, his ey?5 Tell 
tooreTmine; I dared not speak, for the old horrid oaths 
Ihtonged up to my mouih, and I i3readed giving Ihem way, 
Md lenifying my poor, trembling Nelly. 

At IsBl, he made to go past me : I drew her out of the 
pathway. Bjrjnsjincl^she^wrapped her garmejiis. round her. 
a^_tf_to_ jfftwd_hia- accidenial touck:. and he was stung by 
Ihjsi I SUppMS—1 believe — lo the mnd, miserable revenge 
be look. As my back was turned to him, in an endeavour 
la speak some vrords to Nelly that might s 
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at me. Poor dnrliag ! she clung round me as a shield, niaking 
her sweet body_intQ_a_!iE£Ence. joi-iaiue.. It hit her, and she 
spcdce no word, kept back her cry of pain, but fell at my feet 
in a swoon. He— the coward ! — ran off as soon as he saw 
what he had done. I -tais. with Nelly alone_iii the green 
^loqm of the wood. The quivering and leaf-iiuled light made 
ber look as if she were dead. I carried her, not knowing 
if I bore a corpse or not, to her friend's house. ! did uot 
slay to eiplain, but ran madly for the doctor. 

Well 1 I cannot bear lo recur to that time again. Five 
weeks I lived in the agony of suspense; from which niy 
only relief was in laying savage plans for revenge. If I baled 
him before, what think ye 1 did now ? It seemed as it earth 
Conid not hold us twain, but that one of us must go down 
to Gehenna. I could have killed hint ; and would have done 
it without a scruple, but that seemed too poor and bold a 
revenge. At length— oh, the iveary waiting !— oh, the sicken- 
ing of my heart I— Nelly grew better ; as well as she was ever 
to grow. The bright colour had left her cheek ; the mouth 
quivered with repressed pain, the eyes wete dim "svii \xa.i:& 
thai agony fi»d forced into them ; and \ \ove4^veia.ii««isswA 
s bett er an d more ihan when 6lie wtis btis>M. a 
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ingl What was best of all, I began to perceive that s 
cSfed for me. I know her grandmother's friends warned 1 
against me, and told her I came of a bad stock ; but she 1: 
passed the point where remonstrance from bySlanders can U 
effect — she loved me as I was, a strange mixture of bad-^a 
good, airrnrWCrfliy of her. We spoke together now, as th 
do'v/Kose^ lives are Bound up in each other, I told he 
would marry b^ as soon as she had recovered her heal 
Her friends shook their heads; but they saw she would 
unfit for farm-service or heavy work, and they pertiaps tboug 
as many a one does, that a bad husband was better tl 
none at all. Anyhow, we were married ; and I learnt 
bless God for my happiness so far beyond my dese 
I kept her like a lady. I was a skilful workman, and ean 
good wages; and every want she had I tried to grat 
Her wi^es were few and simple enough, poor Nelly! 
they had been ever so fanciful, I should have had 
reward in the new J^lj ng of the j i^inps^ ^f b'^mn - S 
could lead me^ a littie~child withTbe charm of her gei 
voice, and her ever-kind words. She would plead for 
when I was full of anger and passion ; only Dick Jackso 
name passed never between our lips during all that tir 
In the evening she lay back in her beehive chair, and re 
to me. I think I see her now, pale and weak, with 1 
sweet young face lighted by her holy, earnest eyes, telii 
me of the Saviour's life and death, till they were filled w 
tears. I longed to have been there, to have avenged H 
on the wicked Jews. I liked Peter the best of all t 
disciples. But I got the Bible myself, and read TKe migl: 
act of God's vengeance, in the Old Testament, with a ki 
of triumphant faith that, sooner or later, He would take d 
cause in hand, and revenge me on mine enemy. 

In a year or so, Nelly had a baby — a little girl wi 
eyes just like hers, that looked, with a grave opennes 
right into yours. Nelly recovered but slowly. It was ju 
before winter, the cotton-crop had failed, and master ha 
to turn off many hands. I thought I was sure of beic 
kept on, for I had earned a steady character, and did nr 
work well ; but once again it was permitted that Dick Jacksc 
should do me wrong. He induced his father to dismiss n 
among the first in my biatvch of the business ; and the 
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vras I, just before winter set in, with a wife and new-born 
child, and a small enough store of money to keep body 
and soul together till I could get to work again. All my 
savings bad gone by Christmas Eve, and we sat in the house 
foodless for the morrow's festival Nelly looked pinched and 
worn ; the baby cried for a larger supply of milk than its 
poor starving mother could give it. My _^ right hand had 
n ot foiyrtjts c unning, and I went out once more to my 
p^gjngT I k nejy_where the gaog. met^.aDd I knew what 
a welcome back I should have— a far warmer and more 
heartyjvelcpme than good men had given me when I tried 
tcTentor their ranks. On the road to the~meeting-place I 
felTm "with "Sh""6Td man, one who had been a companion to 
my father in his early da3rs. 

"What, lad!" said he, "art thou turning back to the old 
'trade? It's the better business, now that cotton has failed." 

"Ay," said I, "cotton is starving us outright A man may 
"Kear a deal himsdf, but he'll do aught bad and sinful to save 
%is wife and child." 

"Nay, lad," said he, "poaching is not sinfyl; it goes 
gjgalnst man's laws, but not against God's." fl; J- ^ / 

I was too weak to argue or talk much. I had not tasted 

^\)od for two days. But I murmured, " At any rate, I trusted 

^o have been dear of it for the rest of my days. It led my 

father wrong at first I have tried and I have striven. Now I 

^ive all up. Right or wrong shall be the same to me. Some 

SRCJo^^^^QCuufid.;. and, so am I." And, as I spoke, some 

Motion of the futurity that would separate Nelly, the pure and 

lioly, fix)m me, the reckless and desperate one, came over me 

With an irrepressible burst of anguish. Just then the bells of 

Bolton-in-BoUand struck up a glad peal, which came over the 

woods, in the solemn midnight air, like the sons of the morning 

shouting for joy — they seemed so clear and jubilant It was 

Christmas Day: and I felt like an outcast from the gladness 

anfl^b e'salV ation. OI3 Jonah spoke out : 

""^on's the Christmas bells. I say, Johnny, my lad, I've no 

notion of taking -such a spiritless chap as thou into the thick of 

it, with thy rights and thy wrongs. We don't trouble ourselves 

with such fine lawyer's stuff, and we bring down the • varmint ' 

all the better. Now, I'll not have thee in our ^aiv^, lox ^o^ 

art not up to the fun, and thou'd hang fire v/VieTi X\i^ \jvto& ^awfc 
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to be doing. But I've a shrewd guess that plaguey wife a 
child of thine are at the bottom of thy half-and-half joinin 
Now, I was thy father's friend afore he took to them helte^'^^' 
skelter ways, and I've five shillings and a neck of mutton ^^^ 
thy service. I'll not list a fasting man ; but if thou'lt come C^ ^^ 
us with a full stomach, and say, ' I like your life, my lads, aa ^^ 
I'll make one of you with pleasure, the first shiny nigh^^^ 
why, we'll give you a welcome and a half; but, to-night, mak-^ 
no more ado, but turn back with me for the mutton and th^ 
money." 

I was not proud : nay, I was most thankful. I took th e 
meat, and boiled some broth for my poor Nelly. She was in a 
sleep, or a faint, I know not which ; but I roused her, and held 
her up in bed, and fed her with a teaspoon, and the light came 
back to her eyes, and the faint, moonlight smile to her lips; 
and when she had ended, she said her innocent grace, and fell 
asleep, with her baby on her breast. I sat over the fire, and 
listened to the bells, as they swept past my cottage on the gusts 
f } ^ oi the wind. I longed and yearned for the 'iprnnd fuming rf 
Christ, of which Nelly had told me. The world^seemedcruel, 
and hard, and strong — too strong for me ; and I prayed to 
cling to the hem of His garment, and be borne over the rough 
places when I fainted and bled, and found no man to pity or 
help me, but poor old Jonah, the publican and sinner. All this 
time my own woes and my own self were uppermost in my 
mind, as they are in the minds of hiost who have been hardly 
used. As I thought of my wrongs, and tttt- suffeihigb , my 
heart burned against Dick Jackson ; and as the bells rose and 
fell, so my hopes waxed and waned, that in those mysterious 
days, of which they were both the remembrance and the 
prophecy, he would be jjurged from off the earth. I took 
Nelly's Bible, and turned, not to the gracious story of the 
Saviour's birth, but to the records of the former days, when the 
Jews took such wild revenge upon all their opponents. I was 
a Jew — a leader among the people. Dick Jackson was as 
Pharaoh, as the King Agng, who walked delicately, thinking 
the bitterness of death was past — in short, he was the con- 
quered enemy, over whom I gloated, with my Bible in my 
hand — that Bible which cor\\.a.\T\ed owx ^^N\QM\"a.NNQtds on the 
Cross, As yet, those words seercvtd i^vox. ^"^^ T«v«a5\\\\^^^'s» 
to me, like a tract of country seen \n v\v^ ^v^x\\^^\v»x^\ ^\i\^ 
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tlie histories of the Old Testament were grsnid &nd distinct in 
tl^ ^. bloo d-red jcqlQur of sunset. By-and-by that night passed 
into day, and little piping voices came round, carol-singing. 
TThey wakened Nelly. I went to her as soon as I heard her 
stirring. 

"Nelly," said I, "there's money and food in the house; I 
'Will be off to Padiham seeking work, while thou hast something 
to go upon." 

"Not to-day," said she; "stay to-day with me. If thou 

vrouldst only go to church with me this once"— for you see I 

had never been inside a church but when we were married, and 

she was often praying me to go ; and now she looked at me, 

with a sigh just creeping forth from her lips, as she expected 

a refusal But I did not refuse. I had been kept away from 

church before because I dared not go ; and now I was des- 

I)aat(:, and dared do anything. If I did look like a heathen 

in the face of all men, why, I was a heathen in my heart, for I 

was falling back into all my evil ways. I had resolved, if my 

search <rf^w ork at Padiham should fail, 1 would follow my 

father's footsteps^ and take with my own right hand and by my 

strength of arm what it was denied me to obtain honestly. I 

had resolved to leave Sawley, where a curse seemed to hang 

over me: so what did it matter if I went to church, all un- 

beknowing what strange ceremonies were there performed ? I 

w^ed thither as a si nful man — sinful in my heart. Nelly 

hung'on my arm, but even she could not get me to speak. I 

went in ; she found my places, and pointed to the words, and 

looked up into my eyes with hers, so full of faith and joy. But 

I saw nothing but Richard Jackson — I heard nothing but his 

Igud nasal voice, making response, and desecrating all the holy 

"Vfords. He was in broadcloth of the best — I in my fustian 

jacEetT He was prosperous and glad— I was starving and 

cfesperate. Nelly grew pale, as she saw the expression in my 

eyes; and she prayed ever and ever more fervently as the 

thought of me tempted by the Devil even at that very moment 

canae more fully before her. 

By-and-by she forgot even me, and laid her soul bare before 
God, in a long, silent, weeping prayer, before we left the church. 
Nearly all had gone ; and I stood by her, unwilling to disturb 
her, unable to join her. At last she rose up, he^NCLtA^j ^-aX^^, 
She took my arm, and we went home tbTOugVv \.\\e >«oodL^,v«\v«^^ 
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all the birds seemed tame and familiar. Nelly said she th( 
all living creatures knew.it was Chrisfmas .Day^-apd.rej< 
ahd-^vigre loving logelhec^ — L believed it was the frost thai 
taracd-ihen T'^nd-I felt the hatred that was in mfi,and 
that whatever else was loving, I was full of malice and uqc 
ableness ; nor did I wish to be otherwise. That aftemc 
bade Nelly and our child farewell, and tramped to Padihai 
got work — how I hardly know ; for stronger and stronger 
the force of tlie temptaUon to lead a wild, free Wfc'of' sin ; le 
seemed whispering evil thoughts to itie, anff only miy g 
pleading Nelly to pull me back from the great gulf. Hov 
as I said before, I got work, and set ofif homewards to moi 
wife and child to that neighbourhood. I hated Sawley, ar 
I was fiercely indignant to leave it, with my purposes nnac 
plished. I was still an outcast from the naore resp ectable 
stood afar ^oS from such as I ; and mine enemy lived 
flourished in their regard. Padiham, however, was not s 
away for me to despair — to relinquish my fixed determin: 
It was on the eastern side of the great Pendle Hiil, ten 
away, maybe. Hate will overleap a greater obstacle. 1 1 
cottage on the Fell, high up on the side of the hilU We : 
long black moorland slope before us, and then the grey 
houses of Padiham, over which a black cloud hung, dif 
from the blue wood or turf smoke about Sawley. The 
winds came down and whistled round our house many i 
when all was still below. But I was happy then. I re 
men's esteem. I had work in plenty. Our child lived 
throve. But I forgot not our country proverb — " Keep a 
in thy pocket for seven years : turn it, and keep it seven 
more ; but have it ever ready to cast at thine enemy whe 
time comes." 

One day a fellow-workman asked me to go to a hil 
preaching. Now, I never cared to go to church ; but 
was something newer and freer in the notion of p.ravmg tc 
right under His great dome ; and the open air had had a c 
to me ever since my wild boyhood. Besides, they said, 
ranters had strange ways with them, and I thought it wou 
fun to see their way of setting about it ; and this ranter 
others had made himself a name in our parts. According 
went ; it was a fine summer's evening, after work was 
When we got to the place we saw such a crowd as I nevei 
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before — men, women, and children ; all ages were gathered to- 
gether, and sat on the hill-side. T hey wer e careworn, diseased, 
sQpxywfuly criminal i-8dl.th%t.was told on theiirlaces, \yhich_^'ere 
hard and strongly markai. In the midst, standing in a cart, 
"^naflbt ranter. When I first saw him, I said to my companion, 
" Lord 1 what a little man to make all this pother ! I could trip 
him up with one of my fingers," and then I sat down, and looked 
about me a bit All eyes were fixed on the preacher; and I 
turned mine upon him too. He began to speak ; it was in no 
fine-drawn language, but in words such as we heard every day 
of our lives, and about things we did every day of our lives. He 
dJ4 nn* ra}\ ^ir ghnr^pnmiTiprc pride or worldliness, or pleasure^ 
'"^^***g, Yf^^'**' wnnH have given us no clear notion of what be 
meaattJaut.iie just told us outright what we did, and then he 
^ ^e it a name, a nd said that it waS-accursed, and that we were 
Iqatffwe went ofl sadoiog. 

By this time the tears and sweat were running down his face ; 

le was i^estUng^ for our souls. We wondered how he knew our 

innermost lives asji e did, fo r each one o7us sawlilssiri set"berore 

TumTuT plain-spoken wo rds. ^ Then he cried out to iis to repent ; 

**lri ftpi>hp fi'^L to us. and then to LtQxl m a way that wou ld have 

^a>ing|p.H many — Knf it did.not shock me. . J. likH ^^^^"g~tT\]n£'^ ; 

^d I liked the bare , full truth : and I felt brought nearer to 

Kio^^ that hoar---the summer "dafKness'creejjing over us, and 

<3nQ^4Ugr uim Ihe stars coming out above US',' Itke" the eyes of the 

angels watching us — than I had ever done in my life before. 

'NVhefl lie liiid liiuughl us to onr tears and sighs, he stojjlped his 

loud voice of upbraiding, and there was a hush, only broken by 

Kobs and quivering moans, in which I heard through the gloom 

the voices of strong men in anguish and supplication, as well as 

the shriiller tones of women. Suddenly he was heard again ; by 

this tim ewe could not see. him ; but his voice was now tender as 

the voice of an ange lj^and he told us of Christ, and implored us 

t o com e to Him. I never heard such passionate entreaty. He 

spoke as if he savTSa^h liovering near us in the dark, dense 

night, and as if our only safety lay in a very present coming to 

the Cross ; IJselieye be. did see Satan ; we know he haunts the 

desolate old hillSj awaiting his time, and now or never it was 

\vithjnaBii,a_saal. At length there was a sudden silence ; and 

Ijy the cries of those nearest to the preacher, we heaid VivaX. V>fc 

had fainted. We had all crowded round b\m, as \^ Vv^ vn^x^ cwx 
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safety and o ur guide ; and he was overcome by the heat and th 
fatigue, for we were the fifth set of people whom he had addresse( 
that day. I left the crowd who were leading him down, and tool^ 
a lonely path my§filL— ~, 

Here was the^rnestness t needed. To this weak and w^ry^' 
fai ntinjg^ man, r eligion was a life and ajpassionAj I look back now^ 
and wonder at my blindness" as to what was the root of all my 
Nelly's patience and long-suffering ; for I thought now I had 
found out what religion was, and that hitherto it had been all 
an unknown thing to mc. 

Henceforward, my life was changed. I was zealous and fana- 
tical. Beyond the set .to ttthnm T hoH affi liated mvself, I had no 
sympathy. I would have persecuted all who differed frona me, 
if I had only had the power. I became an asiceticln all bodily 
enjoyments. And, strange and inexplicable mystery, I had 
somejhoughts tliat by every act of self-denial I was attai ning 
to«Jiiy..uuholy end, and thatr-whea I had fa.stpf| and'ppyed 
long enough, God would place my vengea nce in my hands. I 
have knelt by Nelly's bedside, and vowed to live a self-deny- 
ing life, as regarded all outward things, if so that God would 
grant my prayer. I left it in His hands. I felt sure He would 
trace out the token and the word ; and Nelly would listen to 
my passionate words, and lie awake sorrowful and heart-sore 
through the night ; and I would get up and make her tea, and 
rearrange her pillows, with a strange and wilful blindness that 
my bitter words and blasphemous prayers had cost her miser- 
able, sleepless nights. My Nelly was suffering yet from that 
blow. How or where the stone had hurt her, I never under- 
stood ; but in consequence of that one moment's action, her 
limbs became numb and dead, and, by slow degrees, she took 
to her bed, from whence she was never carried alive. There 
she lay, propped up by pillows, her meek face ever bright, and 
smiling forth a greeting ; her white, pale hands ever busy with 
some ivind of work; and our little Grace was as the power of 
motion to her. Fierce as I was away from her, I never could 
speak to her but in my gentlest tones. She seemed to me as 
if she had never wrestled for salvation as I had ; and when 
away from her, I resolved many, a time and oft, that I would 
rouse her up to her stale of dAn^^it when. I returned home that 
evening — even if strong TepYo^.e\v \^ete xeQ;v3\x^^ \ \;ci>a^^ xci>\'y3i 
her up to her soul's need. Buv \ c2.y^^ "m ^ue^ \v^^xew V^x n^x^^ 
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singing softly some holy word of patience, some psalm which, 
°*aybe, had comforted tlie martyrs, and when I saw her face 
^e the face of an angel, full of patience and happy faith, 1 
PQtoffmy awakening speeches till another time. 

One night, long ago, when I was yet young and strong, 

although my years were past forty, I sat alone in my house- 

Place. Nelly was always in bed, as I have told you, and Grace 

lay in a cot by her side. I believed them to be lioth asleep ; 

though how they could sleep I could not conceive, so wild 

an d terr ible was the night. The wind came sweeping down 

from the hiii-top in gireat bealts, like the pulses of heaven ; and, 

during the pauses, while I listened for the coming roar, I felt 

the earth shiver beneath me. The rain beat against windows 

' and doors, and sobbed for entrance. .. I thought the Prince of the 

^was abroad ; an d I heard, or fancied I heard, shrieks come 

onJheJjl^t, like the cries o£ sinful souls given over to his power. 

The soun3s'Sime' hearer and nearer. I got up and saw to 

the fastenings of the door, for though I cared not for mortal 

man, I did care for what I believed was surrounding the house, 

in evil might and power. But the door shook as though it, 

too, were in deadly terror, and I thought the fastenings would 

give way. I stood facing the entrance, lashing my heart up 

to defy the spiritual enemy that I looked to see, every instant, 

in bodily presence; and the door did burst open, and before 

me stood — what was it? man or demon? a grey-haired man, 

with poor, worn clothes all wringing wet, and he himself 

battered and piteous to look upon, from the storm he had 

passed through. 

"Let me iniy he said. "Give me shelter. I am poor, or 
I would reward you. And I am friendless, too^" he said, look- 
ing lip iiTTny face,' like one seeking what he cannot find. In 
that look, strangely changed, I knew that God had heard me ; 
for it was the old cowardly look of my life's enemy. Had he 
been a stranger, I might not have welcomed him ; but as he 
was mine enemy, I gave him welQome in a lordly dish. I sat 
opposite to him. "Whence do you come?" said I. "It is 
a s trange night to be out on the fells. " 

He looked up at me sharp ; but in general he held his head 
down like a beast or hound. 

*^You won't betray me, I'll not trouble -yoMYotv^. Ks* vao^ 
as the storm abates, I'll go. " 
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■•Fiiuid,"MldI, ■■ »bat bare I lo JattMyf" M dJi ixmH^ d 
Iwt h« ''■"■'^ If— p hi.— -If KMin fif mr rniTw w*^ ■ni tnH mi, 
".YcMcoBB^ shdicr, and I gi*e yon of JaybeaL Whjrdo 

■ me?" 

i" said iiE, in his abject bitterness, "all the world 
witii goodness or kindness; aSl 
i hunted like a wilibaast, I'll tell you— I'm a MH- 
Tfcl'traSSed "before my time, I was a Siwley man" (as if I, 
.of all men, did not know it !), " and 1 went bock, like a fool, 
to the old place. They've hunlEd me oul where I would fain 
baye lived rightly and quietly, and they'll send me back to thai 
bell upon earth, if they catch me. I did not know it would 
be such a night. Only lei me rest and get warm once more, 
Bnd ni go away. Good, kind Tnan, have pity upon me I " 1 
■piiied all his doubts away ; i proniiaed him a bed onlhe_aoBr._ 
and I thought of Jael and Siscra. Hy ]ieaJt~leapi3Ti p likea 
WBT-hptsc at the sound of the trumpel, and said, " Ha, ha, lhe_ 
Lord hath heard my prayer'and supplicaiion ;~T shaff hare 



He did nol dream who I wbs. He wai chsaged ; so that 1. 
who had learned his features with aU the diligence of batted, 
did not, al first, recngnise him ; and he thought not of me, oolf 
of his own woe and affright He looked into Ihe fire with the 
dreamy gaie of one whose strength of character, if he had any. 
is beaten out of him, and cannot return al any emergency what- 
soever. He sighed and pitied himself, yet could not decide 
on what lo do. I went softly about my business, whicdi was 
to make him up a bed on the floor, and, when he was lolled 
to sleep and security, tO make the best of my way to Padiham, 
and summon the constable, into whose hands I would give him 
up, 10 be taken back to his "hell upon earth." I went Into 
Nelly's room. She was awake and anxious. I saw she bad 
been listening to the voices. 

"Who is there?" said she. "John, tell me ; it Sounded Hke 
a voice 1 knew. For God's sake, speak ! " 

1 smiled a quiet smile. " It is a poor man, who has lost his 
way. Go to sleep, my dear — I shall make him up on the floor. 
I may not come for some lime. Go to sleep; "and I Idraed 
her. I Ihougiit she nas soothed, hut not fully satisfied. How- 
ever, 1 hastened away before there was any funbet time for 
guesiiooiog. 1 made up the bed, and Richard Jackson, tired 
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ont, lay down and fell asleep. Mv contempt for him almost 
eqgpUsdJBZJUi^ -.^ ^ ^vere avoiding return to a place which 
I tboagfat to be a hell upon earth, think you I would have 
taken a quiet sleep imder any man's roof till, somehow or 
another, I was secure. Now comes this man, and, with in- 
continence of tongue, blabs out the very thing he most should 
conceal, and then lies down to a good, quiet, snoring sleep. 
I looked again. His face was old, and worn, and miserable. 
So should mine enemy lool^ .\nd yet it was sad to gaze upon 
ium. poor, hunted creature ! 

LJiTOttld gaze no, more, lest I grew weak and pitiful. Thus 
I took my hat, and softly opened the door. The wind blew 
in, but did not disturb him, he was so utterly weary. I was 
out in the open air of night. The storm was ceasing, and, 
instead of the black sky of doom that I had seen when I 
last kxdced forth, the moon was come out, wan and pale, 
as if wearied with the fight in the heavens, and her white 
l^ht fUl ghostly and calm on many a well-known object 
Now and then, a dark, torn cloud was blown across her 
home in the sky ; but they grew fewer and fewer, and at 
last she shone out steady and clear. I could see Padiham 
down before me. I heard the noise of the watercourses down 
the hill-side. My mind was full of one thought, and strained 
upon that one thought, and yet my senses were most acute 
and observant When I came to the brook, it was swollen 
to a rapid, tossing river ; and the little bridge, with its hand- 
rail, was utterly swept away. It was like the bridge at Sawley, 
where I had first seen Nelly ; and I remembered that day even 
then in the midst of my vexation at having to go round. I 
turned away from the brook, and there stood a little figure 
fodng me. No spirit from the dead could have afifrighted 
me as it did ; for I saw it was Grace, whom I had left in 
bed by her mother's side. 

She came to me, and took my hand. Her bare feet glittered 
white in the moonshine, and sprinkled the light upwards, as 
they plashed through the pool. 

" Father," said she, '• mother bade me say this," Then, 
pausing to gather breath and memory, she repeated these 
words like a lesson of which she feared to forget a syllable — 

" Mother says, * There is a God in heaven ; and in His house 
are many mansions. If you hope to meet her there, you will 
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comtf back and speak to her; if ^g)u ^uce f^f^ T^frOT^ *^ 
flwr nnd tw r you will go on. and may God have merey 
on her and on you I' Father, I have said it Tigfat--evei7 
woxd." 

I was silent At last, I said— 

'*What made mother sajr this? How came she to send 
yottout?" 

. **I was asleep, &ther, and I heard her cry* I Waknied 
up, and I think you. Jiad but just left the iioase, and HuA 
she was calling for you. Then she prayed, with tim teas 
rolling down her cheeks, and kept saying—' Qh, that I ooldil 
walk l-~ oh, that for one hour I could run and walk.1' So Z 
said, 'Mother, I can run and walk. Where must I go?' 
And she clutched at my arm, and bade God Uess me^ and 
told me not to fear, for that He would compass tee whom^ 
and taught me my message : and now, .£Evther; deat' iiJ^beti 
you will meet mother in heaven, ' won't you, and not be 
separate for ever and ever?" She dung, to my kilftea, oail 
pleaded once more in her mother's words. I took hor up ink 
my arms, and turned homewards. 

" Is yon man there, on the kitchen floor?" asked I. 

"Yes!" she answered. ALanyrate, my venge ance was not 
out of my power yet. 

When we got home I passed him, dead asleep. 

In our room, to which my child guided me, was Nelly. 
She sat up in bed, a most unusual attitude for her, and one 
of which I thought she had been incapable of attaining to 
without help. She had her hands clasped, and her face rapt, 
as if in prayer : and when she saw me, she lay back with a 
sweet inefiable smile. She could not speak at first ; but when 
I came near, she took my hand and kissed it ; and then she 
called Grace to her. and made her take off her cloak and her 
wet things, and dressed in her short scanty night-gown, she 
slipped in to her mother's warm side ; and all this time my 
Nelly never told me why she summoned me : it seemed enough 
that she should hold my hand, and feel that I was there. I 
believe she had read my heart ; and yet I durst not speak to 
ask her. At last, she looked up. "My husband," said she, 
"God has saved you and me ftom a great sorrow this night. " 
J^wquJd not understand, and 1 fc\\. \v« \otiV ^\^ ^y:«^ \TAa 
disappointment. 
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"That poor wanderer in the house-place is Richard Jackson, 
is it not?" 

I made no answer. Her face grew white and wan. 
"Oh," said she, "this is hard to bear. Speak what is in 
your mind, I .beg of you. I will not thwart you harshly; 
dearest John, only speak to me." 

" Why need I speak ? You seem to know all." 
" I do know that his is a voice I can never forget ; and I do 
know the awful prayers you have prayed, and I know how I 
have lain awake, to pray that your words might never be heard ; 
and I am a powerless cripple. I put my cause in God's hands. 
You shall not do the man any harm. What you have it in your 
thoughts to do, I cannot tell. But I know that you cannot 
do it. My eyes are dim with a strange mist ; but some voice 
tells me that you will forgive even Richard Jackson. Dear 
husband — dearest John, it is so dark, I cannot see you : but 
speak once to me." 

I moved the candle ; but when I saw her face, I saw what 
was drawing the mist over those loving eyes— how strange and 
woeful that she could die ! Her little girl lying by her side 
looked in my face, and then at her ; and the wild knowledge of 
death shot through her young heart, and she screamed aloud. 

Nelly opened her eyes once more. They fell upon the 
^[aunt, sorrow-worn man who was the cause of all. He roused 
liim from his sleep, at that child's piercing cry, and stood at 
the doorway, looking in. He knew Nelly, and understood 
vrhere the storm had driven him to shelter. He came to- 
^vrards her — 

"Oh, woman — dying woman — you have haunted me in the 
loneliness of the Bush far away — you have been in my dreams 
for ever — the hunting of men has not been so terrible as the 
hunting of your spirit — that stone — that stone ! " He fell down 
by her bedside in an agony ; above which her saint-like face 
looked on us all, for the last time, glorious with the coming 
light of heaven. She spoke once again — 

" Ij^jsms-A-mement of passion ; I never bore you malice for it. 
I forgive you ; and so does John, I trust." 

CouldT keep my purpose there? It faded into nothing. But, 
above my choking tears, I strove to speak clear and distinct, for 
ber dying ear to hear, and her sinking heart to be ^\addexv^^. 
" I forgive you, Richard ! I will befriend you \n yowt ItoxaJc^a.' 
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Sli^ «oidkl not set ; but, instead of the ^m ^badoir ttf death 
stealing over her &ce, a quiet Ught came over it, which we knew 
was the look of a soul «t rest 

Hat night IHttened to his tale fiodr te sate} tfad I tensed 
tibift h is better to he shmed agmnst than to ite. ItttteiStonii 
of- the night mine enemy came to me ; la the ladm^ff the ipref 
morning I led him Ibrth, and bade him *«Ood IpiiA" AoA a 
woe Ited come u pon me, but the burning bapden off % d nftJ, 
*Di i^ammpmBsa og_ Lam oto now> f«d ay ^smtfSGuW 
ni8ma8d> i try to go apout^^yhiqg tad tWBfihing hi mfwtm^^ 
cade way; and what I teacg B/huw Chdit IKal md i li e d r<ad 
lAoit was NelVs fiaith of love. 
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THE HUGUENOTS. 



-M- 



IHAVE always been interested in the conversation of any one 
who could tell me anything about the Huguenots ; and, 
little by little, I have picked up many fragments of information 
respecting them. I will just recur to the well-known fact, that 
five years after Henry the Fourth's formal abjuration of the 
Protestant faith, in fifteen hundred and ninety- three, he secured 
to the French Protestants their religious liberty by the Edict of 
Nantes. His unworthy son, however, Louis the Thirteenth, re- 
fused them the privileges which had been granted to them by this 
act ; and, when reminded of the claims they had, if the promises 
of Henry the Third and Henry the Fourth were to be regarded, 
he answered that " the first-named monarch feared them, and 
the latter loved them ; but he neither feared nor loved them." 
The extermination of the Huguenots was a favourite project with 
Cardinal Richelieu, and it was at his instigation that the second 
siege of Rochelle was undertaken— known even to the most 
caieleai stadent of history for the horrors of famine which the 
besieged endured. Miserably disappointed as they were at the 
failnre of the looked-for assistance from England, the mayor of 
the town, Guiton, rejected the conditions of peace which Car- 
dinal Richelieu oflfered ; namely, that they would raze their 
fortifications to the ground, and suffer the Catholics to enter. 
But there was a traitorous faction in the town ; and, on Guiton's 
rejection of the terms, this faction collected in one night a crowd 
of women, and children, and aged persons, and drove them 
lieycnd the lines ; they were useless, and yet they ate food. 
I>riven out from the beloved city, tottering, faiwt, »cA Hi^ax^ , 
they were fired at by the enemy ; and the survwots csccaa ^^a.^- 
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ing back to the walls of Rochelle, pleading for a quiet shelter ^c_ « 
die in, even if their death were caused by hunger. When tw^o- 
thirds of the inhabitants had perished ; when the survivox"S 
were insufficient to bury their dead ; when ghastly corpses o'^.:*-^" 
numbered the living — miserable, glorious Rochelle, strongb^n^J^ 
of the Huguenots, opened its gates to receive the Roman Cath^z^i^^c 
Cardinal, who celebrated mass in the church of St. Marguet ^M^e- 
once the beloved sanctuary of Protestant worship. As we *** ''°~ 
to the memory of the dead, so did the Huguenots renieni^^i«^^ 
Rochelle, Years — long years of suffering — gone by, a vill — -aS^ 
sprang up, not twenty miles from New York, and the 
of that village was New Rochelle ; and the old men told 
tears of the sufferings their parents had undergone when 
were little children, far away across the sea, in the " pleasa. 
land of France. 

Richelieu was otherwise occupied after this second sic 
Rochelle, and had to put his schemes for the exterminal 
of the Huguenots on one side. So they lived in a kin< 
trembling, uncertain peace during the remainder of the 
of Louis the Thirteenth. But they strove to avert persecul 
by untiring submission. It was not until sixteen hunt 
and eighty-three that the Huguenots of the south of Fra 
resolved to profess their religion, and refuse any longer to 
registered among those of the Roman Catholic faith ; to 
martyrs rather than apostates or hypocrites. On an appoin* 
Sabbath, the old deserted Huguenot churches were re-opem 
nay, those in ruins, of which but a few stones remained to 
the tale of having once been holy ground, were p>eopled w 
attentive hearers, listening to the word of God as preached 
reformed ministers. I^nguedoc, Cevennes, Dauphiny, seem 
alive with Huguenots — even as the Highlands were, at the chi^^^J 
tain's call, alive with armed men, whose tartans had been hidd< 
but a moment before in the harmonious and blending colours 
the heather. 

Dragonnades took place, and cruelties were perpetrated whic 
it is as well, for the honour of human nature, should be fo 
gotten. Twenty-four thousand conversions were announcfff^"^ 
to Le Grand Louis, who fully believed in them. The more fai 
seeing Madame de Ma in tenon hinted at her doubts in the famoi 
speech, " Even if the fathers are hypocrites, the children will 
Catholics, " 
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And then came the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes. A 
multitude of weak reasons were alleged, as is generally the 
case where there is not one that is really good, or presentable ; 
such as that the Edict was never meant to be perpetual ; that 
(by the blessing of Heaven and the dragonnades) the Huguenots 
had returned to the true faith, therefore the Edict was useless — 
a mere matter of form, &c. &c. 

As a " mere matter of form," some penalties were decreed 
against the professors of the extinct heresy. Every Huguenot 
place of worship was to be destroyed; every minister who 
refused to conform was to be sent to the H6pitaux de For9ats 
at Marseilles and at Valence. If he had been noted for his 
zeal he was to be considered "obstinate," and sent to slavery 
for life in such of the West-Indian islands as belonged to the 
French. The children of Huguenot parents were to be taken 
from them by force, and educated by the Roman Catholic 
monks or nuns. Tiiese are but a few of the enactments con- 
tained in the Revocation of the Edict of Nantes. 

And now come in some of the traditions which I have heard 
and collected. 

A friend of mine, a descendant from some of the Huguenots 
who succeeded in emigrating to England, has told me the 
following particulars of her great-great-grandmother's escape. 
This lady's father was a Norman farmer, or rather small landed 
proprietor. His name was Lefebvre ; he had two sons, grown 
men, stout and true ; able to protect themselves, and choose 
their own line of conduct. But he had also one little daughter, 
Magdalen, the child of his old age, and the darling of his house, 
keeping it alive and glad with her innocent prattle. His small 
estate was far away from any large town, with its corn-fields and 
orchards surrounding the old ancestral house. There was plenty 
always in it ; and though the wife was an invalid, there was 
always a sober cheerfulness present, to give a charm to the 
abundance. 

The family Lefebvre lived almost entirely on the produce of 
the estate, and had little need for much communication with 
their nearest neighbours, with \\hom, however, as kindly well- 
meaning people, they were on good terms, although they differed 
in their relj^^joij. In those days, coffee "waa scmc^"^ Vwo'wv, ^^^'^ 
in large cities ; honey supplied the place oi SM^-ax \ «xi.^ ^^^ ^^ 
pottage, the ^oui/it, the vegetables, Ibe saV^id, >;Jcvt ^'^^'^> "^^ 
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Sarden, &rm» aad oichlads of the LeSAm^ was «]MAdmt 
The wodObn doth was span, bf the men of thife IwHifc oa wiatoi 
eveangSi atanding by ^ groat whedi, andleanfiill^ aacLaioNfy 
tnniiqg it to secure efesness of thread*. The^itoiiiei:^ tbali 
charge of the liiieii, gatherii^ aod drying, andfaettteg the bad* 
smdling hemp, the ogfiest crop that grewabout^brteMr^ 
reserving the delicate blue-flowered ibx fior idmAam thmnj 
for the daughter's itvtasetm; tat asaodo as ^wnmttm<iMi'mm 
bom, the inother, lying too fisiiiit to wofc, smifedjvaiMfpiaHMSl 
the wd» of dainty linen, wliich was to be woven, at Rottaa^ mtL 
of the flaxen thread of gossamer fineness lo teapabli^tv 
hand, as you may guess, but that niotbei^s «(WB. iibuMifti^w 
maidens took pride in die store of sfaeecs> aai takiv aap«|r 
which diey were to haive a idiarei ia pcepoii^ te ^tba ftituw 
wedding of die little baby, steeping serene inter wsomitet ^ 
her mother's side. Such behig the s8lf«uffiois&t iabitv.49f (tte 
Nocmaa farmers, it was no wondte tha^ hi the 
of sixteen hundred and eigfaty-five, :Lef€twrie irnirfwaH 
for many days of that Revocation which was stirring Ifae uriiQie 
souls of his co-religionists. But there was to be a cattle foir at 
Avranches, and he needed a barren cow to fatten up and salt for 
the winter's provision. Accordingly, the large-boned Norman 
horse was accoutred, summer as it was, with all its parapher- 
nalia of high-peaked wooden saddle, blue sheep-skin, scarlet 
worsted fringe and tassels ; and the farmer Lefebvre, slightly 
stifif in his limbs after sixty winters, got on from the borse-blodc 
by the stable wall, his little daughter Magdalen nodding and 
kissing her hand as he rode away. When be arrived at the fair 
in the great place before the cathedral in Avranches, he was 
struck with the absence of many of those who were united to 
him by the bond of their common persecuted rehgion ; and on 
the fiaces of the Huguenot farmers who were there was an 
expression of gloom and sadness. In answer to his inquiries, 
he learnt for the first time of the Revocation of the Edict of 
Nantes. He and his sons could sacrifice anything — would be 
proud of martyrdom, if need were — but the clause which cut 
him to the heart was that which threatened that his pretty, 
innocent sweet Magdalen might be taken from him and consigned 
to the teachings of a convent. A^ conveuUlu thu Wiigm iiots' 
excited prejudices, implied a place of dissolute morals, as well 
as of idolatrous doctrine. 
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Poor FanuEr l^efebvre thought 
to puichase ; the lire and deaUi — 
tion — of his darling Eeenied la bim 
*hich he could reach his home, 
safely. Wlial these were to be he 
of bewildered terror; for, 

him. for fear hia early depanure and undue haatc might ei 
ausfueioD in the maliguafii faces he saw gathering shoul him — 
even while he trembled viih impatience, his duughler might be 
earned away out of his Eight for ever iind ever. He mounted 
and spurred the old horse ; but Ibe road was hilly, and the 
steed had not had his aEcustomed rest, and was poorly fed, 
iccording to the babit of the country; and, at la^l. he almost 
stood stiU at the foot of every piece of rising ground. Fanner 
Lefebvre dismounted, aud ran by the horse's side up every hill, 
pulling him along, and encouraging his flagging speed by every 
conceivable noise, meant to be cheerful, though the tears were 
fast running down Ibe old man'b cheeks. He was almost sick 
with Ihc revulsion of his fears, when he saw Magdalen silting 
out in the sun, playing with the "fromages" of the mallow- 
plant, which are such a delight lo Norman children. He got 
off his horso. which found its accustomed way into the stable. 
He kissed Magdalen over and over again, the tears coming 
down his cheeks like rain. And then ho went In to tell bis wife 
— his poor invalid wife. She received [be news more tranquilly 
than be had done. Long illness had deadened the joys and 
tears of Ibis world to her. She could even think and suggest. 
" That night a fishing-smack was lo sail from Granville U> the 
Channel Islands. Some of the people, who had called at the 
Lefebvre fann on their way lo Avtanches, had told ber of 
ventures they were making, in sending over apples and penis lo 
be sold in Jersey, where the orchard crops bad tailed. The cap- 
lain was B friend of one of her absent sons : for bit sake " 

"But we must pan from *tr— from Magdalen, the apple of 
our eyes. And she — she has never left her home before, never 
been away from ua — who will t.Tke care of her! Marie, I say. 
who is to take care of the precious child?" And the old man 
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from harm, till we two— or you, at least, dear husband — ci^" "^^ 
leave this accursed land. Or, if we cannot follow her, shewf^*^ "^ 
be safe for heaven ; whereas if she stays here to be taken to tl 
terrible convent, hell will be her portion, and we shall never 
her again— never ! " 

So they were stilled by their faith into sufficient composure t»> '^^o 
plan for the little girl. The old horse was again to be hamesse^*^ -^sd 
and put into the cart, and if any spying Romanist looked int^»> -^^^ 
the cart, what would they see but straw and a new 
rolled up, and peeping out of a sackcloth covering. The mothec: 
blessed her child, with a full conviction that she should ne\'eK: 
see her again. The father went with her to Granville. On ih^ 
way the only relief he had was caring for her comfort in bes 
strange imprisonment. He stroked her cheeks and smocHhc 
her hair with his labour-hardened fingers, and coaxed her to 
the food her mother had prepared. In the evening her 
were cold ; he took off his warm flannel jacket to wrap them 
Whether it was that chill coming on the heat of the excite 
day, or whether the fatigue and gnef broke down the old mat 
utterly, no one can say. The child Magdalen was safely extri- 
cated from her hiding-place at the Quai at Granville, an( 
smuggled on board of the fishing-smack, with her great chest: 
of clothes and half-collected trousseau; the captain took her' 
safe to Jersey, and willing friends received her eventually in 
London. But the father — moaning to himself, "If I am 
bereaved of my children, I am bereaved," saying that pitiful 
sentence over and over again, as if the repetition could charm 
away the deep sense of woe — went home, and took to his bed 
and died ; nor did the mother remain long after him. 

One of these Lefebvre sons was the grandfather of the Duke 
of Dantzic, one of Napoleon's marshals. The little daughter's 
descendants, though not very numerous, are scattered over 
luigland, and one of them, as I have said, is the lady who told 
nie this, and many other particulars relating to the exiled 
I luguenots. 

At first the rigorous decrees of the Revocation were princi- 
pally enforced against the ministers of religion. They were all 
required to leave Paris at forty-eight hours' notice, under severe 
penalties for disobedience. Some of the most distinguished 
among them were ignominiously forced to leave the country; 
but the expulsion of these mmxsiws v^as follQwed by the emigra- 
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lion of the more faithful among their people. In Languedoc 
this was especially the case ; whole congregations followed their 
pastors ; and France was being rapidly drained of the more 
thoughtful and intelligent of the Huguenots ( who. as.A-peoplei — 
had distinguished themselves in manufacture and commerce), 
whiCll llJU King'b miuijslei Luuk Ihe'aTarm, and prohibited emigra- 
tion, under pain of imprisonment for life ; imprisonment for life 
including abandonment to the tender mercies of the priests. 
Here again I may relate an anecdote told me by my friend : — 
A husband and wife attempted to escape separately from some 
town in Brittany; the wife succeeded and reached England, 
where she anxiously awaited her husband. The husband was 
arrested in the attempt, and imprisoned. The priest alone was 
allowed to visit him ; and after vainly using argument to endea- 
vour to p>ersuade him to renounce his obnoxious religion, the 
priest, with cruel zeal, had recourse to physical torture. There 
was a room in the prison with an iron floor, and no seat, nor 
means of support or rest ; into this room the poor Huguenot 
was introduced. The iron flooring was gradually heated (one 
remembers the gouty gentleman whose cure was effected by a 
similar process in * * Sandfor d jipd Merton ; " but there the heat 
was not carried up to torture, as it was in the Huguenot's case) ; 
still the brave man was faithful. The process was repeated ; 
all in vain. The flesh on the soles of his feet was burnt off, 
and he was a cripple for life ; but cripple or sound, dead or 
alive, a Huguenot he remained. And by-and-by they grew 
weary of their useless cruelty, and the poor man was allowed 
to hobble about on crutche^s. How it was that he obtained his 
liberty at last, my informant could not tell. He only knew that, 
after years of imprisonment and torture, a poor grey cripple 
was seen wandering about the streets of London, making vain 
inquiries for his wife in his broken English, as little understood 
by most as the Moorish maiden's cry for "Gilbert, Gilbert." 
Some one at last directed him to a coffee-house near Soho 
Square, kept by an emigrant, who thrived upon the art, even 
then national, of making good coffee. It was the resort of the 
Huguenots, many of whom by this time had turned their intelli- 
gence to good account in busy, commercial England. 

To this coflfee-house the poor cripple hied himself ; but no one 
Joiew of his wife; she might be alive, or she might be dea<i\ \\. 
seemed as if her name had vanished from lYie e^tv\i. \tv >icw^ 
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comer sat apedlaTi listening to fgfmrfibiag hsA tum^g-aoiibimt^ 
He had come to London to lay in a simik.U jwams .te Us 
xoiinda. Now the three harbours <k tbe Fw»dtk^emig^afa^ HMVp 
Norwich* where they established the mannfactmg <3f Narwirdi 
crape.; Spitalfidds, in London, where thegr embaiiwd in llie 
silk t2ade; and Canterbury, where a c^^y of tlieni paeMi 
on one «r two delicate employments* siioh ifls jewdliesy* WKta- 
bleaching &c. The pedlar took Canterbury in isis wn^^mA 
sought among the Fr^ich residents for a woisaii w^ OHiglit 
con»qx)od to the missing wife. She was tbeccu enmlflc bw 
livelihood aaa milliner, and be}ieving her husbai^ tp be ^Mm 
a ga]iey*slave, or dead long since in some of the tenflategifimMh, 
But, on heaciog the pedlar's tale, she set off at oagetf^ 
and £ound her poor crippled husband, who liired mengr 
afterwards in Qmterboxy, su{q)orted by his wiiisf s eiecllQML 

Another Huguenot couple detemnned to emigraie* TIttf 
could diss^se themsei^es; but their baby? If they .wwe sow 
passiag throu^ the gates of the town in which thejf liiPix^ «iii 
a child* they would instantly be arrested, suspected HugaeaM 
as they were. Their expedient was to wrap the baby into a 
formless bundle, to one end of which was attached a string ; 
and then, taking advantage of the deep gutter which runs in 
the centre of so many old streets in French towns, they placed 
the baby in this hollow, close to one of the gates, after dusk. 
The gendarme came out to open the gate to them. They 
were suddenly summoned to see a sick relation, they sadd ; 
they were known to have an infant child, which no Huguenot 
mother would willingly leave behind to be brought up by 
Papists. So the sentinel concluded that they were not going 
to emigrate, at least this time, and locking the great town- 
gates behind them, he re-entered his little guard-room. " Now 
quick I quick ! the string under the gate 1 Catch it with your 
hook stick ! There, in the shadow ! There ! Thank God ! 
the baby is safe ; it has not cried ! Pray God the sleeping 
draught be not too strong ! " It was not too strong. Father, 
mother, and babe escaped to England, and their descendants 
may be reading this very paper. 

England, Holland, and the Protestant states of Germany were 
the places of refuge for the Norman and Breton Protestants. 
From the south of France escape was more difficult. Algerine 
pirates infested the Mediterranean, and the small vessels in 
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which many of the Huguenots embarked from the southern 
ports were an easy prey. There were Huguenot slaves in 
Algiers and Tripoli for years after the Revocation of the Edict 
of Nantes. Most Catholic Spain caught some of the fugitives, 
who were welcomed by the Spanish Inquisition with a different 
kind of greeting from that which the wise, far-seeing William 
the Third of England bestowed on such of them as sought 
English shelter after his accession. We will return to the 
condition of the English Huguenots presently. First, let us 
follow the fortunes of those French Protestants who sent a 
letter to the State of Massachusetts (among whose historical 
pEq)ers it is still extant) giving an account of the persecutions 
to which they were exposed, and the distress they were under- 
going, stating the wish of many of them to emigrate to America, 
and asking how far they might have privileges allowed them 
Jfor following out then: pursuit of agriculture. What answer 
"was returned may be guessed from the fact that a tract of 
land comprising about eleven thousand acres at Oxford, near 
the present town of Worcester, Massachusetts, was granted 
to thirty Huguenots, who were invited to come over and settle 
there. The invitation came like a sudden summons to a land 
of hope across the Atlantic. There was no time for prepara- 
tions ; these might excite suspicion ; they left the " pot boiling 
<Dn the fire" (to use the expression of one of their descendants), 
and carried no clothes with them but what they wore. The 
IKew Englanders had too lately escaped from religious per- 
secution themselves not to welcome and shelter and clothe 
tiiese poor refugees when they once arrived at Boston. The 
little French colony at Oxford was called a plantation, and 
Oabriel Bemon, a descendant of a knightly name in Froissart, 
Q Protestant merchant of Rochelle, was appointed undertaker 
for this settlement. They sent for a French Protestant minister, 
and assigned to him a salary of forty pounds a year. They 
Isent themselves assiduously to the task of cultivating the half- 
cleared land, on the borders of which lay the dark forest, 
among which the Indians prowled and lurked ready to spring 
Upon the unguarded households. To protect themselves from 
this creeping, deadly enemy the French built a fort, traces of 
>vhich yet remain. But on the murder of the Johnson family 
the French dared no longer remain on the bloody spot, althougji 
more than ten acres of ground were m gaxdew c>3\\\N^.>\Qra. 



■f 



544 TRAITS iiND STORIES OF THB mHxunm^nm. 

aiomid the fort; and l6og afterwards* tkos^ wlio 'told in 
bushed, awe-stnK:k vdces' of the Jo)msoa liiittder, ecfiM. pcktA 
to- the sose-boshes, the apple and pear trees y€t sffmding in 
the iPienchmen's deserted g^irdens. Mrs. Johnson was a sister 
of Andrew Sigoomey, one of the first Huguenots wiio cttne 
over. He saved his sister's life by dragging her pf niila 
force through a back door, while the Indians massactod her 
children, and shot down hex husband at his owh t hwa t hfeM t 
To preserve her life was but a cruel kindness. 

Gabrid Bemon lived to a patriarchal age, in spite of ^sT^tei^ 
sufiEmngs in France and tlie wild Indian cries of revei^ kttHaXA 
his home in Massachusetts. He died rithand ptq/sp&^aps^ Hi 
had kissed Queen Anne's hand, and become intimate^wlth klMn 
of the English n<^}ilitya such as Lord Areiidale, tfac^ X^^ufiaS^ 
Governor of Carolina, who had lands and govemmeiiiji tli'tfMl 
American States. Hie descendants of \knb Hugu^nitt l efdgft ei i 
repaid in part their debt of gratitude to Massachusetts hft viltaritflitf, 
ways during tlie War oi Ind^>endence ; one, Gabrid Mai^raoili 
by advancing a large loan to further the objects of it. liideed,- 
three of the nine presidents of the old Congress which conducted 
the United Stales through the revolutionary war were descendants 
of the French Protestant refugees. General Francis Marion, who 
fought bravely under Washington, was of Huguenot descent. In 
fact, both in England and France, the Huguenot refugees showed 

ihi^mciplvpg tPrnpfiratf, inHnctrinnc, thnnghffiil, and-iutelld^^t 

people ful l of goo d principle and strength of charact er. Bat al l 
thisjsimplied in the one circumstance that they suffered and 

emigrated to secure dae rights o/ conscience. 

Tn the Sfate 61 Ne\7 York they fondly called their plantation 
or settlement by the name of the precious city which had been their 
stronghold, and where they had suffered so much. New Rochelle 
was built on the shore of Long Island Sound, twenty-three miles 
from New York. On the Saturday afternoons the inhabitants of 
New Rochelle harnessed their horses to their carts, to convey the 
women and httle ones, and the men in the prime of life walked 
all the distance to New York, camping out in their carts in the 
environs of the city through the night, till the bell summoned 
them on Sunday morning to service in the old Church du Saint 
Esprit, In the same way Ihey returned on Sunday evening. 
The old longing for borne, tecoid^^ m ^>\'accv OmxxCvtv^^noci^ 
ballad— 
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" It's hame, and it's hame, hame fain would I be ; 
Oh, hame, hame, hame, to my ain countree ! "— 

dung to the breasts, and caused singular melancholy in some of 
them. There was one old man who went every day down to the 
seashore, to look and gaze his fill towards the beautiful cruel land 
where most of his life had been passed. With his face to the 
east — his eyes strained as if by force of longing looks he could see 
the far-distant France— he said his morning prayers and sang one 
of Clement Marot's hjrmns. There had been an edition of the 
Psalms of David put into French rhyme {" Pseaumes de David, 
mis en Rime fran9oise, par Clement Marot et Theodore de 
B&Ee,"), published in as small a form as possible in order that the 
book might be concealed in their bosoms if the Huguenots were 
surprised in their worship while they lived in France. 

Nor were Oxford and New Rochelle the only settlements of 
the Huguenots in the United States. Farther south again they 
were welcomed, and found resting-places in Virginia and South 
Carolina. 

I now return to the Huguenots in England. Even during 
James the Second's reign, collections were made for the refugees ; 
and, in the reign of his successor, fifteen thousand pounds were 
voted by Parliament " to be distributed among persons of quality, 
and all such as, by age or infirmity, were unable to support them- 
selves." There are still, or were, not many years ago, a few 
survivors of the old Huguenot stock, who go, on quarter-day, to 
claim their small benefit from this fund at the Treasury ; and, 
doubtless, at the time it was granted there were many friendless 
and helpless to whom the little pensions were inestimable boons. 
But the greater part were active, strong men, full of good sense 
and practical talent ; and they preferred taking advantage of the 
national good-will in a more independent form. Their descen- 
dants bear honoured names among us. Sir Samuel Romilly, 
Mrs. Austin, and Miss Harriet Martineau are three of those that 
come most prominently before me as I write ; but each of these 
names is suggestive of others in the same families worthy of note. 
Sir Samuel Romilly's ancestors came from the south of France, 
where the paternal estate fell to a distant relation rather than 
to the son, because the former was a CalhoUc, >nV\\\^ v\v^\^.\Xsx 
hadpreferreda foreign country with " freedom Iovjot^y^ Oo^^ 
In Sir Samuel Romilly's account of his falbex atvA ^axA^^'Cc^x 
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it is easy to detect the southern character predominat S 
Most affectionate, impulsive, generous, carried away by itssm. 
ports of anger and of grief, tender and tnie in all his relate < 
ships — the reader does not easily forget the father of Sir Sancvii 
Romilly, with his fond adoption of Montaigne's idea, " playingr o 
a flute by the side of his daughter's bed, in order to waken her h 
the morning." No wonder -he himself was so beloved ! Bat 
there was much more demonstration of aflf»»rtinfn ^ an tjaese 
French households, if what I have gathered from their descen- 
dants be correct, than we English should ever dare to manifest 
French was the language still spoken among themselves sixty 
and seventy years after their ancestors had quitted France, In 
the Romilly family, the father established it as a rule that French 
should be always spoken on a Sunday. Forty years later, the 
lady to whom I have so often alluded was living, an orphan cbnd 
with two maiden aunts, in the heart of London city. They always 
spoke French. English was the foreign language ; and a certain 
pride was cultivated in the little damsel's mind by the feet of ber 
being reminded every now and then that she was a little Frtndi 
girl, bound to be polite, gentle, and attentive in manners ; to 
stand till her elders gave her leave to sit down ; to curtsey w 
entering or leaving a room. She attended her relations to 
the early market near Spitalfields, where many herbs, not in 
general use in P'ngland, and some "weeds," were habitually 
brought by the market-women for the use of the French people. 
Burnet, chervil, dandelion, were amongst the number, in order 
to form the salads which were a principal dish at meals. 
There were still hereditary schools in the neighbourhood, kept 
by descendants of the first refugees who established them, and 
to which the Huguenot families still sent their children. A 
kind of correspondence was occasionally kept up with the un- 
seen and distant relations in France — third or fourth cousins, 
it might be. As was to be expected, such correspondence 
languished and died by slow degrees. But tales of their 
ancestors* sufferings and escapes beguiled the long winter 
evenings. Though far away from France, though cast off by 
her a hundred years before, the gentle old ladies, who bad 
lived all their lives in London, considered France as their 
country, and England as a strange land. Upstairs, too, was a 
great chest — the very chest Madame Lefebvre had had packed 
to accompany her in her flight and escape in the mattress. 
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The stores her fond mother had provided for her trousseau 
were not yet exhausted, though she slept in her grave ; and 
out of them her little orphan descendant was dressed ; and 
when the quaintness of the pattern made the child shrink 
from putting on so peculiar a dress, "she was asked, '• Are you 
not a little French girl ? You ought to be proud of wearing 
a Flnench print — there are none like it in England." In all 
this, her relations and their circle seem to have differed from 
the lefagee friends of old Mr. Romilly, who, we are told, 
"desired nothing less than to preserve the memory of their 
origin ; and their chapels were therefore ill-attended. A large, 
Qocomh room, the avenues to which were narrow courts and 
dirty alleys, . . . with irregular unpainted pews and dusty un- 
I^tered walls ; a congregation consisting principally of some 
strange-looking old women scattered here and there," &c. Pro- 
bably these old ladies looked strange to the child, who recorded 
these early impressions in after-life, because they clung with 
fond pride to the dress of their ancestors, and decked them- 
selves out in the rich grotesque raiment which had formed part 
(rf their mother's trousseau. At any rate, there certainly was 
a little colony in the heart of the city, at the end of the last 
century, who took pride in their descent from the suffering 
Huguenots, who mustered up relics of the old homes and 
the old times in Normandy or Languedoc. A sword wielded 
by some great-grandfather in the wars of the League ; a gold 
whistle, such as hung ever ready at the master's girdle before 
bells were known in houses, or ready to summon out-of-door 
labourers; some of the very ornaments sold at the famous 
ctiriosity-shop at Warwick for ladies to hang at their ch&te- 
lainest within this last ten years, were brought over by the 
flying Huguenots. And there were precious Bibles, secured 
1^ silver clasps and corners ; strangely-wrought silver spoons, 
the handle of which enclosed the bowl ; a travelling-case, con- 
taining a gold knife, spoon, and fork, and a crystal goblet, 
on which the coat-of-arms was engraved in gold. All these, 
and many other relics, tell of the affluence and refinement the 
refugees left behind for the sake of their religion. 

There is yet an hospital (or rather great almshouse) for aged 
people of French descent somewhere near the City Road, which 
is supported by the proceeds of land bequeathed, I believe, by 
some of the first refugees, who were prosperous in trade a.{^<Eit 
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settling in England. But it has lost much of its distin 
national character. Fifty or sixty years ago, a visitor n: 
have heard the inmates of this hospital chattering away in : 
quated French. Now they speak English, for the majorit 
their ancestors in four generations have been English, and 
bably some of them do not know a word of French. E 
inmate has a comfortable bedroom, a small annuity for clot 
&c., and sits and has meals in a public dining-room. A 
little amusing mark of deference to the land of their found 
I may mention that a Mrs. Stephens, who was admitted wii 
the last thirty years, became Madame St. Etienne as soor 
she entered the hospital. 

I have now told all I know about the Huguenots. I pass 
mark to some one else. 
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AFTER I left Oxford, I determined to spend some months 
• in travel before settling down in life. My father had left 
me a few thousands, the income arising from which would be 
enough to provide for all the necessary requirements of a 
lawyer's education; such as lodgings in a quiet part of 
London, fees and payment to the distinguished barrister with 
whom I was to read ; but there would be small surplus left 
over for luxuries or amusements ; and as I was rather in debt 
on leaving college, since I had forestalled my income, and the 
'^nses of my travelling would have to be defrayed out of my 
^Pital, I determined that they should not exceed fifty pounds. 
^ long as that sum would last me I would remain abroad ; 
*hen it was spent my holiday should be over, and I would 
'ctum and settle down somewhere in the neighbourhood of 

'^^issell Square, in order to be near Mr. 's chambers in 

•Lincoln's Inn. I had to wait in London for one day while 

'^^y passport was being made out, and I went to examine the 

^''eets in which I purposed to live; I had picked them out, 

*^<^Tti studying a map, as desirable, and so they were, if judged 

^tirely by my reason ; but their aspect was very depressing 

*^ One country-bred, and just fresh from the beautiful street- 

^^hitecture of Oxford. The thought of living in such a mono- 

^^Hous grey district for years made me all the more anxious 

^^ prolong my holiday by all the economy which could eke 

^^t my fifty pounds. I thought I could make it last for one 

'hundred dajrs at least. I was a good walker, and had no 

^^fy luxurious tastes in the matter of accommodation or food ; 

^ had as fair a knowledge of German and French as any 

^'Jtravelled Englishman can have ; and I resolved to avoid 

^^pensive hotels such as my own countrymen frequented. 
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I have stated this mucb iiboat my?c]f <o explain how I (dl 
la with the little story that I am gomg to recortl, bui with whicb 
I had not much to do—mjp pert in it being liule more thiUi that 
of a sjiopathiliiiK spectator. I had been through fiRiice into 
SwitMCbmd, where I had gone beyond my strength in the way 
of waflung, and I van on my way home, when one levelling 1 
anm tstba vBla^ of Hfci^nbdm, □□ the Berg-Strasse. I 
bad strolled aboat the dir^f town of Worms all morning, and 
dined in a filthy hotel ; and alter thai I had crossed the Rhine, 
and walked throngh toischtoHeppenlieim, I was unnaturally 
tired tntd lai^nid as 1 draped niyself up the rough-paved and 
hngofau- 'rillage «wet to lln> Ira recommended to me. It was 
m laige baOding with « gum coun before it. A cross-looking 



., which, though it might 
hftv* aoecwDodaied thiitfor fbrty guests, only stretched down 
tult tbm kagtb of Hw Mtting-Kom. There were windows at 
MtohaidDf tbeiDoa; twolooktd to the front of the house, on 
wtncb the STenlag' shadows bod. already fallen ; the opposile 
two were partly doors, opening into a large Karden full of 
trained ^il trees and beds of vegetables, amongst which rose- 

which, I suspect, had originally been divided into two. The 
door by which I had entered was exactly in the middle, and 
opposite to il was another, leading lo a great bed-chamber, 
which my hostess showed me as my sleeping quarlera for the 
night. 

If [he place had been much less clean and inviling. 1 Edioold 
have remained there ; 1 was almost surprised myself at my vti 
ineriia; once sealed in the last warm rays of the slanting sun 
by the garden window, I was disinclined to move, or even to 
speak. My hostess had taken mj orders as to my evening 
meal, and had left me. The sun went down, and I grew 
sbivety. The vast room looked cold and bate ; the darkness 
brought out shadows that perplexed me, because I could not 
fully make out the objects that produced tbem afier doaling 
my eyes by gazing out into the crimson light. 

Some one came in ; it was the maiden lo prepaic foe nij 
supper. She began to lay the cloth at one end of the large 
laUei There was a smaller one close by me. 1 mustered up 
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my voice, which seemed a liuli'aa if it were Boiling beyond i 
coDtrol, and called to liec— 

' ' WUl you let me hare mf sopper ben on this tnble ? 

She caane near ; the Ught fell on her while I was in sbadow. 
She wasa tail yoang woman, wiih it fine strong figure, a pleasanl 
face, expressive of goodness and sense, and wiili a good deal 
ol comeliness about it too. although ibe fau compleiioti vas 
bronzed and rcddimed by weather, fio as to have Iogi much of 
i\a delicacy, and the features, as I had aTierwaids oppoituiiiiy 
enough of observiag, vereanylhiug but regular. She had white 
teeth, however, and weli-opened Une eyet— gmire-looluag eyes 
whieb had shed tears for past sorrow — plenty of Ughl-brcmn 
hair, rather elabotately plaited, and fastened up by two grent 
diver pins. That was all — perhaps more than all — I noticed 
that liiU night. She began to l;iy the clolii where 
directed. A shiver passed over me; she looked at t 
then said — 

"The gentleman is oold: shall i liglit Ibe slove?" 

Something vexed me — I nm not usually so impadetit 
the coDunB on of serious illness — I did not like to be noticed 
so closely : I believed that food would re^iore nie, and 1 did 
not want to have tny meal dslayed. as I feared it tnigbt be 
by the lighting of the stove : and most of all I was feverishly 
annoyed by movemenl. I answered sharply and abruptly — 

" No ; bring supper quickly ; that is all I i 

Her quiet, snd eyes met mine for a mon^ 
change in their expression, as if I had vcxei 
IHSS -. her countenance did not for an insia 
patient sense, and that is pretty neatly all 1 can remember of 
Thekla that Qrst evening at Heppenheim. 

I suppose I nte my supper, or tried to do sn, at any tale ; and 
I must have gone to bed, for days after I became conscious of 
lying Ibere, weak as a nevr-bom babe, and with a sense of past 
pain in all my weary hmbs. As is the case in tecoveiing from 
fever, one does ool care to connect tacts, much less to reason 
upon them ; so how 1 came to be lying in that strange bed, in 
that large, half-ftunished room, in what house that room was. 
in what town, in what country. 1 did not take the trouble lo 
lecall. It was of mui^ mtire consequence to me then to discoi-er 
what was the well-known herb Uiai gave the Scent to the clean, 
le sheets in which I lay. Gradually I emended 
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tioDS, alvajn cooSoing aiyseK lo !he present. I must bave been 
WbU cared for by swne one, and ihsil lately loo, for Ihe window 
«M ihadol, so ai to prevent the morning sun Trom coming in 
Dpoithebed; thereiratlhecracklingof (rash wood in the grew 
irtiite diuw store, whidi must liate been newly Teplenished within 

Bj-aai^ the door opened slowly. 1 cannot tell why. but 
my impulse wu to shut my eyas as if 1 were still asleep. Bui 
I could tee through my apparently dosed eyelids. In came, 
waUqDg on tip-toa, with a slow care that defeated its object, 
twomeo. The Biit WW aged from ihirty to forty. In the dress of 
«. Black Forest peasant^old-fasbioned coat and knee-bieeches 
of strong bhio doth, but of a thoroughly good quality ; he was 
fiillowed by BO older nmn, whose dress, of more pretension as lo 
cot and colour (it wu all black), was, neveitheless, as I had 
often the opportanlty of observing afterwards, worn threadbare. 
. Their first sentences, in whispered German, (old me who they 
were: tbelandkird of.tbeinn wliere t was lying a helpless log. 
and the village doctorwho had been called in. The latter fell 
my pulse, and nodded his head repeatedly in approbation. I 
bad instinctively known that 1 was getting belter, and hardly 
cared for this confirmation ; but it seemed to give the truest 
pleasure to the landlord, who shook the hand of the doctor in a 
pantomime expressive of as much thankfulness as if I had been 
bis brother. Some low-spoken remarks were made, and then 
some question was asked, to which, apparently, mj host was 
unable to reply. He left the room, and in a minute or two ic- 
turned, followed by Thekla, who was questioned by the doctor, 
and repbed with a quiet clearness, showing how carefully the 
details of my illness had been observed by her. Then she left 
the room, and. as if every minute had served to restore to my 
brain its power of combining facts, I was suddenly prompted to 
open my eyes, and ask in the best German I could muster what 
day of the month it was ; not that I clearly remembered the dale 
of my arrival at Heppenheim, but I knew it was about the be- 
ginning of September. 

Again the doctor conveyed his sense of extreme satisfaction in 
a series of rapid pantomimic nods, and then replied, in deliberate 
but tolerable English, lo my great surprise — 

" It is the agth of September, my dear sir. You must thank 
the dear God. Your fever has made its course of twenty-one 
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days. NoW patience and care must be practised. The good 
host and his household will have the care ; you must have the 
patience. If you have relations in England, I will do my en- 
deavours to tell them the state of your health." 

" I have no near relations," said I, beginning in my weakness 
to cry, as I remembered, as if it had been a dream, the days 
vhen I had father, mother, sister. 

"Chut, chut!" said he; then, turning to the landlord, he 
told him in German to make Thekla bring me one of her good 
bouillons ; after which I was to have certain medicines, and to 
sleep as undisturbedly as possible. For days, he went on, I 
should require constant watching and careful feeding; every 
twenty minutes I was to have something, either wine or soup, 
in small quantities. 

A dim notion came into my hazy mind that my previous hus- 
landry of my fifty pounds, by taking long walks and scanty diet, 
would prove in the end very bad economy ; but I sank into dozing 
QQconsciousness before I could quite follow out my idea. I was 
roused by the touch of a spoon on my lips ; it was Thekla feed- 
ing me. Her sweet, grave face had something approaching to 
B mother's look of tenderness upon it, as she gave me spoonful 
sfter spoonful with gentle patience and dainty care ; and then 
I fell asleep once more. When next I wakened it was night ; 
the stove was lighted, and the burning wood made a pleasant 
^^^ackle, though I could only see the outlines and edges of red 
fl^e through the crevices of the small iron door. The un- 
curtained window on my left looked into the purple solemn 
P'ght Turning a little, I saw Thekla sitting near a table, sew- 
'ng diligently at some great white piece of household work. 
Every now and then she stopped to snuff the candle ; sometimes 
she b^fan to ply her needle again immediately ; but once or 
^wice she let her busy hands lie idly in her lap, and looked into 
^he darkness, and thought deeply for a moment or two ; these 
pauses always ended in a kind of sobbing sigh, the sound of 
which seemed to restore her to self-consciousness, and she took 
to her sewing even more diligently than before. Watching her 
had a sort of dreamy interest for me ; this diligence of hers was 
a pleasant contrast to my repose ; it seemed to enhance the 
flavour of my rest. I was too much of an animal just then to 
have my sympathy, or even my curiosity, strongly excited by 
her look of sad remembrance, or by her sighs. 
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After a while she gave a little start, Jooksd at a walch lying by 
ber on the table, and came, shading the candle by her hand, 
softly to my bedside. When she saw my open eyes she wcrA to 
a porringer placed at the top of the stove, and fed weyrithsaap. 
She did not speak while doing this. I ivas half aware that she 
bad done it many times since the doctor's ivisit, although this 
seemed to be the first time that I was fully awake. She passed 
her arm under the pillow on which my bead rest^ and raised 
me a very little ; ber support was as firm as a man's could bave 
been. Again back to her woiic, and I to my slumbers, 'witbout 
a word being exchanged. 

It was broad daylight when I wakened again ; I could see the 
sunny atmosphere of the garden outside stealing in through the 
nicks at the side of the shawl hung up to darken the room — a 
shawl which I was sure had not been there when I had observed 
the window in the night. How gendy my nurse most bave 
moved about while doing her thoughtful act 1 

My breakfast was brought me by the hostess ; she who had 
received me on my first arrival at this hospitable inn. She 
meant to do everything kindly I am sure ; but a sick-room was 
not her place ; by a thousand little mal-adroitnesses she fidgeted 
me past bearing : her shoes creaked, her dress rustled ; she 
asked me questions about myself which it irritated me to 
answer ; she congratulated me on being so much better, while 
I was faint for want of food which she delayed giving me in 
order to talk. My host had more sense in him when he came 
in, although his shoes creaked as well as hers. By this time 
I was somewhat revived, and could talk a little ; besides, it 
seemed churlish to be longer without acknowledging so much 
kindness received. 

" I am afraid I have been a great trouble," said I. "I can 
only say that I am truly grateful." 

His good, broad face reddened, and he moved a little uneasily. 

"I don't see how I could have done otherwise than I — than 
we did," replied he, in the soft German of the district. "We 
were all glad enough to do what we could ; I don't say it was a 
pleasure, because it is our busiest time of year — but then," said 
he, laughing a little awkwardly, as if he feared his expression 
might have been misunderstood, " I don't suppose it has been a 
pleasure to you either, sir, to be laid up so far from home." 

"No, indeed." 
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"I nay as well tell yGU now, sir, that we had to look over 
Trar papers and clothes. In the first place, -when you -were so 
ill I would £ain have let your kinsfolk know, if I could have 
found a due ; and besides, you needed linen." 

"I am wealing a shirt of 3rours, though," said I, touching my 
skew. 

" Yes, sir ! " said he, again reddening a little. ' ' I tokl Thekbi 
to take the finest out of the chest ; but I am afraid you find it 
ooaner than your own." 

for ail answer I could only lay my vireak hand on the great 
^*Ofim paw resting on the bed-side. He gave me a sudden 
*QQeeze in return that I thought would have crushed my bones. 
"I beg your pardon, sir," said he, misinterpreting the sudden 
look of pain which I could not repress ; " but watching a man 
^ome out of the shadow of death into life makes one £k1 very 
deadly towards him." 

"No old or true friend that I have had could have done 
'^Hse for me than you, and your wife, and Thekla, and the 
«Qod doctor." 

"I am a widower," said he, turning round the great wedding- 
*^tig that decked his third finger. " My sister keeps house for 
'^e, and takes care of the children— that is to say, she does it 
^ith the help of Thekla, the house-maiden. But I have other 
^^rvants," he continued. " I am well-to-do, the good God be 
J^^anked ! I have land, and cattle, and vineyards. It will soon 
*^ our vintage-time, and then you must go and see my grapes 
^^ they come into the village. I have a * ckasse,' too, in the 
^^^iMenwald ; perhaps one day you will be strong enough to go 
^nd shoot the ' chtvreuiV with me." 

His good, true heart was trying to make me feel like a wel- 
come guest. Some time afterwards I learnt from the doctor 
"that — my poor fifty pounds being nearly all expended — ^my host 
^nd he had been brought to believe in my poverty, as the neces- 
<sary examination of my clothes and papers showed so httle 
Evidence of wealth. But I myself have but litde to do with my 
^tory ; I only name these things, and repeat these conversations, 
to show what a true, kind, honest man my host was. By the 
Vay, I may as well call him by his name henceforward, Fritz 
Stiller. The doctor's name, Wiedermann. 

I was tired enough with this interview with Fritz Mtiller; but 
when Dr. Wiedermann came he pronounced me to be much 
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better ; and through the day much the same course was pursued 
as on the previous one: being fed, lying still, and sleeping, 
were my passive and active occupations. It was a hot, sun- 
shiny day, and I craved for air. Fresh air does not enter into 
the pharmacopoeia of a German doctor ; but somehow I obtained 
my wish. During the morning hours the window through 
which the sun streamed — the window looking on to the front 
court — was opened a little ; and through it I heard the sounds 
of active life, which' gave me pleasure and interest enough. 
The hen's cackle, the cock's exultant call when he had found 
the treasure of a grain of corn, the movements of a tethered 
donkey, and the cooing and whirring of the pigeons which 
lighted on the window-sill, gave me just subjects enough for 
interest. Now and then a cart or carriage drove up— I could 
hear them ascending the rough village street long before they 
stopped at the " Halbmond," the village inn. Then there 
came a sound of running and haste in the house ; and Thekla 
was always called for in sharp, imperative tones. I heard 
little children's footsteps, too, from time to time ; and once 
there must have been some childish accident or hurt, for a 
shrill, plaintive little voice kept calling out, " Thekla, Theida, 
liebe Thekla." Yet, after the first early morning hours, when 
my hostess attended on my wants, it was always Thekla who 
came to give me my food or my medicine ; who redded up my 
room ; who arranged the degree of light, shifting the temporan' 
curtain with the shifting sun ; and always as quietly and d-- 
liberately as though her attendance upon me were her sole 
work. Once or twice my hostess came into the large eating- 
room (out of which my room opened), and called Thekla away 
from whatever was her occupation in my room at the time, in ^ 
sharp, injured, imperative whisper. Once I remember it was 
to say that sheets were wanted for some stranger's bed, and to 
ask where slie, the speaker, could have put the keys," in a tone 
of irritation, as though Thekla were responsible for Friiulein 
MUller's own forgetfulness. 

Night came on ; the sounds of daily life died away into 
silence ; the children's voices were no more heard ; the poultry 
were all gone to roost ; the beasts of burden to their stables ; 
and travellers were housed. Then Thekla came in softly and 
quietly, and took up her appointed place, after she had done 
all in her power for my comfort. I felt that I was in no 
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State to be left all those weary hours which intervened between 

sunset and sunrise; but I did feel ashamed that this young 

woman, who had watched by me all the previous night, and, 

for anght I knew, for many before, and had worked hard, 

been ran off her legs, as English servants would say, all day 

long, should come and take up her care of me again ; and 

it was with a feeling of relief that I saw her head bend 

forwards, and finally rest on her arms, which had fallen on 

the white piece of sewing spread before her on the table. 

She slept; and I slept. When I wakened dawn was stealing 

into the room, and making pale the lamplight. Thekla 

^^ standing by the stove, where she had been preparing 

the bonillon I should require on wakening. But she did not 

notice my half-open eyes, although her face was turned towards 

the bed. She was reading a letter slowly, as if its words were 

Miliar to her, yet as though she were trying afresh to extract 

*»ne fuller or some different meaning from their construction. 

She folded it up softly and slowly, and replaced it in her pocket 

*ith the quiet movement habitual to her. Then she looked 

^ore her, not at me, but at vacancy filled up by memories ; 

^d ias the enchanter brought up the scenes and people which 

^e saw, but I could not, her eyes filled with tears— te.irs that 

Slithered almost imperceptibly to herself as it would seem — for 

*Jieii one large drop fell on her hands (held slightly together 

'^^ore her as she stood) she started a little, and brushed her 

^es with the back of her hand, and then came towards the bed 

^Q see if I was awake. If I had not witnessed her previous 

^tnotion, I could never have guessed that she had any hidden 

borrow or pain from her manner, tranquil, self-restrained as 

^ual. The thought of this letter haunted me, especially as 

^ore than once I, wakeful or watchful during the ensuing 

lights, either saw it in her hands, or suspected that she had 

Veen recurring to it from noticing the same sorrowful, dreamy 

iook upon her face when she thought herself unobserved. Most 

likely every one has noticed how inconsistently out of proportion 

some ideas become when one is shut up in any place without 

change of scene or thought. I really grew quite irritated about 

this letter. If I did not see it, I suspected it lay perdu in her 

pocket. What was in it ? Of course it was a love-letter ; but 

if so, what was going wrong in the course of her love ? I became 

like a spoilt child in my recovery ; every one wliom I saw for 
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i!ie MmB being^waa ibinking only of me. sa it was perhaps in 
wonder Ihal I bccaniE cay sale t^'ect of thought ; and bx la^i 
the gralification of my curiosity -about this Idler seemed lo mi 
■ a duty Uiat I owed lo myseif. As long as toy Bdgety iiujuisiliw- 
nesa remaiiied ungratified, 1 felt as if 1 could not get wdL But, 
to do myself justice, it was more than mquisiliveness. Thekla 
had tended me with the gentle, (houghlful care of a siaer, in 
the midst ot her busy life I eoald often hear the Fraukia'a 
sharp voice oulside blaming her for aomethlug Ihiit hod gone 
wrong; btit 1 newer beard much from Thekla in reply. Her 
name was cmlled in vudi^us tones by different people, more 
freqnenily than 1 tanild count, as if her services were in perpetual 
iHjuisliion, yet I was never neglected, or even long uncared-tor. 
The doctor was kind and atiemlve ; my host friendly aod really 
generous; liis sister subdued her acerbity of manner when ia 
iity room ; but Thekla was the one of all to whom I owed my 
comfons, if not my life. If I could do anything to smooth her 
path (and a little money goes a great vray in these primitive 
[larla of Germany), how willingly would Igive it? So one night 
I bcs"" — thewasno longer needed, to watch by mjr badtida, but 
^e was amnging my room before leaving me toe Ibe nighl — 
"Thel^," said I, "yon don't beloog to Ueppenbeim, do 

She looked at me, and Eeddeoed a. little. 

"No; Why do you ask?" 

"Vaa bove bees so good tame that I catmol.belpvrantiikgto 
know nnre abom you. I must needs fed interested in one who 
has beeit by my ^de Ihiougb my illnesi as yoah&ve. Where 
do yonrfnends live? Are yonr parents ali»ef" 

AH this time I wa» drivbig at the leltef. 

" I was bora at Aitenabi;. My father is an innkeeper there. 
Hcofms the 'Golden Stag.' My mother is dead, and be has 
married again; and has many- children," 

" And your scepmother is unkind to yon," said I. jumping to 
B conelusion. 

■"Who said fo?" asked sbe, with a shade of indtgnatioo in. 
her tone "She is a right good woman, and ttiakei my fclher 
a good wi6e." 

■'Then why- are you here living- so far from home?" 

Now the look came back to her face which I had seen upon 
It during the night hours when I bad watched her by ateaJlh 1 
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a dimming: of the grave frankness of her eyes, a light qtriver at 
the comers of her mouth. But all she said was, • • It was better.'* 

Somehow, I persisted with the wilfulness of an invalid. I am 
half-ashamed of it now. 

"But why better, Thekla? Was there" How should 

I put it ? I stopped a little, and then rushed blindfold at my 
object : " Has not that letter which yoa read so often something 
to do with your being here?" 

She fixed me with her serious eyes till I believe I reddened 
far more than she ; and I hastened to pour out, incoherently 
eixx^, my conviction that she had some secret care, and my 
desire to help her if she was in any trouble. 

"You cannot help- me," said she, a little softened by my 
ei^lanation, though some shade of resentment at having been 
thus susreptitiously watched yet lingered in her manner. "It 
is an old story ; a sorrow gone by, past, at least it ought to be, 
only sometimes I am foolish " — ^her tones were softening now— 
"and it is punishment enough that 3^u have seen my folly." 

" If you had a brother here, Thekla,. you would let him 
give you his sympathy if he could not giv^e you his help, 
and you would not blame yourself if }rou had shown him your 
sorrow, should you? I tell you. again; let me be as a; brother 
toyott." 

"In the first place, sir" — this "sir" was to mark, the dis- 
tinction between me and the imaginary brother—" I should 
have been ashamed to have shown even a brother my sorrow, 
which is also my reproach and my disgrace." These were 
strong words, and I suppose my face showed tliat I attributed 
to thenLastill stronger meaning than they warranted ; but Aoni 
soil qui ntal y pense — for she went on dropping her eyes and 
speaking hurriedly. 

" My shame and my reproach is this: I have loved a man 
who has not loved me" — she grasped her hands together till 
the fingers made deep white dents in the rosy flesh — "and I 
^an't make out whether he ever did, or whether he did once 
md is changed now ; if only he did once love me, I could for- 
give myself." 

With, hasty, trembling hands she began to re-arrange the 
tisane and medicines for the night on the little table at my 
bed'Side. But, having got thus far, I was deternxxxttsi >sa 
acrsevere. 
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" Thekla," said I, '* tell me all about it, as you would to y 
mother, if she were alive. There are often misunderstanding^^S^ 
which, never set to rights, make the misery and desolation of ^ ' * 
lifetime." 

She did not speak at first. Then she pulled out the lette 
and said, in a quiet, hopeless tone of voice — 

"You can read German writing? Read that, and see if 
have any reason for misunderstanding." 

The letter was signed •' Franz Weber," and dated from som< 
small town in Switzerland — I forget what — about a montl 
previous to the time when I read it. It began with acknow 
ledging the receipt of some money which had evidently beei 
requested by the writer, and for which the thanks were almosi 
fulsome, and then, by the quietest transition in the world, 
went on to consult her as to the desirability of his marryin, 
some girl in the place from which he wrote, saying that thl 
Anna Somebody was only eighteen, and very pretty, and b 
father a well-to-do shopkeeper, and adding, with coarse cox- 
combry, his belief that he was not indifferent to the maiden 
herself. He wound up by sa3ring that, if this marriage did take 
place, he should certainly repay the various sums of money 
which Thekla had lent him at different times. 

I was some time in making out all this. Thekla held the 
candle for me to read it ; held it patiently and steadily, not 
speaking a word till I had folded up the letter again, and given 
it back to her. Then our eyes met. 

"There is no misunderstanding possible, is there, sir?" asked 
she, with a faint smile. 

" No," I replied ; " but you are well rid of such a fellow." 

She shook her head a little. " It shows his bad side, sir. 
We have all our bad sides. You must not judge him 
harshly ; at least, I cannot. But then we were brought up 
together." 

"At Altenahr?" 

"Yes; his father kept the other inn, and our parents, 
instead of being rivals, were great friends. Franz is a little 
younger than I, and was a delicate child. I had to take him 
to school, and I used to be so proud of it and of my charge. 
Then he grew strong, and was the handsomest lad in the 
village. Our fathers used to sit and smoke together, and talk 
of our marriage, and Franz must have heard as much as I. 
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Whenever he was in trouble, he would come to me for what 
advice I could give him, and he danced twice as often with 
me' as vrith any other girl at all the dances, and always 
brought his nosegay to me. Then his father wished him 
to travel, and learn the ways at the great hotels on the 
Rhine before he settled down in Altenahr. You know that 
is the custom in Germany, sir. They go from town to 
town as journeymen, learning something fresh everywhere, 
they say." 

*• I knew that was done in trades," I replied. 

"Oh, yes; and among inn-keepers, too," she said. **Most 
of the waiters at the great hotels in Frankfort, and Heidel- 
berg, and Mayence, and I dare say at all the other places, are 
the sons of inn-keepers in small towns, who go out into the 
world to learn new ways, and perhaps to pick up a little 
English and French ; otherwise, they say, they should never 
get on, Franz went off from Altenahr on his journeyings 
four years ago next May-day, and before he went, he brought 
me back a ring from Bonn, where he bought his new clothes. 
I don't wear it now ; but I have got it upstairs, and it comforts 
me to see something that shows me it was not all my silly 
fancy. I suppose he fell among bad people, for he soon 
began to play for money — and then he lost more than he 
could always pay; and sometimes I could help him a little, 
for we wrote to each other from time to time, as we knew each 
other's addresses ; for the little ones grew around my father's 
hearth, and I thought that I, too, would go forth into the 
world and earn my own living, so that — well, I will tell the 
truth — I thought that by going into service, I could lay by 
enough for buying a handsome stock of household linen, and 
plenty of pans and kettles against — against what will never come 
to pass now." 

*• Do the German women buy the pots and kettles, as you 
call them, when they are married?" asked I, awkwardly, laying 
hold of a trivial question to conceal the indignant sjrmpathy with 
her wrongs which I did not like to express. 

"Oh, yes; the bride furnishes all that is wanted in the 
kitchen, and all the store of house-linen. If my mother had 
lived, it would have been laid by for me, as she could have 
afforded to buy it, but my stepmother will have haid «i^iQfe 
work to provide for her own four \\U\e g,\tV&. "ftswiei 
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she continued, brightening up, "I can help her, fior nO^ 
I shall never marry ; and my master here is just and KUuiB"^' 
and pays me sixty florins a year, which is high wag e s:* - 
(Sixty florins are about five pounds sterling.) "And no' 
good-night, sir. This cup to the left holds the tisane, th 
to the right the acorn-tea." She shaded the cnndle, and 
leaving the room. I raised myself on my elbow, and call 
her back. 

" Don't go on thinking about this man," said I. 
was not good enough for you. You are much better 
married. " 

'• Perhaps so," she answered gravely. •' But you cannot m 
him justice ; you do not know him." 

A few minutes after, I heard her soft and cautious 
she had taken her shoes off, and came in her stockinged 
up to my bedside, shading the light with her band. 'N\lien 
saw that my eyes were open, she laid down two letters on 
table, close by my night-lamp. 

"Perhaps, some time, sir, you «rX>uld take the trouble 
read these letters ; you would then see how noble and 
Franz really is. It is I who ought to be blamed, not he." 

No more was said that night. 

Some time the next morning I read the letters. They 
filled with vague, inflated, sentimental descriptions of his inni 
life and feelings ; entirely egotistical, and intermixed with quottf:^' 
tions from second-rate philosophers and poets. There was, * ' 
must be said, nothing in them offensive to good principle c^^ 
good feeling, however much they might be opposed to goo*^-^ 
taste. I was to go into the next room that afternoon for th <^ 
first time of leaving my sick chamber. All morning I lay anc/ 
ruminated. From time to time I thought of Thekla and Franr 
Weber. She was the strong, good, helpful character, he the 
weak and vain ; how strange it seemed that slie should hnv:* 
cared for one so dissimilar ; and then I remembered the \*arious 
liappy marriages when to an outsider it seemed as if one was so 
inferior to the other that their union would have app>eared a 
subject for despair if it had been looked at prospectively My 
host came in, in the midst of these meditations, bringing a great 
flowered dressing-gown, lined with flannel, and the embroidered 
smoking-cap which he evidently considered as belonging f 
this Indian-looking robe. They had been his father's, he lolf 
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me, and as he helped me to dress he went on with his communi- 
cations on small family matters. His inn was flourishing ; 
the numbors increased every year of those who came to see the 
church at Heppenheim— the church which was the pride of the 
place, but which I had never yet seen. It was built by the 
great Kaiser Karl. And there was the Castle of Starkenburg, 
too, which the Abbots of Lorsch had often defended, stalwart 
churchmen as they were, against the temporal power of the 
emperors. And Melibocus was not beyond a walk either. In 
feet, it was the work of one person to superintend the inn 
alone ; but he had his farm and his vineyards beyond, which 
of themselves gave him enough to do. And his sister was 
oppressed with the perpetual calls made upon her patience 
and her nerves in an inn ; and would rather go back and 
live at Worms. And his children wanted so much looking 
after. By the time he had placed himself in a condition for 
Tequiring my full sympathy, I had finished my slow toilette, 
and I had to interrupt his confidences, and accept the help 
of his good strong arm to lead me into the great eating-room 
out of which my chamber opened. I had a dreamy recollec- 
tion of the vast apartment. But how pleasantly it was changed. 
There was the bare half of the room, it is true, looking as it 
had done on that first afternoon, sunless and cheerless, with 
the long, unoccupied table, and the necessary chairs for the 
possible visitors ; but round the windows that opened on the 
garden a part of the room was enclosed by the household clothes'- 
horses hung with great pieces of the blue homespun cloth of 
which the dress of the Black Forest peasant is made. This shut- 
in space was warmed by the lighted stove, as well as by the 
lowering rays of the October sun. There was a little round 
walnut table with some flowers upon it, and a great cushioned 
arm-chair, placed so as to look out upon the garden and the hills 
beyond. I felt sure that this was all Thekla's arrangement ; 
I had rather wondered that I had seen so little of her this day. 
She had come once or twice on necessary errands into my 
room in the morning, but had appeared to be in great haste, 
and had avoided meeting my eye. Even when I had returned 
the letters, which she had intrusted to me with so evident a 
purpose of placing the writer in my good opinion, she had 
never inquired as to how far they had answered Vist dfisv^\ 
she had merely taken them with some low yioi^ cil iJqk 
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and put them hurriedly into her pocket. I suppose she shran 
from remembering how fully she had given me her confident 
the night before, now that daylight and actual life 
close around her. Besides, there surely never was any one i 
such constant request as Thekla. I did not like this 
ment, though it was the natural consequence of my impro' 
health, which would daily make me less and less require 
services which seemed so urgently claimed by others. And, 
moreover, after my host left me — I fear I had cut him a littl^^ 
short in the recapitulation of his domestic difficulties, but hi-^m 
was too thorough and good-hearted a man to bear malice — m^ 
wanted to be amused or interested. So I rang n^y little hand — 
bell, hoping that Thekla would answer it, when I could ha 
fallen into conversation with her, without specifying any 
cided want. Instead of Thekla the Fraiilein came, and I 
to invent a wish, for I could not act as a baby, and say that 
wanted my nurse. However, the Fraiilein was better than n( 
one, so I asked her if I could have some grapes, which 
been provided for me on every day but this, and which 
especially grateful to my feverish palate. She was a good, 
kind woman, although, perhaps, her temper was not the best 
in the world ; and she expressed the sincerest regret as she told 
me that there were no more in the house. Like an invahd I 
fretted at my wish not being granted, and spoke out. 

' ' But Thekla told me the vintage was not till the fourteenth ; 
and you have a vineyard close beyond the garden, on the slope 
of the hill out there, have you not ? " 

" Yes ; and grapes for the gathering. But perhaps the gentle- 
man does not know our laws. Until the vintage (the day of 
beginning the vintage is fixed by the Grand Duke, and adver- 
tised in the public papers) — until the vintage, all owners of 
vineyards may only go on two appointed days in every week to 
gather their grapes ; on those two days (Tuesdays and Fridays, 
this year) they must gather enough for the wants of their 
families ; and if they do not reckon rightly, and gather short 
measure, why, they have to go without. And these two last 
days the ' Half- Moon ' has been besieged with visitors, all of 
whom have asked for grapes. But to-morrow the gentle- 
man can have as many as he will ; it is the day for gathering 
them." 

"What a strange kind of paternal law," I grumbled out 
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E;r is it so orda.inedP Is it to secare Ibe owners against 
ng froni their unfenced vineynrds?" 

"1 am sure I cannot tell," she replied, ■■ Country people in 
these villages have strange customs in many ways, as I ilare 
lay the English g:entlemaii bus pemeived. If he would come to 
Worms he would see a different kind of life." 

"But not a view hke this," I replied, caught by a sudden 
change of light^ — some cloud passing away from the sun, or 
something. Right outside of the windows was. as I have so 
ofien said, the garden. Trained plum-irees with golden leaves, 
great bushes of purple, Michadcnas daisy, late-llowering roses, 
apple-trees, partly stripped of their rosy fruit, bnl still with 
enough left on their boughs to require the props set to auppon 
the luiuriaut burden; lo the left an arbour covered over with 
honeysuckle and other sweet-smelling creepers — all bounded by 
a low grey stone vral! which opened out upon the steep vine- 
jatd that stretched up the bill beyond, one hill of a series rising 
higher and higher into the purple distance. " Why is [here 
n rope with a bunch of straw tied in it stretched across the 
opening of the garden into the vineyard?" I inquired, as ray 
eye suddenly caught upon the object. 

"Il is the country way of showing thai no one must pass 
along that path. To-morrow the gentleman will see il re- 
moved ; »nd then he shall have the grapes. Now I will go 
and prepare bis coSee." With a curtsey, after the fashion of 
Worms gentility, she withdrew. But no under-servant brought 
me my coffee : and with her I could not exchange a word : 
she spoke in such an execrable patois. I went to bed early, 
weary and depressed. I must have fallen asleep Immediately, 
for I never heard any one come to arrange my bed-side table ; 
yet in the morning I found that every tisual want or wish of 
mine had been attended to. 

I was wakened by a tap at my door, and a pretty piping 
child's voice asking, in broken German, to come in. On givinj; 
the Tisual permission, Thekla entered, carrying a great lovely 
boy of two years old, or thereabouts, who had only his little 
night-shirt on, and was ail Hushed with sleep. He held tight 
in his bands a great cluster of muscatel and noble gmpcs. He 
seemed like a little Bacchus, as she came4 tem vowMiSi x&t 
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wasted, unshorn — ^he turned quick away, and hid his face ifa 
her neck, still grasping tight his bunch of grapes. She spoke 
to him rapidly and softly, coaxing him, as I could tell full 
well, although I could not follow her words ; and in a minute 
or two the little fellow obeyed her, and turned and stretched 
himself almost to overbalancing out of her arms, and half- 
dropped the fruit on the bed by me. Then be chitched at 
her again, burying his face in her kerchief, and fastening bis 
little fists in her luxuriant hair. 

"It is my master's only boy," said she, disentangling his 
fingers with quiet patience, only to have them grasp ber braids 
afresli. "He is my httle Max, my heart's delight, only be 
must not pull so hard. Say his ' to*meet-again,' and kiss his 
hand lovingly, and we will go." The promise of a speedy de- 
parture firom my dusky room proved irresktible; he babbled. 
out his Aufwiedersehen, and kissing his chubby hand, he wa^ 
borne away joyful and chattering fast in his infantile half^lan. — 
guage. I did not see Thekla again until late afternoon, wbe 
she brought me in my coffee. She was not like the stun 
creature as the blooming, cheerful maiden whom I had 
in the morning ; she looked wan and careworn, older by 
years. 

"What is the matter, Thekla?" said I, with true anxiety 
to what might have befallen my good, faithful nurse. 

She looked round before answering. " I have seen him, 
she said. ' ' He has been here, and the Fraulein has been 
angry! She says she will tell my master. Oh, it has beei:^ 
such a day ! " The poor young woman, who was usually 
composed and self-restrained, was on the point of bursting int 
tears ; but by a strong effort she checked herself, and tried t 
busy herself with rearranging the white china cup, so as t 
place it more conveniently to my hand. 

"Come, Thekla," said I, "tell me all about it. I havi 
heard loud voices talking, and I fancied something had pu 
the Fraulein out ; and Lottchen looked flurried when she 
brought me my dinner. Is Franz here? How has he found 
you out ? " 

" He is here. Yes, I am sure it is he ; but four years make 
such a difference in a man ; his whole look and manner seemed 
so strange to me ; but he knew me at once, and called me all 
the old names which we used lo caW «^cVv o\hec when we were 
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children ; and he must needs tell me how it had come to pass 
that he had not married that Swiss Anna. He said he had 
never loved her; and that now he was going home to settle, 

and he hoped that I would come too, and" There she 

stopped short 

"And marry him, and live at the inn at Altenahr," said I, 
smiling to reassure her, though I felt rather disappointed about 
the whole affair. 

"No," she replied. "Old Weber, his father, is dead; be 

died in debt, and Franz will have no money. And he was 

always one that needed money. Some are, you know; and 

while I was thinking, and he was standing near me, the 

FrS.ulein came in ; and — and — I don't wonder — for poor Franz 

IS not a pleasant-looking man nowadays — she was very angry, 

And called me a bold, bad girl, and said she could have no 

stxih goings on at the • Halbmond,' but would tell my master 

ivhen he came home from the forest." 

•• But you could have told her that you were old friends," I 
Iiesitated before saying the word lovers, but, after a pause, out 
it came. 

" Franz might have said so," she replied, a little stiffly. " I 
c*onld not ; but he \i'ent off as soon as she bade him. He went 
to the * Adler ' over the way, only saying he would come for 
my answer to-morrow morning. I think it was be that should 
liave told her what we were — neighbours' children and early 
friends — not have left it all to me. Oh," said she, dasping her 
bands tight together, "she will make such a story of it to my 
master." 

** Never mind," said I, "tell the master I want to see him, 
Exs soon as he comes in from the forest, and trust me to set 
him right before the FrSulein has the chance to set him wrong." 
She looked up at me gratefully, and went away without any 
more words. Presently, the fine burly figure of my host stood 
at the opening to my enclosed sitting-room. He was there, 
three-cornered hat in hand, looking tired and heated as a man 
does after a hard day's work, but as kindly and genial as ever. 
Which is not what every man is who is called to business after 
Such a day, before he has had the necessary food and rest. 

I had been reflecting a good deal on Thekla's story ; I could 
Hot quite interpret her manner to-day to my (ull sa.\a^aKvSaTw\ 
but yet the love which had giown w\lVi Yvct ^a^>Jcv, xscosx 
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^^B •ssuredly have be«n called forth by her lover's sudden re- 

^^M eppcnrancs; and 1 was inclined (o give bim some credit for 

^^M baving broken off an engagement to Swiss Anna, which had 

^H promised so many worldly advantages ; and, again, I bad con- 

^H Eidered that if he was a little wenk and seniimentnl, it ims 

^H TheUa who would marry him by her own free will, and per- 

^H hnps she had sense and quiet resolution enough for both. So 

^H I gave the heads of the little history I have told you to my 

^H good friend and host, adding that 1 should like to have a man's 

^V opinion of Ibis man ; but that if he were not za absolute good- 

for-nnthing, and if Thekia still loved him, as I believed, I 

would try and advance them the requisite money towards 

establishing themselves in tlie hereditary inn at Allenahr. 

Such was the romantic ending to Thekla's sorrows I had 

Bbeen planning and brooditig over for the last hour. As 1 
narrated my lale. and hinted at the possible haj^iy conclusion 
that might be in stoiv, my host's face changed. The ruddy 
i!olout fatJed, and his look became almost stern — cerlainly very 
grave in expression. It was so unsympathetic, that I instinc- 
tively cut my n-ords short. When I hnd done, he paused a 
Utile, and then said, ' ' You would wish me to learn all I can 
respecting llus stranger now at the 'Adier,' and give yon the 
impression I receive of the fellow." 

" Exactly so," said I. " I want to learn all 1 can about bim 
for Thekla's sake." 

■ ' For Thekla's sake I will do it," he gravely repeated. 
"And come to me to-night, even if I am gone to bed?" 
"Not so," he replied. '* You must give me all the time you 
can in a matter like this." 

'■ But he will come for Thekla's answer in the moming." 
•' Before he comes you shall know all I can learn. " 
I was resting during the fatigues of dressing the next day, 
when my host tapped at ray door. He looked graver and 
sterner than I had ever seen him do before. He sat down 
almost before I had begged him to do so. 

"He is not worthy of her," he said. " He drinks brqndy 
right hard ; he boasts of his success at play, and "—here he 
set his teeth hard — "he boasts of the women who have loved 
him. In a village like this, sir, there are always those who 
tpend theii evenings in the gardens of the intis ; and Ibis man, 
titer be bad drank his fill, made no secrets. It needed no 
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spying to find out what he was, else I should not have been 
the one to do it." 

••Thekla must be told of this," said I. "She is not the 
woman to love any one whom she cannot respect." 

Herr Mttller laughed a low, bitter laugh, quite unlike himself. 
Then he replied — 

•• As for that matter, sir, you are young ; you have had no 
great experience of women. From what my sister tells me 
tiiere can be little doubt of Thekla's feeling towards him. She 
found them standing together by the window — his arm round 
Thekla's waist, and whispering in her ear; and, to do the 
maiden justice, she is not the one to suffer such familiarities 
^m every one. No," continued he, still in the same con- 
temptuous tone, "you'll find she will make excuses for his 
faults and vices ; or else, which is perhaps more likely, she will 
not believe your story, though I who tell it you can vouch for 
the truth of every word I say." He turned short away and 
left the room. Presently I saw his stalwart figure in the hill- 
side vineyard, before my windows, scaling the steep ascent 
wnth long, regular steps, going to the forest beyond. I was 
otherwise occupied than in watching his progress during the 
^ext hour. At the end of that time he re-entered my room, 
Poking heated and slightly tired, as if he had been walking 
^t or labouring hard ; but with the cloud off his brows, and 
•^e kindly light shining once again out of his honest eyes. 

"I ask your pardon, sir," he began, "for troubling you 
^resh. I believe I was possessed by the devil this morning. 
*■ have been thinking it over. One has, perhaps, no right to 
^le for another person's happiness. To have such a " — here 
^ne honest fellow choked a little — "such a woman as Thekla 
to love him ought to raise any man. Besides, I am no judge 
]^^ him or for her. I have found out this morning that I love 
^^t" myself ; and so the end of it is, that if you, sir, who are 
7^ kind as to interest yourself in the matter, and if you think 
*s really her heart's desire to marry th'is man — which ought 
^ ^ his salvation both for earth and heaven — I shall be very 
5*3.d to go halves with you in any plan for setting them up 
'^ the inn at Altenahr; only allow me to see that whatever 
[**oney we advance is well and legally tied up, so that it is 
!^^^tired to her. And be so kind as to take no notice oC v<\:i^\. 
h^ve said about my having found out that 1 Yiave \oN&^\ve?c, 
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I named it as a kind of apology for my hard words this morn- 
ing, and as a reason why I was not a fit judge of what 
best." He had hurried on so that I could not have stoppet^^S 
his eager speaking even had I wished to do so ; but I was 
too much interested in the revelation of what was passing in^c- 
his brave tender heart to desire to stop him. Now, however..^ 
his rapid words tripped each other up, and his speech 
in an unconscious sigli. 

"But," I said, "since you were here Thekla has oome 
to me, and we have had a long talk. She speaks now sa 




openly to me as she would if I were her brother ; vrith sensibk 
frankness, where frankness is wise — with modest retioencec -^ 
where confidence would be unbecoming. She came to 
me if I thought it her duty to marry this fellow, whose 
appearance, changed for the worse, as she says it is, sinc^^--^ 
she last saw him four years ago, seemed to ha>'e repeUec^ ^ 
her." 

" She could let him put his arm round her waist yesterday,'" .^ 
said Herr M tiller, with a return of his morning's surliness. 

" And she would marry him now if she could believe it to b 
her duty. For some reason of his own this Franz Weber 
tried to work upon this feeling of hers. He said it would 
the saving of him." 

"As if a man had not strength enough in hira — a man who "^s 
good for aught— to save himself, but needed a woman to pimJI 
him through life." 

" Nay," I replied, hardly able to keep from smiling, "you 
yourself said, not five minutes ago, that her marrying him mig^it 
l>e his salvation both for earth and heaven." 

" That was when I thought she loved the fellow," he answercJ 
quick. " Now but what did you say to her, sir?" 

*' I told her, what I believe to be as true as gospel, that as she 
owned she did not love him any longer, now his real self ha^' 
come to displace his remembrance, that she would be sinning m 
marrying him — doing evil that possible good might come. I 
was clear myself on this point, though I should have beun 
perplexed how to advise if her love had still continued." 

" And what answer did she make?" 

" She went over the history of their lives. She was pleading 
against her wishes to satisfy her conscience. She said that a.; 
along through their childhood she had been his strength ; that 
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e under her persooal influence he bad been n^^lively gi 

■le had fallen inlo mischief" 

Not lo say vice," pul in Heir Mtlller. 

And now he came to her peDilent, in Eorrow, 

^ndmenl. aslting her forthe love she seems to hai 

.IjLciUy phehted lo him in years gone by " 

''And which he has sUghled and insohod. 1 BO( 
of bis words and conduct Inst night in the ' 



]t myseU' Iq iho general principle, ¥rfiich, I am 
t ona i repealed il in diHipent fonrs ; for 
the idea of the duly of self-sacriRce bad taken strong poset^ 
sion of her fancy. Perhaps, if I had failed in selling her 
notion of her duly in the right aspect, I iji^bt have hnd 
recourse to the statement of facts, which would have psmcd 
her severely, iml would have proved to her borr litlle his 
wor^ of penitence and promises of ameadmeot were ia be 

"And tl ended?" 

" Ended by her being quite convinced that she would be doing 
wrong inslead of tight if she nmrried a man whom she hsil 
eatbely ceased ■□ love, »nd that no real good could come from 
a conrse of action based on wrongdoing." 

■■ That is right and true," he repiieit, liis face tiroadening inlo 
bappioess again. 

"Bal she says slie must leave your service, and go elsewhere. " 

" Leave my servicE she shall ; go el«where she shall not." 

"1 cannot tell what you may have the power of inducing her 
to do ; but she reoms to me very resolme." 

" Why?" said he, firing nniod at me. as if ! bad mude her 

" She eajs your sister spoke to her before the maids of the 
household, and before some of ilie townspeople, in a way thai 
she oould not stand ; and that you yourself, by your manner 
to her last night, showed how she had lost your respect. She 
added, with tier face of pure tnaidenly truth, that be had come 
into such close contact with her only Ihe instant before your 
sister bad entered the room." 

"Wilh your leave, sir," said Herr MOller, mining towards 
ihedoor. " I will go and set all that right ai one 
said than done. When I ne 
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her eyes were swollen up with crying, but she was silent, 
almost defiant towards roe. A look of resolute determination 
had settled down upon her face. I learnt afterwards that 
parts of my conversation with Herr Mtiller had been in- 
judiciously quoted by him in the talk he had had with 
her. I thought I would leave her to herself, and wait till 
she unburdened herself of the feelings of unjust resentment 
towards me. But it was days before she spoke to me with 
anything like her former frankness. I had heard all about it 
from my host long before. 

He had gone to her straight on leaving me ; and like a 
foolish, impetuous lover, had spoken out his mind and his 
wishes to her in the presence of his sister, who, it roust be 
remembered, had heard no explanation of the conduct which 
had given her propriety so great a shock the day before. Heir 
Mtiller thought to reinstate Thekla in his sister's good opinioa 
by giving her in the Fraulein's very presence the highest possible 
mark of his own love and esteem. And there in the kitchen, 
where the Fr^ulein was deeply engaged in the hot work of 
making some delicate preserve on the stove, and orderiog 
Thekla about with short, sharp displeasure in her tones, the 
master had come in, and possessing himself of the maiden's 
hand, had, to her infinite surprise — to his sister's infinite 
indignation — made her the offer of his heart, his wealth, his 
life ; had begged of her to marry him. I could gather from 
his account that she had been in a state of trembling discom- 
fiture at first; she had not spoken, but had twisted her hand 
out of his, and had covered her face with her apron. And 
then the Fraulein had burst forth — "accursed words," he 
called her speech. Thekla uncovered her face to listen- 
to listen to the end — to listen to the passionate recrimination 
between the brother and the sister. And then she went up 
close to the angry Fraulein, and had said, quite quietly, but 
with a manner of final determination which had evidently 
sunk deep into her suitor's heart, and depressed him into 
hopelessness, that the Fraulein had no need to disturb herself I 
that on this very day she had been thinking of marrying 
another man, and that her heart was not like a room to let. 
into which as one tenant went out another might enter. 
Nevertheless, she felt the master's goodness. He had always 
treated her well from the l\m^ viVvtxv she had entered the 
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house as his servant. And she should be sorry to leave 
him ; sorry to leave the children, very sorry to leave little 
Max; yes, she should even be sorry to leave the Frslulein, 
who was a good woman, only a little too apt to be hard 
on other women. But she had already been that very 
day and deposited her warning at the police office ; the 
busy time would be soon over, and she should be glad to 
leave their service on All Saints' Day. Then (he thought) 
she had felt inclined to cry, for she suddenly braced her- 
self up, and said, yes, she should be very glad ; for some- 
bow, though they had been kind to her, she had been very 
unhappy at Heppenheim ; and she would go back to her 
home for a time, and see her old father and kind step> 
mother, and her nursling half-sister Ida, and be among her 
own people again. 

I could see it was this last part that most of all rankled in 
Herr Miiller's mind. In all probability Franz Weber was making 
his way back to Altenahr too ; and the bad suspicion would 
keep welling up that some lingering feeling for her old lover 
and disgraced playmate was making her so resolute to leave 
and return to Altenahr. 

For some days after this I was the confidant of the whole 
Iiousehold, excepting Thekla. She, poor creature, looked miser- 
able enough ; but the hardy, defiant expression was always on 
lier face. Lottchen spoke out freely enough ; the place would 
not be worth having if Thekla left it ; it was she who had the 
head for everything, the patience for everything; who stood 
between all the under-servants and the Fraulein's tempers. 
As for the children, poor motherless children ! Lottchen was 
sure that the master did not know what he was doing when 
lie allowed his sister to turn Thekla away — and all for what ? 
tor having a lover, as every girl had who could- get one. Why, 
the little boy Max slept in the room which Lottchen shared 
with Thekla ; and she heard him in the night as quickly as if 
she was his mother; when she had been sitting up with me, 
when I was so ill, Lottchen had had to attend to him ; and 
it was weary work after a hard day to have to get up and 
soothe a teething child ; she knew she had been cross enough 
sometimes ; but Thekla was always good and gentle with him, 
however tired she was. And as Lottchen left the xooxa. \ 
owld hear her repeating that she thought she s\ia>M. \«v.n^ 
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when Thekla vfent, for that her place would not be wo 
having. 

Even the Fraulein had her word of regret — ^regret ming' 
with self-justification. She thought she had been quite 
in speaking to Thekla for allowing such familiarities; 
was she to know that the man was an old friend and pi 



mate? He looked like a right profligate good-for-nothi 
And to have a servant take up her scolding as an unpardcus 
able offence, and persist in quitting her place, just when ^~ 
had learnt all her work, and was so useful in the househi 
— so useful that the Fraulein could never put up with 
fresh, stupid house-maiden ; but, sooner than take the 
of teaching the new servant where everything was, and 
to give out the stores if she was busy, she would go bade t, 
Worms. For, after all, housekeeping for a brother was thax^. 
less work ; there was no satisfying men ; and Heppenheim vras 
but a poor ignorant village compared to Worms. 

She must have spoken to her brothec about her intentioo 
of leaving him and returning to her former home ; indeed, a 
feeling of coolness had evidently grown up between the hrotber 
and sister during these latter days. When one evening Hot 
Miiller brought in his pipe, and, as his custom had sometimes 
been, sat down by my stove to smoke, he looked gloomy and 
annoyed. I let him puff away, and take his own time. At 
length he began — 

" I have rid the village of him at last. I could not bear to 
have him here disgracing Thekla with speaking to her when- 
ever she went to the vineyard or the fountain. I don't believe 
she likes him a bit" 

" No more do I," I said. He turned on me — 

" Then why did she speak to him at all? Why cannot she 
like an honest man who likes her ? Why is she so bent on 
going home to AUenahr ?" 

"She speaks to him because she has known him from ^ 
child, and has a faithful pity for one whom she has known 
so innocent, and who is now so lost in all good men's regard. 
As for not liking an honest man (though I may have my owt^ 
opinion about that), liking goes by fancy, as we say in English: 
and Altenahr is her home ; her father's house is at AUenahr, 
as you know." 

"I wonder if he will go there," quoth Herr MuUcr, after 
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two or three more puf&. "He was fast at the 'Adler;' he 
could not paj his score, so he kept on staying here, saying 
that he shotild receive a letter from a friend with money in a 
day or two ; lying in wait, too, for Thekla, who is well known 
and respected all through Heppcnheim : so his being an okl 
friend of hen made him have a kind of standing. I went in 
this morning and paid his score, on condition that he left the 
place this day ; and he left the village as merrily as a cricket, 
caring no more for Thekla than for the Kaiser who built our 
church ; for he never looked back at the ' Halbmond,' but went 
whistling down the road." 

** That is a good riddance," said I. 

*' Yes. But my sister says she must return to Worms. And 
Lottchen has given notice ; she says the place will not be worth 
having when Thekla leaves. I wish I could give notice too." 

"Try Thekla again." 

** Not I," said he, reddening. '* It would seem now as if I 
only wanted her for a housekeeper. Besides, she avoids me at 
every turn, and will not even look at me. I am sure she bears 
me some ill-will about that ne'er-do-well." 

There was silence between us for some time, which he at 
length broke. 

"The pastor has a good and comely daughter. Her 
mother is a famous housewife. They often have asked me to 
come to the parsonage and smoke a pipe. When the vintage 
is over, and I am less busy, I think I will go there and look 
about me." 

"When is the vintage? asked I. "I hope it will take 
place soon, for I am growing so well and strong I fear I 
must leave you shortly ; but I should like to see the vintage 
first" 

" Oh, never fear 1 you must not travel yet awhile ; and 
Government has fixed the grape-gathering to begin on the 
fourteenth." 

• ' What a paternal Government 1 How does it know when 
the grapes will be ripe ? Why cannot every man fix his own 
time for gathering his own grapes ? " 

•' That has never been our way in Germany. There are 
people employed by the Government to examine the vines, 
and report when the grapes are ripe. It is necessax'j \a 
make kiws about it ; for, as you must "hav^ seexv, >2tt«^ N& 
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nothing but the fear of the law to protect our vineyards 
and fruit-trees ; there are no enclosures along the Berg- 
Strasse, as you tell me you have in England ; but, as peopV^ 
are only allowed to go into the vineyards on stated days* 
no one, under pretence of gathering his own produce, ca-^ 
stray into his neighbour's grounds and help himself, withoti^ 
some of the duke's foresters seeing him." 

*' Well," said I, "to each country its own laws." 

I think it was on that very evening that Thekla came 
for something. She stopped arranging the table-<:loth a: 
the flowers, as if she had something to say, yet did not km 
how to begin. At length I found that her sore, hot 
wanted some sympathy ; her hand was against every one's, a: 
she fancied every one had turned against her. She look 
up at me, and said, a little abruptly — 

•' Does the gentleman know that I go on the fifteenth?" 

**So soon?" said I, wirh surprise. "I thought you w^ ^^ 
to remain here till All Saints' Day." 

"So I should have done— so I must have done — ^if t^Mne 
Fraulein had not kindly given me leave to accept of ^ 
place — a very good place, too — of housekeeper to a widc^^"*' 
lady at Frankfort. It is just the sort of situation I ha- "^"^ 
always wished for. I expect I shall be so happy and cor"*^- 
fortable there." 

" Methinks the lady doth protest too much," came into rx"»J 
mind. I saw she expected me to doubt the probability of h *^^ 
happiness, and was in a defiant mood. 

"Of course," said I, "you would hardly have wished tio 
leave Heppenheim if you had been happy here; and ever'>' 
new place always promises fair, whatever its performan^^ 
may be. But wherever you go, remember you have always 
a friend in me." 

"Yes," she replied, "I think you are to be trustee?. 
Though, from my experience, I should say that of very fev*' 
men." 

"You have been unfortunate," I answered: "many men 
would say the same of women." 

She thought a moment, and then said, in a changed tone 
of voice, "The Fraulein here has been much more friendly 
and helpful of these late days than her brother; yet I have 
served him faithfully, and have cared for his little Max as 
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^^101^ he were my own brother. But this morning he spoke 

to me for the first time for many days ; he met me in the 

passage, and, suddenly stopping, he said he was glad I had 

met with so comfortable a place, and that I was at full liberty 

to go whenever I liked : and then he went quickly on, never 

waiting for my answer." 

"And what was wrong in that? It seems to me he was 
tiying to make you feel entirely at your ease, to do as you 
thought best, without regard to his own interests." 

" Perhaps so. It is silly, I know," she continued, turning 
full on me her grave, innocent eyes; "but one's vanity 
suffers a little when every one is so willing to part with 
one." 

" Thekla ! I owe you a great debt — let me speak to you 
openly. I know that your master wanted to marry you, and 
that you refused him. Do not deceive yourself. You are sorry 
for that refusal now ? " 

She kept her serious look fixed upon me ; but her face 
and throat reddened all over. 

•*No," said she, at length; "I am not sorry. What can 
you think I am made of; having loved one man ever since 
I vras a little child until a fortnight ago, and now just as 
ready to love another? I know you do not rightly consider 
what you say, or I should take it as an insult." 

"You loved an ideal man; he disappointed you, and you 
dung to your remembrance of him. He came, and the 
reality dispelled all illusions," 

" I do not understand philosophy," said she. " I only know 
that I think that Herr MtiUer had lost all respect for me from 
what his sister had told him ; and I know that I am going 
away ; and I trust I shall be happier in Frankfort than I have 
been here of late days." So saying, she left the room. 

I was wakened up on the morning of the fourteenth by 
the merry ringing of church bells, and the perpetual firing 
and popping off of guns and pistols. But all this was over 
by the time I was up and dressed, and seated at breakfast 
in my partitioned room. It was a perfect October day; 
the dew not yet off the blades of grass, glistening on the 
delicate gossamer webs, which stretched ftom Soviet \o ^qw« 
in the garden, lying in the morning shadovj ol >Jcv& \v<3osr. 
But beyond the garden, on the sunny V\\\\-s\de, xtvexv, ^ocnscv, 
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and children were clambering up the vinejrards like ants 
busy, irregular in movement, clustering together, spreadi 
wide apart — I could bear the shrill merry voices as I sat 
and all along the valley, as far as I could see, it was mu 
the same ; for every one filled his house for tlie day 
the vintage, that great annual festival. Lottcben, who 
brought in my breakfast, was all in her Sunday best, havi 
risen early to get her work done and go abroad to gath 
grapes. Bright eolours seemed to abound.; I could see dots 
scarlet, and crhnson, and orange through the fading leaves ; 
was not a day to languish in the house; and I was on 
point of going out by myself, when Heir Miiller came 
to offer me his sturdy arm, and help me in walking to 
vineyard. We crept through the garden, scented with 1 
flowers and sunny fruit — we passed through the gate I had 
often gazed at from the easy-chair, and were in the 
vineyard ; great baskets lay on the grass already piled m 
full of purple and yellow grapes. The wine made from thes 
was far from pleasant to my taste ; for the best Rhine wine 
made from a smaller grape, growing in closer, harder dusters 
but the larger and less profitable grape is by far the most picti 
esque in its mode of growth, and far the best to eat into thi 
bargain. Wherever we trod, it was on fragrant, crushed vine 
leaves ; every one we saw had his hands and face stained wit 
the purple juice. Presently I sat down on a sunny bit of grass, 
and my host left me to go further afield, to look after the raorc^^ 
distant vineyards. I watched his progress. After he left me 
he took off coat and waiscoat, displaying his snowy shirt an 
g^aily-worked braces ; and presently he was as busy as any om 
I looked down on the village ; the grey and orange and crimso: 
roofs lay glowing in the noonday sun. I could see down int 
the streets ; but they were all empty — even the old people cam 
toiling up the hill-side to share in the general festivity 
Lottchen had brought up cold dinners for a rei^iment of men 
every one came and helped himself. Thekla was there, leadin 
the little Karoline, and helping the toddling steps of Max ; buff^ 
she kept aloof from me ; for I knew, or suspected, or hat^ 
probed too much. She alone looked sad and grave, and spok^ 
so little, even to her friends, that it was evident to see that sh& 
was trying to wean herself finally from the place. But I could 
see that she had lost her short, defiant manner. What she did 
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say was kindly and gently spoken. The Fr^ulein came out late 
in the morning, dressed, I suppose, in the latest Worms fashion 
— qnite different to anything I had ever seen before. She came 
up to me, and talked very graciously to me for some time. 

" Here comes the proprietor (squire) and his lady, and their 
dear children. See, the vintagers have tied bunches of the 
finest grapes on to a stick, heavier than the children, or even 
the lady can carry. Look ! look ! how he bows ! — one can tell 
he has been an atiachd at Vienna. That is the Court way of 
bowing there — holding the hat right down before them, and 
bending the back at right angles. How graceful 1 And here is 
the doctor I I thought he would spare time to come up here. 
Well, doctor, you will go all the more cheerfully to your next 
patient for having been up into the vineyards. Nonsense, 
about grapes making other patients for you. Ah, here is the 
pastor and his wife, and the Fraulein Anna. Now, where is 
ray brother, I wonder? Up in the far vineyard, I make no 
doubt. Mr. Pastor, the view up above is far finer than what 
it is here, and the best grapes grow there ; shall I accompany 
you and madame, and the dear Fraulein ? The gentleman will 
excuse me." 

I was left alone. Presently I thought I would walk a little 
farther, or at any rate change my position. I rounded a corner 
in the pathway, and there I found Thekla, watching by little 
sleeping Max. He lay on her shawl ; and over his head she 
had made an arching canopy of broken vine-branches, so that 
the great leaves threw their cool, flickering shadows on his face. 
He was smeared all over with grape-juice, his sturdy fingers 
grasped a half-eaten bunch even in his sleep. Thekla was 
keeping Lina quiet by teaching her how to weave a garland for 
her head out of field-flowers and autumn-tinted leaves. The 
maiden sat on the ground, with her back to the valley beyond, 
the child kneeling by her, watching the busy fingers witli eager 
intentness. Both looked up as I drew near, and we exchanged 
a few words. 

** Where is the master? " I asked. •' I promised to await his 
retnm ; he wished to give me his arm down the wooden steps ; 
but I do not see him." 

•* He is in the higher vineyard," said Thekla quietly, but not 
looking round in that direction. " He will be some time there, 
I should think. He went with the pastor and his wife : he will 
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have to speak to his labourers and his friends. My arm i "S^ ^ 
strong ; and I can leave Max in Lina's care for five minutes^^^ 'S. 
If you are tired, and want to go back, let me help you dowt^ ""^^ 
the steps ; they are steep and slippery." 

I had turned to look up the vadley. Three or four hundreci^^ ^c 
yards off, in the higher vineyard, walked the dignified pastor,, — "^^ r, 
and his homely decorous wife. Behind came the Frauleicr:^ -■^ 
Anna, in her short-sleeved Sunday gown, daintily holding ads^ 2 
parasol over her luxuriant brown hair. Close behind her cam^»» -^^^ 
Herr MUller, stopping now to speak to his men — again, to cuir-^-*^' 
out a bunch of grapes to tie on to the Fraulein's stick ; and b) 
my feet sate the proud serving-maid in her country dress^ 
waiting for my answer, with serious, upturned eyes, and sad,» 
composed face. 

" No, I am much obliged to you, Thekla ; and if I did not::^' ^^* 
feel so strong, I would have thankfully taken your arm. But L-rf^ 
only wanted to leave a message for the master, just to say that:^' -^ 
I have gone home." ^ „ 

" Lina will give it to the father when he comes down," "" 
said Thekla. 

I went slowly down into the garden. The great labour of 
the day was over, and the younger part of the population had 
returned to the village, and were preparing the fireworks and 
pistol-shootings for the evening. Already one or two of those 
well-known German carts (in the shape of a V) were standing 
near the vineyard gates, the patient oxen meekly waiting while 
basketful after basketful of grapes were being emptied into the 
leaf-lined receptacle. 

As I sat down in my easy-chair close to the open window 
through which I had entered, I could see the men and women 
on the hill-side drawing to a centre, and all stand round the 
pastor, bareheaded, for a minute or so. I guessed that some 
words of holy thanksgiving were being said, and I wished that 
I had stayed to hear them, and mark my especial gratitude for 
having been spared to see that day. Then I heard the distant 
voices, the deep tones of the men, the shriller pip)es of women 
and children, join in the German harvest-hymn, which is gene- 
rally sung on such occasions ; * then silence, while I concluded 

* Wir pflugen und wir streuen 
Den Saamen auf das Land ; 
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that a blessing was spoken by the pastor, with outstretched 

arms ; and then they once more dispersed, some to the village, 

some to finish their labours for the day among the vines. I saw 

Thekla coming through the garden with Max in her arms, and 

T^insL clinging to her woollen skirts. Thekla made for my open 

-window ; it was rather a shorter passage into the house than 

z*ound by the door. " I may come through, may I not?" she 

asked softly. "I fear Max is not well; I cannot understand 

Ills look, and he wakened up so strange ! ** She paused to let 

me see the child's face ; it was flushed almost to a crimson look 

of heat, and his breathing was laboured and uneasy, his eyes 

balf-open and filmy. 

•* Something is wrong, I am sure," said I. •* I don't know 
a.n3rtbing about children, but he is not in the least like himself." 
She bent down and kissed the cheek so tenderly that she 
would not have bruised the petal of a rose, " Heart's darling," 
she murmured. He quivered all over at her touch, working his 
fingers in an unnatural kind of way, and ending with a convulsive 
tMritching all over his body. Lina began to cry at the grave, 
a.nxious look on our faces. 

"You had better call the Fraulein to look at him," said I. 
• • I feel sure he ought to have a doctor ; I should say he was 
going to have a fit." 

* • The Fraulein and the master are gone to the pastor's for 

coffee, and Lottchen is in the higher vineyard, taking the men 

their bread and beer. Could you find the kitchen-girl, or old 

Karl ? he will be in the stables, I think. I must lose no time." 

Almost without waiting for my reply, she had passed through 

the room, and in the empty house I could hear her firm, careful 

footsteps going up the stair ; I-ina's pattering beside her ; and 

the one voice wailing, the other speaking low comfort. 

I was tired enough, but this good family had treated me too 



Das Wachsen und Gedethen 
Steht, in des Hdchsten Hand. 
Er sendet Thau und Regen, 
Und Sonn und Mondenschein ; 
Von Ihm kommt aller Segen, 
Von unserm Gott allein : 
Alle pute Gabe kommt her 
Von Gott dem Herm, 
Drum dankt und hofft auf IVim. 
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much like one of their omtd for me not to do what I cou ^^ "^ 
such a case as this. I made my way out into the street, fot:=^ ^ ^^ 
first time since I had come to the house on that memor* — •'able 

evening six weeks ago. I bribed the first person I me ■ "^ *° 

guide me to the doctor's, and sent him straight down to '^ . 
" Halbmond," not staying to listen to the thorough scolcu — -^'°S 
be fell to giving me; then on to the parsonage, to tell 
master and the Fraulein of the state of things at home. 

I was sorry to be the bearer of bad news into «uch a fes 
chamber as the pastor's. There they sat, resting after 
and fatigue, each in their best gala dress, the table spn ^ ^^ 
with "Dicker-milch," potato-salad, cakes of various sha 
and kinds — all the dainty cates dear to the German 
The pastor was talking to Herr Mtiller, who stood near " 
pretty young Fraulein Anna, in her fresh white cl 
with her round white arms, and her youthful coquettish 
as she prepared to pour out the coffee ; our Fr&ulein 
talking busily to the Frau Mama ; the younger boys and 
of the family filling up the room. A ghost would have Stan 
the assembled party less than I did, and would probably 
been more welcome, considering the news I brought. As 
listened, the master caught up his hat and went forth, wither *f 
apology or farewell. Our Fraulein made up for both, o.'M^^ 
questioned me fully; but now she, I could see, was in ha^^^ 
to go, although restrained by her manners, and the kiii<^- 
hearted Frau Pastorin soon set her at liberty to follow h«?^ 
inclination. As for me I was dead beat, and only too gl£*<^ 
to avail myself of the hospitable couple's pressing request tb/if 
I would stop and share their meal. Other magnates of tht: 
village came in presently, and relieved me of the strain o/* 
keeping up a German conversation about nothing at all with 
entire strangers. The pretty Fraulein's face had clouded over 
a little at Ilcrr Miiller's sudden departure ; but she was soon 
as bright as could be, giving private chase and sudden little 
scoldings to her brothers, as they made raids upon the dainties 
imder her charge. After I was duly rested and refreshed, I 
took my leave ; for I, too, had my quieter anxieties about the 
sorrow in the Miiller family. 

The only person I could see at the "Halbmond" wns 
Lottchen ; everyone else was busy about the poor little Max, 
who was passing from one fit into another. I told Lottchcii 
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to nk the doctor to come in and see me before he took his 
IcBve for the night, and tired as I was, I kept up till after his 
^. though it was yerj late before he came -; I oould see from 
Us &ce bow anxiooB he was. He would give me no opinion 
as to the child's chances of recovery, from which I guessed that 
^ had not nuch hope. But when I expressed my fear he cut 
me 'voj short 

"The truth is, }-ou know nothing about it ; no more do I, 
^°r that matter. It is enough to try any man, much less a 
^ther, to hear his perpetual moans — not that he is conscious 
^ pain, poor little worm ; but if she stops for a moment in 
^ perpetual canying him backwards and forwards, he plains 
so piteously it is enough to — enough to make a man bless the 
^rd who never led him into the pit of matrimony. To see 
^ fiuher up there, following her as she walks up and down 
^ room, the child's head over her shoulder, and Miiller trying 
to make the heavy eyes recognise the old familiar ways of play, 
^d the chirruping sounds which he can scarce make for crying 
■ — I shall be here to-morrow early, though before that either 
^ or death will have come without the old doctor's help." 

All night long I dreamt my feverish dream — of the vineyard — 

the carts, which held little coffins instead of baskets of grapes — 

of the pastor's daughter, who would pull the dying child out of 

Thekla's anns ; it was a bad, weary night 1 I slept long into 

the morning ; the broad daylight filled my room, and yet no one 

had been near to waken me ! Did that mean life or death ? I 

got up and dressed as fast as I could ; for I was aching all over 

with the fatigue of the day before. Out into the sitting-room ; 

the table was laid for breakfast, but no one was there. I passed 

into the house beyond, up the stairs, blindly seeking for the room 

where I might know whether it was life or death. At the door 

of a room I found Lottchen crying ; at the sight of me in that 

unwonted place she started, and began some kind of apology, 

broken botJb by tears and smiles, as she told me that the doctor 

said the danger was over — past, and that Max was sleeping a 

gentle peaceful slumber in Thekla's arms — arms that had held 

him all through the livelong night 

" Look at him, sir ; only go in softly ; it is a pleasure to see 
the child to-day ; tread softly, sir." 

She opened the chamber-door. I could see Thekla sitting, 
propped up by cushions and stools, holding her heavy burden, 
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I and binding over him wilh a look Qf lenderesl love. Not far off 
I Wood ibe Fnluldn, nil disordered and tearful, atirriog or season- 
I ing some hot soup, while the master stood by her impatient. 

As 50DD as it was cooled or seasoned enoagh he took the basin 
1 and went to Thekla. and sajd sonieihing very low ; she lifted up 
I ber head, and 1 could see her face ; pale, weary with watching, 
It with 1 soft, peaceful look upon it, which it had not worn for 

weeks. Frill Milller be^n lo feed ber, for her hands were 

ipied in holdnig his child; I could not help remenibering 
Mrs. Inohbald's pretty description of Dorriforth's anxiety in 
ling Miss MHner; she coniparea it, if I remember rightly, 
hat of a lender-heartHd boy, caring for his darliog bird, the 
□f which would embitter all the joys of his holidays. We 

■child. Lotlehen brought me my coffee and bread : she was 
Jeady either to laugh or to weep on the slighttat occasion. 1 
ipould not CeH if it was In innooence or mischief she asked me 
I Ibe following question — 

"Do you think Thekla will leave to^lay, sir?" 

In the afternoon I heard Tbekla's step behind my ertemponi^ 
screen. I knew it quite well. She stopped for a monienl befhie 
emei^ng into my view. 

She was trying to look as composed as usual, but, periiaps 
because her steady nerves had been shaken by her night's watdi- 
ing, sbe could not help faint touches of dimples at the corners 
of her mouth, and her eyes were veiled from any inquidtive look 
by their drooping lids. 

"I thought you would like to know that the doctor says 
Max is quite out of danger now. He will only require 

" Thank you, Thekla ; Doctor has been in already this 

afternoon (o tell me so, and I am truly glad." 

She went to the window, and looked out for a moment. Many 
people were in the vineyards again to-day ; allhough we, in our 
household aiudety, had paid (hem but little heed. Suddenly she 
tuned round Into the room, and I saw that her face was crimson 
with blushes. In another instant Herr MUUer eittered by the 

"Has she told you, sir!" sa\4 he, possessing himself of her 
hand, and looking all agVo'N wiOn^iav^vTOsv "1Aii».'eBJK>.\[Mi 
our good friend?" addressra^ l^cr. 
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Na I was going to tell him, but I did not know how to 
begin." 

" Then I will prompt thee. Say after me — ' I have been a 
wilful, foolish woman ' " 

She wrenched her hand out of his, half-laughing — "I am a 
foolish woman, for I have promised to marry him. But he is a 
still more foolish man, for he wishes to marry me. That is what 
I say." 

•• And I have sent Babette to Frankfort with the pastor. He 
is going there, and will explain all to Frau v. Schmidt ; and 
Babette will serve her for a time. When Max is well enough to 
have the change of air the doctor prescribes for him, thou shalt 
take him to Altenahr, and thither will I also go ; and become 
known to thy people and thy father. And before Christmas the 
gentleman here shall dance at our wedding." 

" I must go home to England, dear friends, before many days 
are over. Perhaps we may travel together as far as Remagen. 
Another year I will come back to Heppenheim and see you." 

As I planned it, so it was. We left Heppenheim all together 
on a lovely All-Saints' day. The day before — the day of All- 
Souls — I had watched Fritz and Thekla lead little Lina up to 
the Acre of God, the Field of Rest, to hang the wreath of im- 
mortelles on her mother's grave. Peace be with the dead and 
the living. 



V. 
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CHAPTER I. 

WHEN Death is present in a household on a Christmas 
Day, the very contrast between the time as it now is, 
and the day as it has often been, gives a poignancy to sorrow 
< — a more utter blankness to the desolation. James Leigh 
died just as the far-away tells of Rochdale Church were ring- 
ing for morning service on Christmas Day, 1836. A few 
minutes before his death, he opened his already glazing eyes, 
and made a sign to his wife, by the faint motion of his lips, 
that he had yet something to say. She stooped close down, 
and caught the broken whisper, ** I forgive her, Annie I May 
God forgive me ! " 

" Oh, my love, my dear ! only get well, and I will never cease 
showing my thanks for those words. May God in heaven Wess 
thee for saying them. Thou'rt not so restless, my ladl maybe 
—Oh, God ! •• 

For even while she spoke he died. 

They had been two-and-twenty years man and wife; for 
nineteen of those years their life had been as calm and happy 
as tlie most perfect uprightness on the one side, and the most 
complete confidence and loving submission on the other, could 
make it. Milton's famous line might have been framed and 
hung up as the rule of their married life, for he was truly the 
interpreter, who stood between God and her ; she would have 
considered herself wicked if she had ever dared even to think 
him austere, though as certainly as he was an upright man, 
so surely was he hard, stern, and inflexible. But for three 
years the moan and the murmur had never been out of her 
heart ; she had rebelled against her husband as against a 
tyrant, with a hidden, sullen rebellion, which tore up the old 
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^marks of wifely duty and affection, and poisoned the foun- 
ins whence gentlest love and reverence had once been for 
cr springing. 

But those last blessed words replaced him on his throne in 
ir heart, and called out penitent anguish for all the bitter 
trangement of later years. It was this which made her refuse 

I the entreaties of her sons, that she would see the kind- 
arted neighbours, who called on their way from church, to 
mpathise and condole. No! she would stay with the dead 
isband that had spoken tenderly at last, if for three years 
i had kept silence; who knew but what, if she had only 
sen more gentle and less angrily reserved he might have 
lented earlier— and in time ? 

She sat rocking herself to and fro by the side of the bed, 
bile the footsteps below went in and out ; she had been 
sorrow too long to have any violent burst of deep grief 
)w ; the furrows were well worn in her cheeks, and the tears 
>wed quietly, if incessantly, all the day long. But when 
e winter's night drew on, and the neighbours had gone 
ray to their homes, she stole to the window, and gazed out, 
ng and wistfully, over the dark grey moors. She did not 
ar her son's voice, as he spoke to her from the door, nor 
s footstep as he drew nearer. She started when he touched 
r. 

"Mother! come down to us. There's no one but Will and 
e. Dearest mother, we do so want you." The poor lad's 
ice trembled, and he began to cry. It appeared to require 
. efifort on Mrs. Leigh's part to tear herself away from the 
ndow, but with a sigh she complied with his request. 
The two boys (for though Will was nearly twenty-one, she 

II thought of him as a lad) had done everything in their 
iwer to make the house-place comfortable for her. She 
rself, in the old days before her sorrow, had never made 
brighter fire or a cleaner hearth, ready for her husband's 
ram home, than now awaited her. 'The tea-things were 

put out, and the kettle was boiling ; and the boys had 
Imed their grief down into a kind of sober cheerfulness. 
ley paid her every attention they could think of, but received 
:le notice on her part ; she did not resist, she rather sub- 
tted to all their airangements ; but they did not seem to 
ich her heart 
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When tea was ended— it was merely the form of tea that had 
been gone through — Will moved the things away to the dresser. 
His mother leant back languidly in her chair. 

"Mother, shall Tom read you a chapter? He's a better 
scholar than I." 

"Ay, lad ! " said she, almost eagerly. " That's it Read me 
the Prodigal Son. Ay, ay, lad. Thank thee." 

Tom found the chapter, and read it in the high-pitched 
voice which is customary in village schools. His mother bent 
forward, her lips parted, her eyes dilated ; her whole body 
instinct with eager attention. Will sat with his head depressed 
and hung down. He knew why that chapter had been chosen; 
and to him it recalled the family's disgrace. When the reading 
was ended, he still hung down his head in gloomy silence. 
But her face was brighter than it had been before for the 
day. Her eyes looked dreamy, as if she saw a vision; and 
by-and-by she pulled the Bible towards her, and, putting her 
finger underneath each word, began to read them aloud in 
a low voice to herself; she read again the words of bitter 
sorrow and deep humiliation ; but most of all, she paused 
and brightened over the father's tender reception of the repentant 
prodigal. 

So passed the Christmas evening in the Upclose Farm. 

The snow had fallen heavily over the dark waving moorland 
before the day of the funeral. The black storm-laden dome 
of heaven lay very still and close upon the white earth, as 
they carried- the body forth out of the house which had known 
his presence so long as its ruling power. Two and two the 
mourners followed, making a black procession, in their winding 
march over the unbeaten snow, to Milne Row Church; now 
lost in some hollow of the bleak moors, now slowly climbing 
the heaving ascents. There was no long tarrying after the 
funeral, for many of the neighbours who accompanied the body 
to the grave had far to go, and the great white flakes which 
came slowly down were the boding forerunners of a heavy 
storm. One old friend alone accompanied the widow and her 
sons to their home. 

The Upclose Farm had belonged for generations to the 
Leighs ; and yet its possession hardly raised them above the 
rank of labourers. There was the house and out-buildings, 
all of an old-fashioned kind, and about seven acres of barren 
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unprodactive land, which they had never possessed capital 
enough to improve ; indeed, they could hardly rely upon it for 
subsistence ; and it had been customary to bring up the sons to 
some trade, such as a wheelwright's or blacksmith's. 

James Leigh had left a will in the possession of the old man 
who accompanied them home. He read it aloud. James had 
bequeathed the farm to his faithful wife, Anne Leigh, for her 
lifetime, and afterwards to his son William. The hundred and 
odd pounds in the savings bank was to accumulate for Thomas. 

After the reading was ended, Anne Leigh sat silent for a 
time, and then she asked to speak to Samuel Orme alone. 
The sons went into the back kitchen, and thence strolled out 
into the fields regardless of the driving snow. The brothers 
were dearly fond of each other, although they were very different 
in character. Will, the elder, was like his father, stern, reserved 
and scrupulously upright. Tom (who was ten years younger) 
was gentle and delicate as a girl, both in appearance and 
character. He had always clung to his mother and dreaded 
his father. They did not speak as they walked, for they were 
only in the habit of talking about facts, and hardly knew the 
more sophisticated language applied to the description of 
feelings. 

Meanwhile their mother had taken hold of Samuel Orme's 
arm with her trembling hand. 

"Samuel, I must let the farm — I must" 

" Let the farm ! What's come o'er the woman ? " 

"Oh, Samuel!" said she, her eyes swimming in tears, 
"I'm just fain to go and live in Manchester. I mun let the 
ferm." 

Samuel looked, and pondered, but did not speak for some 
time. At last he said — 

" If thou hast made up thy mind, there's no speaking again 
it; and thou must e'en go. Thou'lt be sadly pottered wi' 
Manchester ways ; but that's not my look-out. Why, thou'lt 
have to buy potatoes, a thing thou hast never done afore in 
all thy bom life. Well ! it's not my look-out. It's rather for 
me than again me. Our Jenny is going to be married to 
Tom Higginbotham, and he was speaking of wanting a bit of 
land to begin upon. His father will be d^\tv^ ?»oTwe.\\\ftR., \ 
reckoa, and then he'll step into the Crotl ¥?yim. "^xyX tcv^-kcw- 
while " 
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''Then, thgalt let the ^fiumi,*' cafil ilie. sdU, as easedy s 
ever* 

*^ Ay, &y, lie'n take it ftsT leitoiiglf, I've ft tititiisn. But IH ic 
drive a baigahi with thee jukt nomr; 4t frouklaiafc be z^; «i^ 
wait a hit.** 

'* No ; I carniot wait; settle it out at OBoe;*' 

"Well, well; m Sfpeak to Will about it i see Una 
yonder, m step to him and ta& it over.** 

Accordingly he went and joined the two lads, and* mAdi 
more ado, b^;an the subject to &em. 

'*Wm, thy mother is fain to go Hve in Mandieiler, m 
covets to let the ^irm^ Now, I'm wiHnig to take it fiir TH 
H^^ginbotham ; but I like to ohf ve a keen barj^dn, and tha 
wouM be no fon chaffering wKh iby motiber just now. Lst Ae 
and me budcle to, my lad t and tty and dioateadh ether; itsi 
wemn tB dlis eoM day." 

** Let the fiuml" said bo& the lads at onoei wUh inftit 
surprise. " Go live in Manchester ! '* > 

When Samud Orme fotmd ^at the ptan bad never heftv 
been named to either Will or Tom, be wonld hams notUng to^ 
%vith ft, he said, nhtil they hqd 6p6ken to their noodier. liM! 
she was " dazed " by her husband's death ; he w<ftild wait a da; 
or two, and not name it to any one ; not to Tom Higginbotban 
himself, or may be he would set his heart upon it. The lads ha« 
better go in and talk it over with their mother. He bade then 
good day, and left them. 

Will looked very gloomy, but he did not speak till they go 
near the house. Then he said — 

"Tom, go to th' shippon, and supper the cows. I want t 
speak to mother alone." 

When he entered the house-place, she was sitting before th 
fire, looking into its embers. She did not hear him come in 
for some time she had lost her quick perception of outwai 
things. 

"Mother! what's this about going to Manchester?" asked b 

"Oh, lad I " said she, turning round, and speaking in a b 
seeching tone, " I must go and seek our Lizzie. I cannot re 
here for thinking on her. Many's the time I've left thy £BUb 
sleeping in bed, and stole to th' window, and looked and looki 
my heart out towards Manchester, till I thought I must just ! 
out and tramp over moot and mo?,^ sto-ad^ht away till I got tha 
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md then lift up every downcast face till I came to our Lizzie. 
\nd often, when the south wind was blowing soft among the 
lollows, I've fancied (it could but be £ancy, thou knowest) I 
leard her crying upon me ; and I've thought the voice came 
:loser and closer, till at last it was sobbing out, ' Mother 1 ' close 
:o the door ; and I've stolen down, and undone the latch before 
now, and loolwd out into the still, black night, thinking to see 
her — and turned sick and sorrowful when I heard no living 
sound but the sough of the wind dying away. Oh, speak not to 
me of stopping here, when she may be perishing for hunger, Hke 
the poor lad in the parable." And now she lifted up her voice, 
and wept aloud. 

"Will was deeply grieved. He had been old enough to be told 
the family shame when, more than two years before, his father 
had had his letter to his daughter returned by her mistress in 
Manchester, telling him that Lizzie had left her service some 
time — and why. He had sympathised with his father's stern 
anger ; though he had thought him something hard, it is true, 
when he had forbidden his weeping, heart-broken wife to go and 
try to find her poor sinning child, and declared that henceforth 
they would have no daughter ; that she should be as one dead, 
and her name never more be named at market or at meal time, 
in blessing or in prayer. He had held his peace, with compressed 
lips and contracted brow, when the neighbours had noticed to 
him how poor Lizzie's death had aged both his father and his 
mother ; and how they thought the bereaved couple would never 
hold up their heads again. He himself had felt as if that one 
event had made him old before his time ; and had envied Tom 
the tears he had shed over poor, pretty, innocent, dead Lizzie. 
He thought about her sometimes, till he ground his teeth to- 
gether, and could have struck her down in her shame. His 
tnother had never named her to him until now. 

" Mother 1" said he, at last. "She may be dead. Most 
likely she is." 

" No, Will ; she is not dead," said Mrs. Leigh. "God will 
lot let her die till I've seen her once again. Thou dost not 
icnow how I've prayed and prayed just once again to see her 
jweet face, and tell her I've forgiven her, though she's br(^n 
ny heart — she has. Will." She could not go on for a minute 
Mr two for the choking sobs. "Thou dost not know that, 
nr then wouklst not say she could be dead— lot Cxo/d *"& ^«x^ 
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merciful, Will ; He is : He is much more pitiful than man, ^ 
could never ha' spoken to thy father as I did to Him — ^t^^^ 
yet thy father forgave her at last. The last words he said \^^^^ 
that he forgave her. Thou'lt not be harder than thy fatt»*^» 
Will? Do not try and hinder me going to seek her, for ^'^ 
no use." 

Will sat very still for a long time before he spoke. At last. ^^ 
said, "I'll not hinder you. I think she's dead, but that's ^° 
matter." 

"She's not dead," said her mother, with low eamestn^s^s. 
Will took no notice of the interruption. 

•' We will all go to Manchester for a twelvemonth, and let -^^T^e 
farm to Tom Higginbotham. I'll get blacksmith's work; m^^^^ 
Tom can have good schooling for awhile, which he's alw^»-0^ 
craving for. At the end of the year you'll come back, moth. ^sFi 
and give over fretting for Lizzie, and think with me that sh& ^ 
dead — and, to my mind, that would be more comfort than '•^ 
think of her living ; " he dropped his voice as he spoke th^^-^ 
last words. She shook her head, but made no answer, 
asked again — 

" Will you, mother, agree to this?" 

"I'll agree to it a-this-ns," said she. "If I hear and 
nought of her for a twelvemonth, me being in Manchester lool^" 
ing out, I'll just ha' broken my heart fairly before the yeaf'^ 
ended, and then I shall know neither love nor sorrow for h^^ 
any more, when I'm at rest in my grave. I'll agree to that» 
Will.". 

" Well, I suppose it must be so. I shall not tell Tom, mother, 
why we're flitting to Manchester. Best spare him." 

"As thou wilt," said she sadly, " so that we go, that's all." 

Before the wild daffodils were in flower in the sheltered copses 
round Upclose Farm, the Leighs were settled in their Manchester 
home ; if they could ever grow to consider that place as a home, 
where there was no garden or outbuilding, no fresh breezy outlet, 
no far-stretching view, over moor and hollow ; no dumb animals 
to be tended, and, what more than all they missed, no old haunt* 
ing memories, even though those remembrances told of sorrow, 
and the dead and gone. 

Mrs. Leigh heeded the loss of all these things less than her 
sons. She had more spirit in her countenance than she b.ad 
had for months, because now she had hope ; of a sad enough 
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^1 to be sure, but still it was hope. She performed all her 

household duties, strange and complicated as they were, and 

Ijewildered as she was with aU the town necessities of her new 

DKumer of life ; but when her house was " sided," and the boys 

conie home from their wprk in the evening, she would put on 

her things and steal out, unnoticed, as she thought, but not 

without many a heavy sigh from Will, after she had closed the 

house-door and departed. It was often past midnight before she 

came back, pale and weary, with almost a guilty look upon her 

face ; but that face so full of disappointment and hope deferred, 

that Will had never the heart to say what he thought of the 

folly and hopelessness of the search. Night after night it was 

i^enewed, till days grew to weeks, and weeks to months. All 

this time Will did his duty towards her as well as he could, 

without having sympathy with her. He stayed at home in 

the evenings for Tom's sake, and often wished he had Tom's 

pleasure in reading, for the time hung heavy on his hands as he 

sat up for his mother. 

I need not tell you how the mother spent the weary hours 

And yet I will tell you something. She used to wander out, at 

first as if without a purpose, till she rallied her thoughts, and 

brought all her energies to bear on the one point ; then she went 

with earnest patience along the least-known ways to some new 

part of the town, looking wistfully with dumb entreaty into 

people's faces ; sometimes catching a glimpse of a figure which 

had a kind of momentary likeness to her child's, and following 

that figure with never- wearying perseverance, till some light 

from shop or lamp showed the cold strange face which was not 

her daughter's. Once or twice a kind-hearted passer-by, struck 

by her look of yearning woe, turned back and offered help, or 

asked her what she wanted. When so spoken to, she answered 

only, "You don't know a poor girl they call Lizzie Leigh, do 

you?" rfnd when they denied all knowledge, she shook her 

head, and went on again. I think they believed her to be 

::razy. But she never spoke first to any one. She sometimes 

;ook a few minutes' rest on the door-steps, and sometimes (very 

seldom) covered her face and cried ; but she could not afford to 

ose time and chances in this way ; while her eyes were blinded 

vith tears, the lost one might pass by ut\seeti. 

One evening, in the rich time of sViOTletutv^ ^>3\>axwc\. ^•2C^'5.% 
Tin saw an old man, who, without Y>e\i\s tCo^^oVaX^-^ ^TV^x^^.^ 



394 LIZZIE LEIGH. 

could not guide himself rightly along the footrpatb* and was 
mocked for his unsteaxliness of gait by the idle boys of the 
neighbourhood. For his father's sake, Will regarded old age 
with tenderness, even when most degraded and removed from 
the stern virtues which dignified that father ; so he took the old 
man home, and seemed to believe his often-repeated assertions, 
that he drank nothing but water. The stranger tried to stiffen 
himself up into steadiness as he drew nearer home, as if there 
was some one there for whose respect he cared even in bis balf- 
intoxicated state, or whose feelings he feared to grieve. His 
home was exquisitely clean and neat, even in outside appea^ 
ance ; threshold, window, and window-sill were outward signs 
of some spirit of purity within. Will was rewarded for bis 
attention by a bright glance of thanks, succeeded by a blush 
of shame, from a young woman of twenty or thereabouts. She 
did not speak or second her father's hospitable invitations to 
him to be seated. She seemed unwilling that a stranger should 
witness her father's attempts at stately sobriety, and Will could 
not bear to stay and see her distress. But when the old man> 
with many a flabby shake of the hand, kept asking him to come 
again some other evening, and see them. Will sought her down- 
cast eyes, and, though he could not read their veiled meaning, 
he answered timidly, " If it's agreeable to everybody, I'll come, 
and thank ye." But there was no answer from the girl, to 
whom this speech was in reality addressed; and Will left tbe 
house, liking her all the better for never speaking. 

He thought about her a great deal for the next day or two; 
he scolded himself for being so foolish as to think of her, and 
then fell to with fresh vigour, and thought of her more than 
ever. He tried to depreciate her : he told himself she was not 
pretty, and then made indignant answer that he liked her looks 
much better than any beauty of thera all. He wished be was 
not so country-looking, so red-faced, so broad-shouldered ; while 
she was like a lady, with her smooth, colourless complexion, her 
bright dark hair, and her spotless dress. Pretty or not pretty 
she drew his footsteps towards her ; he could not resist the 
impulse that made him wish to see her once more, and find out 
some fault which should unloose his heart from her unconscious 
keeping. But there she was, pure and maidenly as before. He 
sat and looked, answering her father at cross-purposes, whiie 
she drew more and more into the shadow of the chimnev-corner 
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out of sight Then the spirit that possessed him (it was not he 

himsdf, sure, that did so impudent a thing !) made him get up 

and caxrj the candle to a different place, under the pretence of 

giving her more light at her sewing, but in reality to be able 

to see her better. She could not stand this much longer, but 

jomped np and aaid she must put her little niece to bed ; and 

sorely there never was, before or since, so troublesome a child 

Gf two years old, for though Will stayed an hour and a half 

longer, she never came down again. He won the father's heart, 

thongh, by his capacity as a listener ; for some people are not 

at all particular, and, so that they themselves may talk on un- 

distnrfoed, are not so unreasonable as to expect attention to 

what they say. 

Will did gather this much, however, from the old man's talk. 
He had once been quite in a genteel line of business, but had 
fiuled for more money than any greengrocer he had heard of ; 
at least, any who did not mix up fish and game with green- 
grocery proper. This grand failure seemed to have been the 
event of his life, and one on which he dwelt with a strange 
kind of pride. It appeared as if at present he rested from his 
past exertions (in the bankrupt line), and depended on his 
daughter, who kept a small school for very young children. 
But all these particulars Will only remembered and under- 
stood when he had left the house ; at the time he heard them, 
he was thinking of Susan. After he had made good his foot- 
ing at Mr. Palmer's, he was not long, you may be sure, with- 
out finding some reason for returning again and again. He 
listened to her father, he talked to the little niece, but he 
looked at Susan, both while he listened and while he talked. 
Her father kept on insisting upon his former gentility, the 
details of which would have appeared very questionable to 
Will's mind, if the sweet, delicate, modest Susan had not 
thrown an inexplicable air of refinement over all she came near. 
She never spoke much ; she was generally diligently at work ; 
but when she moved it was so noiselessly, and when she did 
speak, it was in so low and soft a voice, that silence, speech, 
motion, and stillness alike seemed to remove her high above 
Will's reach into some saintly and inaccessible air of glory — 
high above his reach, even as she knew him I Aivd, \1 ^^v^h^^x^^. 
made acquainted with the dark secret behind ol \\>s vsxex' ^^"axcv^, 
which was kept ever present to his mind by VJ\s mo\\\^x' ^ xCx^x'Ocj 
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search among the outcast and forsaken, would not Susan shrink 
away from him with loathing, as if he were tainted by the 
involuntary relationship ? This was his dread ; and thereupon 
followed a resolution that he would withdraw from her sweet 
company before it was too late. So he resisted internal tempta- 
tion, and stayed at home, and suffered and sighed. He became 
angry with his mother for her untiring patience in seeking for 
one who he could not help hoping was dead rather than alive. 
He spoke sharply to her, and received only such sad deprecatory^ 
answers as made him reproach himself, and still more los^ 
sight of peace of mind. This struggle could not last long with — 
out affecting his health ; and Tom, his sole companion througtr" 
the long evenings, noticed his increasing languor, his restles-*" 
irritability, with perplexed anxiety, and at last resolved to cal— 
his mother's attention to his brother's haggard, carewon^ 
looks. She listened with a startled recollection of Will's claim - 
upon her love. She noticed his decreasing appetite and hal^= 
checked sighs. 

" Will, lad! what's come o'er thee?" said she to him, as h ^ 
sat listlessly gazing into the fire. 

" There's nought the matter with me," said he, as if annoye^in 
at her remark. 

"Nay, lad, but there is." He did not speak again to con- 
tradict her; indeed, she did not know if he had heard her, sc:> 
unmoved did he look. 

" Wouldst like to go to Upclose Farm?" asked she sor- 
rowfully. 

" It's just blackberrying time," said Tom. 

Will shook his head. She looked at him awhile, as if trying 
to read that expression of despondency, and trace it back to its 
source. 

"Will and Tom could go," said she, " I must stay here till 
I've found her, thou knowest," continued she, dropping her 
voice. 

He turned quickly round, and with the authority he at ail 
times exercised over Tom, bade him begone to bed. 

When Tom had left the room, he prepared to speak. 
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CHAPTER XL 

"Mother," then said Will, "why will you keep on thinking 
she's alive? If she were but dead, we need never name her 
name again. We've never heard nought on her since father 
wrote her that letter ; we never knew whether she got it or not. 
She'd left her place before then. Many a one dies in " 

"Oh, my lad! dunnot speak so to me, or my heart will 

htesik outright," said his mother, with a sort of cry. Then 

she calmed herself, for she yearned to persuade him to her 

own belief. "Thou never asked, and thourt too like thy 

father for me to tell without asking — but it were all to be 

near Lizzie's old place that I settled down on this side o* 

Manchester; and the very day at after we came, I went to 

lier old missus, and asked to speak a word wi' her. I had 

SL Strong mind to cast it up to her, that she should ha' sent 

my poor lass away, without telling on it to us first; but she 

were in black, and looked so sad I could na' find in my heart 

to threep it up. But I did ask her a bit about our Lizzie. 

The master would have turned her away at a day's warning 

(he's gone to t'other place ; I hope he'll meet wi' more mercy 

there than he showed our Lizzie — I do), and when the missus 

asked her should she write to us, she says Lizzie shook her 

bead ; and when she speered at her again, the poor lass went 

down on her knees, and begged her not, for she said it would 

break my heart (as it has done. Will — God knows it has)," 

said the poor mother, choking with her struggle to keep down 

ber hard overmastering grief, "and her father would curse 

her — Oh, God, teach me to be patient." She could not speak 

for a few minutes — "and the lass threatened, and said she'd 

go drown herself in the canal, if the missus wrote home — 

and so 

"Well! I'd got a trace of my child— the missus thought 
she'd gone to the workhouse to be nursed ; and there I went 
— and there, sure enough, she had been — and they'd turned 
her out as she were strong, and told her she were young enough 
to work — ^but whatten kind o' work would be open to het, VaA, 
and her baby to keep?" 

Will listened to his mother's tale wilTi deep syni^^xXi^* ^^^ 
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unmixed with the old bitter shame. But the opening of ^ 

heart had unlocked his, and after a while he spoke — 

"Mother! I think I'd e'en better go home. Tom can 
wi' thee. I know I should stay too, but I cannot sta) 
]3eace so near — ^ber — without craving to see her— Saam 
I mean." 

" Has the old Mr. Palmer thou teUed me on a dmgbto^i^v^ 
asked Mrs. Leigh. 

" Ay, he has. And I love her above a bit. And it's bcctrz os 

I love her I want to leave Manchester, That's all." 

Mrs. Leigh tried to understand this speech for some timet ^^^^< 
found it difficult of interpretation. 

"Why shouldst thou not tell her thou lov'st her? Tho^K-J'rt 
a likely lad, and sure o' work. Thou'lt have Upclose at ■^■By 
death ; and as for that, I could let thee have it now, and Itm—^^p 
mysel' by doing a bit of charing. It seems to me a v ^^lSI) 
backwards sort o' way of winning her to think of UarM^^g 
Manchester." 

"Oh, mother, she's so gentle and so good — she's do^^^^«>- 
right holy. She's never known a touch of sin ; and can I ^usfc 
her to marry me, knowing what we do about Lizzie, and fearing 
worse? I doubt if one like her could ever care for me; b**' 
if she knew about my sister, it would put a gulf between "OS, 
and she'd shudder up at the thought of crossing it. You doti't 
know how good she is, mother ! " 

"Will, Will ! if she's so good as thou say'st, she'll have pity 
on such as my Lizzie. If she has no pity for such, she's a cruel 
Pharisee, and thou'rt best without her." 

But he only shook his head and sighed ; and for the time the 
conversation dropped. 

But a new idea sprang up in Mrs. Leigh's head. She thought 
that she would go and see Susan Palmer, and speak up for 
Will, and tell her the truth about Lizzie ; and according to 
her pity for the poor sinner, would she be worthy or unworthy 
of him. She resolved to go the very next afternoon, but 
without telling any one of her plan. Accordingly she looke<? 
out the Sunday clothes she had never before had the heart t 
unpack since she came to Manchester, but which she no 
desired to appear in, in order to do credit to WilL She p 
on her old-fashioned black mode bonnet, trimmed with n 
lace; Jber scarlet dolh cVotiV., -wYvvcVv. %\\^\vaA VvaA ever sif 
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'^^ was married; and, always spotlessly clean, she set forth 
?^ her unauthorised embassy. She knew the Palmers lived 
^ Crown Street, though where she had heard it she could 
'^^t tell ; and modestly asking her way, she arrived in the 
^^reet about a quarter to four o'clock. She stopped to inquire 
^ e3cact number, and the woman whom she addressed told her 
^ Susan Palmer's school would not be loosed till four, and 
asked her to step in and wait until then at her house. 

"For," said she, smiling, "them that wants Susan Palmer 
wants a kind fnend of ours ; so we, in a manner, call cousins. 
Sit down, missus, sit down. I'll wipe the chair, so that it 
shanna dirty your cloak. My mother used to wear them 
bright cloaks, and they're right gradely things again a green 
field," 

"Han ye known Susan Palmer long?" asked Mrs. Leigh, 
pleased with the admiration of her cloak. 

" Ever since they comed to live in our street Our Sally goes 
to her school" 

"Whatten sort of a lass is she, for I ha' never seen 
her?" 

"Well, as for looks, I cannot say. It's so long since I first 
knowed her, that I've clean forgotten what I thought of her then. 
My master says he never saw such a smile for gladdening the 
heart. But may be it's not looks you're asking about. The best 
thing I can say of her looks is, that she's just one a stranger 
would stop in the street to ask help from if he needed it All 
the little childer creeps as close as they can to her; she'll 
ha^re as many as three or four hanging to her apron all at 



once." 



"IsshecocketataH?" 

** Cocket, bless you ! you never saw a creature less set up in 
an your life. Her father's cocket enough. No ! she's not cocket 
any way. You've not heard much of Susan Palmer, I reckon, if 
you think she's cocket. She's just one to come quietly in, and 
do the very thing most wanted ; little things, may be, that any 
one could do, but that few would think on, for another. She'll 
bring her thimble wi' her, and mend up after the childer o' 
nights ; and she writes all Betty Harker's letters to her grand- 
chikl out at service ; and she's in nobody's way, and that's a 
great matter, I take it. Here's the childer running past ! School 
is loosed. Yoa'll find her now, missus, Tead^ \o beax ^a& M:^ 
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help. But we none on us frab her by going near her in school- 
time." 

Poor Mrs. Leigh's heart began to beat, and she could almost 
have turned round and gone home again. Her country breeding 
had niade her shy of strangers, and this Susan Palmer appeared 
to her like a resd born lady by all accounts. So she knocked 
with a timid feeling at the indicated door, and when it was 
opened, dropped a simple curtsey without speaking. Susan bad 
her little niece in her arms, curled up with fond endearment 
against her breast, but she put her gently down to the ground, 
and instantly placed a ch^ir in the best corner of the room fot 
Mrs. Leigh, when she told her who she was. " It's not Will as 
has asked me to come," said the mother apologetically; "I'd 
a wish just to speak to you myself ! " 

Susan coloured up to her temples, and stooped to pick up the 
little toddling girl. In a minute or two Mrs. Leigh began again. 

' • Will thinks you would na respect us if you knew all ; but 1 
think you could na help feeling for us in the sorrow God has put 
upon us ; so I just put on my bonnet, and came off unknownst 
to the lads. Every one says you're very good, and that the Lord 
has keeped you from falling from His ways ; but may be you've 
never yet been tried and tempted as some is. I'm perhaps 
speaking too plain, but my heart's welly broken, and I can't be 
choice in my words as them who are happy can. Well now. 
I'll tell you the truth. Will dreads you to hear it, but I'll 

just tell it you. You mun know'' but here the poor 

woman's words failed her, and she could do nothing but 
sit rocking herself backwards and forwards, with sad eyes, 
straight gazing into Susan's face, as if they tried to tell the 
tale of agony which the quivering lips refused to utter. 
Those wretched, stony eyes forced the tears down Susan's 
cheeks, and, as if this sympathy gave the mother strength, 
she went on in a low voice — " I had a daughter once, my 
heart's darling. Her father thought I made too much oa 
her, and that she'd grow marred staying at home ; so b^ 
said she mun go among strangers and learn to rough it- 
She were young, and liked the thought of seeing a bit o( 
the world ; and her father heard on a place in Manchester. 
Well! I'll not weary you. That poor girl were led astray; 
and first thing we heard on it, was when a letter of ber 
father's was sent back by Yvei m\^^\vs, s^.Ying she'd left her 
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place, or, to speak right, the master had turned her into 
the street soon as he had heard of her condition — and she 
not seventeen ! " 

She now cried aloud ; and Susan wept too. The little child 
looked up into their faces, and, catching their sorrow, began to 
whimper and wail. Susan took it softly up, and hiding her face 
in its little neck, tried to restrain her tears, and think of comfort 
for the mother. At last she said — 

*' Where is she now?" 

•' Lass ! I dunnot know," said Mrs. Leigh, checking her sobs 
to communicate this addition to her distress. "Mrs. Lomax 
telled me she went " 

•' Mrs. Lomax — ^what Mrs. Lomax?" 

" Her as lives in Brabazon Street. She telled me my poor 
wench went to the workhouse fra there. I'll not speak again 
the dead ; but if her father would but ha' letten me — but he 
were one who had no notion — no, I'll not say that; best say 
nought He forgave her on his death-bed. I dare say I did na 
go th* right way to work." 

"Will you hold the child for me one instant?" said Susan. 

*'Ay, if it will come to me. Childer used to be fond 
on me till I got the sad look on my face that scares them, 
I think." 

But the little girl clung to Susan ; so she carried it upstairs 
with her. Mrs. Leigh sat by herself — how long she did not 
know. 

Susan came down with a bundle of far-worn baby clothes. 

"You must listen to me a bit, and not think too much 
about what I'm going to tell you. Nanny is not my niece, 
nor any kin to me, that I know of. I used to go out work- 
ing by the day. One night as I came home, I thought 
some woman was following me; I turned to look. The 
woman, before I could see her face (for she turned it to 
one side), offered me something. I held out my arms by 
instinct; she dropped a bundle into them, with a bursting 
sob that went straight to my heart. It was a baby. I looked 
round again ; but the woman was gone. She had run away 
as quick as lightning. There was a little packet of clothes- 
very few — ^and as if they were made out of its mother's gowns, 
for they were large patterns to buy for a baby. I was 
always fond of babies ; and I had not tc\^ vj\\s ^iJoooX "«!>&» 
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iR^ier "says ; fbir it was vety cold, and when Tdiseen as ^ 
as I oendd (ftsr It \rss past ten) flntt tSiere was no one in 
the street, I brought it in and wanne4 it Faflier was vey 
mfry mhen ke oame, mid said li^ 4a3ie itt& ^be woddiOQse 
tite next monrnig, and flyted me sadisr about it. But vim 
iBamlBg »MBe I oobM not bear to pok <wid& It ; H bad fk|lt 
in tny toms all tiight^ «nd T^m beaf€ wbst WMlElioiae 
bringing-up is. So I told fislber Td ghre «p "^olag 00! 
working, and stay at home and keep "aehodl, if f migfat 
only keep tiie baby; and, idter « wbUe, be saM if f «uned 
enmqgfa for hbn to bai« bis comlbr^, Wd let me ; bat lie*s 
never taken to her. Now, don't tremble so — Pve bat a Befle 
more to tell— and may be I'm ¥^rong in tdling It; hm. I used 
to work next door to Mrs. Lomaaf%, .in BmbaiBon Street, and 
tbe servants were all thick togtlAiat; tmA I beard aA»at 
fiesif (they cadled her) being sent away. 1 4iaitt ksow dwl 
e»«r i saw ber ; but the time would be aboot fitting to dds 
child's age, and I've sometimes fancied 4t was bers. iAid 
now, will you look at the little clothes tfaait came with hor 
— UeBfa^r 

But Mrs. Ldgh had fainted. The stnmge joy and Aane, 
and gushing love for the little child, bad overpowered her; 
it was some time before Susan could bring her round. There 
she was all trembling, sick with impatience to look at the 
little frocks. Among them was a slip of paper which Susan 
had forgotten to name, that had been pinned to the bundle. 
On it was scrawled, in a round, stiff hand — 

"Call her Anne. She does not cry much, and takes a deal 
of notice. God bless you, and forgive me." 

The writing was no clue at all ; the name *' Anne,*' common 
though it was, seemed something to build upon. But Mrs. 
Leigh recognised one of the frocks instantly, as being made 
out of a part of a gown that she and her daughter had bought 
together in Rochdale. 

She stood up, and stretched out her hands in the attitude of 
blessing over Susan's bent head. 

" God bless you, and show you His mercy in your need, as 
yon have shown it to this little child." 

IKie took the little creature in her arms, and smoothed 
mmy her sad looks to a smile, and kissed it fondly, saying 
over again, "Nanny, N«imy, tny little Nanny." 
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At last the child was soothed, and looked in her face and 
smiled back again. 

" It has her eyes," said she to Susan. 

"I never saw her to the best of my knowledge. I think it 
must be hers by the frock. But where can she be?" 

"God knows," said Mrs. Leigh; "I dare not think she's 
dead. Fm sure she isn't." 

" No; she's not dead. Every now and then a little packet 
is thriESt in under our door, with, may be, two half-crowns 
in it ; once it was half-a-sovereign. Altogether I've got seven- 
and-thirty shillings v<(rapped up for Nanny. I never touch 
it, but I've often thought the poor moUier feels near to 
God when she brings this money. Father wanted to set 
die policeman to watch, but I said No ; for I was afraid 
if she was watched she might not come, and it seemed such 
a holy thing to be checking her in, I could not find in my 
heart to do it." 

'* Oh, if we could but find her ! I'd take her in my arms, 
and we'd just lie down and die together." 

"Nay, don't speak so!" said Susan gently; "for all that's 
come and gone, she may turn right at last. Mary Magdalen 
did, you know." 

"Eh! but I were nearer right about thee than Will. He 
thought you would never look on him again if you knew about 
Lizzie. But thou'rt not a Pharisee." 

"Fm sorry he thought I could be so hard," said Susan, in 
a low Toice, and colouring up. Then Mrs. Leigh was alarmed, 
and, in her motherly anxiety, she began to fear lest she had 
injured Will in Susan's estimation. 

" You see Will thinks so much of you — gold would not be 
good enough for you to walk on, in his eye. He said you'd 
never look at him as he was, let alone his being brother 
to my poor wench. He loves you so, it makes him think 
meanly on everything belonging to himself, as not fit to 
come near ye ; but he's a good lad, and a good son. Thou'lt 
be a happy woman if thou'lt have him, so don't let my words 
go against him — don't ! " 

Bat Susan hung her head, and made no answer. She had 
not knows until now that Will lhou|;):v\ «o cwwasOcj «cw^ 
aaiomfy about her; and even now *V\t teW ^AwX'^ >^^\'VRt^» 
Ldffb's words promised her too much \\BLW^t«», »*. ^it«^- 
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they could not be trae. At any rate, the instinct of modesty 
made her shrink from saying anything which might seem 
like a confession of her own feelings to a third person. Ac- 
cordingly she turned the conversation on the child. 

" I am sure he could not help loving Nanny," said she. 
"There never was such a good little darling; don't you 
think she'd win his heart if he knew she was his niece, and 
perhaps bring him to think kindly on his sister? " 

"I dunnot know," said Mrs. Leigh, shaking her head. 
•' He has a turn in his eye like his father, that makes me — • 
He's right down good though. But, you see, I've never been 
a good one at managing folk ; one severe look turns me sick, 
and then I say just the wrong thing, I'm so fluttered. Now 
I should like nothing better than to take Nancy home with me, 
but Tom knows nothing but that his sister is dead, and I've 
not the knack of speaking rightly to Will. I dare not do it, 
and that's the truth. But you mun not think badly of Will. 
He's so good hissel, that he can't understand how any one can 
do wrong ; and, above all, I'm sure he loves you dearly." 

"I don't think I could part with Nancy," said Susan, 
anxious to stop this revelation of Will's attachment to her- 
self. "He'll come round to her soon; he can't fail; and 
I'll keep a sharp look-out after the poor mother, and try and 
catch her the next time she comes with her little parcels of 
money." 

"Ay, lass ; we mun get hold of her ; my Lizzie. I love 
thee dearly for thy kindness to her child ; but if thou canst 
catch her for me, I'll pray for thee when I'm too near my death 
to speak words ; and, while I live, I'll serve thee next to her 
— she mun come first, thou know'st. God bless thee, lass. 
My heart is lighter by a deal than it was when I corned in. 
Them lads will be looking for me home, and I mun go, 
and leave this little sweet one" (kissing it). " If I can take 
courage, I'll tell Will all that has come and gone between 
us two. He may come and see thee, mayn't he? " 

" Father will be very glad to see him, I'm sure," replied 
Susan. The way in which this was spoken satisfied Mrs. 
Leigh's anxious heart that she had done Will no harm by 
what she had said ; and, with many a kiss to the little one, 
and one more fervent tearful blessing on Susan, she went 
homewards. 
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CHAPTER in. 

That night Mrs. Leigh stopped at home — that only night 
for many months. Even Tom, the scholar, looked up from 
his books in amazement ; but then he remembered that Will 
had not been well, and that his mother's attention having 
been called to the circumstance, it was only natural she 
should stay to watch him. And no watching could be more 
tender, or more complete. Her loving eyes seemed never 
averted from his face — his grave, sad, careworn face. When 
Tom went to bed the mother left her seat, and going up 
to Will, where he sat looking at the fire, but not seeing it, 
she kissed his forehead, and said — 

" Wfll ! lad, I've been to see Susan Palmer ! " 

She felt the start under her hand which was placed on his 
shoulder, but he was silent for a minute or two. Then he 
said — 

"What took you there, mother?" 

** Why, my lad, it was likely I should wish to see one 
you cared for ; I did not put myself forward. I put on my 
Sunday clothes, and tried to behave as yo'd ha' liked me. At 
least, I remember trying at first ; but after, I forgot all." 

She rather wished that he would question her as to what 
made her forget all. But he only said — 

•• How was she looking, mother ? " 

"Well, thou seest I never set eyes on her before; but she's 
a good, gentle-looking creature ; and I love her dearly, as I've 
reason to." 

Will looked up with momentary surprise, for his mother was 
too shy to be usually taken with strangers. But, after all, it 
was natural in this case, for who could look at Susan without 
loving her? So still he did not ask any questions, and his poor 
mother had to take courage, and try again to introduce the 
subject near to her heart. But how ? 

" Will I " said she (jerking it out in sudden despair of her 
own powers to lead to what she wanted to sa^V " ^ ^^^^^^ 
bar all." 
** Mother! you've ruined me," said he. s\.axv^\xv^ m'^, ^asA. 
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Standing opposite to her with a stern white look of affright on 
his face. 

"No ! my own dear lad; dunnot look so scared; I have 
not ruined you 1 " she exdaimed, pkidng her two hands on 
his shoulders, and looking fondly into his face. " She's not 
one to harden her heart against a mother's sorrow. My own 
lad, she's too good for that. She's not one to judge and scorn 
the sinner. She's too deep read in her New Testament for that 
Take courage, Will ; and thou may'st, for I watched her well, 
though it is not for one woman to let out another's secr^ Sit 
thee down, lad, for thou look'st very white." 

He sat down. His mother drew a stool towards him, and 
sat at his feet. 

"Did you tell her about Lizzie, then?" asked he» hoarse 
and low. 

" I did ; I tailed her all ! and she fell a-crying over my deep 
sorrow, and the poor wench's sin. And then a light coined 
into her face, trembling and quivering with some new glad 
thought ; and what dost thou think it was. Will, lad ? Nay, 
I'll not misdoubt but that thy heart will give thanks as mine 
did, afore God and His angels, for her great goodness. That 
little Nanny is not her niece, she's our Lizzie's own child, my 
little grandchild." She could no longer restrain her tears; 
and they fell hot and fast, but still she looked into his face. 

" Did she know it was Lizzie's child ? I do not comprehend," 
said he, flushing red, 

"She knows now; she did not at first, but took the little 
helpless creature in, out of her own pitiful, loving heart, guess- 
ing only that it was the child of shame ; and she's worked for 
it, and kept it, and tended it ever sin' it were a mere baby, 
and loves it fondly. Will! won't you love it?" asked she 
beseechingly. 

He was silent for an instant ; then he said, "Mother, I'll try. 
Give me time, for all these things startle me. To think of Susan 
having to do with such a child ! " 

"Ay, Willi and to think, as may be yet, of. Susan having 
to do with the child's mother ! For she is tender and pitiful, 
and speaks hopefully of my lost one, and will try and find her 
for me, when she comes, as she does sometimes, to thrust 
money under the door, for her baby. Think of that, Will- 
Here's Susan, good and pure as the angels in heaven, ytt. 
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like them, full of hope and mercy, and one who, like them, 
will rejoice over her as repents. Will, my lad, I'm not afeard of 
you now ; and I must speak, and you must listen. I am your 
mother, and I dare to command you, because I know I am in 
the light, and that God is on my side. If He should lead the 
poor wandering lassie to Susan's door, and she comes back, 
crying and sorrowful, led by that good angel to us once more, 
thou shalt never say a casting-up word to her about her sin, but 
be tender and helpful towards one ' who was lost and is found ; ' 
so may God's blessing rest on thee, and so may'st thou lead 
Susan home as thy wife." 

She stood no longer as the meek, imploring, gentle mother, 
but firm and dignified, as if the interpreter of God's wilL Her 
manner was so unusual and solemn, that it overcame all Will's 
pride and stubbornness. He rose softly while she was speak- 
ing, and bent his head, as if in reverence at her words, and 
the solemn injunction which they conveyed. When she had 
spoken, he said, in so subdued a voice that she was almost 
surprised at the sound, " Mother, I will." 

" I may be dead and gone ; but, all the same, thou wilt take 
home the wandering sinner, and heal up her sorrows, and lead 
her to her Father's house. My lad, I can speak no more ; I'm 
turned very faint" 

He placed her in a chair ; he ran for water. She opened her 
eyes, and smiled. 

" God bless you, Will, Oh ! I am so happy. It seems as if 
she were found ; my heart is so filled with gladness." 

That night Mr. Palmer stayed out late and long. Susan was 
afraid that he was at his old haunts and habits— getting tipsy 
at some public-house ; and this thought oppressed her, even 
though she had so much to make her happy in the conscious- 
ness that Will loved her. She sat up long, and then she went 
to bed, leaving all arranged as well as she could for her father's 
return. She looked at the little rosy, sleeping girl who was her 
bed-fellow, with redoubled tenderness, and with many a prayer- 
ful thought. The little arms entwined her neck as she lay down, 
for Nanny was a light sleeper, and was conscious that she, who 
was loved with all the power of that sweet, childish heart, was 
near her, and by her, although she was too sleepy to utter any 
of her half-formed words. 
And, by-and-by, she heard her falher come \\oto&^ ^\>xk5^\».'^ 
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ttnoertaiii, tr3ring first the windows, ttnd lieact tbt docnv&sleii- 
ings, with many a loud incoherent murnnir. The little inno- 
cent twined around her seemed all the sweeter and more 
lovdly, wh&n she thought sadly of her errii^ father. And 
preently he called aloud for a Ught Sht had left matdws 
and all arranged as usual on the dresser; but, IStarlul of some 
accident from fire, in his unusually int^cated ^ate, she Bot 
got up softly, and putting on a cloak, went down to lis 
assistance. 

Alas 1 the little arms that were unclosed from her s(M oedc 
belonged to a light, easily-awakened sleeper. Nanny missed 
her darling Susy ; Q|id terrified at bdng lelt ^ne, ia the y/uX 
mysterious darlmess, which had no bounds and seemed infiafte^ 
she slipped out of bed, and tottered, in her little irightgowB, 
towards the door. There was a light below, and there 'ivas 
Susy and safety! So she went onwards two st^ towards 
the steep, abrupt stairs ; and then, dazzled by sleepiness, siie 
stood, she wavered, she fell I Down on her head on the stone 
floor she fell I Susan flew to her, and spoke all soft,' entreat- 
ing, loving words; but her white lids coveied 1^ the bite 
violets of eyes, and there was no murmur came cmt of the 
pale lips. The warm tears that rained down did not awaken 
her; she lay stiff, and weary with her short life, on Susan's 
knee. Susan went sick with terror. She carried her upstairs, 
and laid her tenderly in bed ; she dressed herself most hastily, 
with her trembling fingers. Her father was asleep on the 
settle downstairs ; and useless, and worse than useless, if 
awake. But Susan flew out of the door, and down the quiet 
resounding street, towards the nearest doctor's house. Quickly 
she went, but as quickly a shadow followed, as if impelled by 
some sudden terror. Susan rang wildly at the nightbell— the 
shadow crouched near. The doctor looked out from an up- 
stairs window, 

" A little child has fallen downstairs, at No. 9 Crown Street, 
and is very ill — dying, I'm afraid. Please, for God's sake, sir, 
come directly. No. 9 Crown Street." 

" I'll be there directly," said he, and shut the window. 

•* For that God you have just spoken about — for His sake- 
tell me, are you Susan Palmer? Is it my child that lies a- 
dying?" said the shadow, springing forwards, and clutcliing 
poor Susan's arm. 
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" It is a little child of two years old. I do not know whose 
it is ; I love it as my own. Come with me, whoever you are ; 
come with me." 

The two sped along the silent streets— as silent as the night 
were they. They entered the house; Susan snatched up the 
light, and carried it upstairs. The other followed. 

She stood with wild, glaring eyes by the bedside, never look- 
ing at Susan, but hungrily gazing at the Uttle, white, still child. 
She stooped down, and put her hand tight on her own heart, as 
if to still its beating, and bent her ear to the pale lips. What- 
ever the result was, she did not speak ; but threw off the bed- 
clothes wherewith Susan had tenderly covered up the little 
creature, and felt its left side. 

Then she threw up her arms, with a cry of wild despair. 

" She is dead ! she is dead ! " 

She looked so fierce, so mad, so haggard, that, for an 
instant, Susan was terrified; the next, the holy God had put 
courage into her heart, and her pure arms were round that 
guilty, wretched creature, and her tears were falling fast and 
warm upon her breast. But she was thrown off with vio- 
lence. 

**You killed her— you slighted her — you let her fall down 
those stairs ! you killed her ! " 

Susan cleared off the thick mist before her, and, gazing at 
the mother with her clear, sweet angel eyes, said, mourn- 
fiiUy— 

** I would have laid down my own life for her." 

*• Oh, the murder is on my soul ! " exclaimed the wild, 
bereaved mother, with the fierce impetuosity of one who has 
none to love her, and to be beloved, regard to whom might 
teach self-restraint. 

" Hush ! " said Susan, her finger on her lips. " Here is the 
doctor. God may suffer her to live." 

The poor mother turned sharp round. The doctor mounted 
the stair. Ah ! that mother was right ; the little child was 
really dead and gone. 

And when he confirmed her judgment, the mother fell down 
in a fit, Susan, with her deep grief, had to forget herself, and 
forget her darling (her charge for yearsV axv^ c^Mt-SkVvck^ ^^ 
doctor what she must do with the poor v/Te\cYi» vt>ao\^^ oTk.^^ 
ffoor in such extreme of misery. 
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'*Sh9 fai tfa^ mother !" said ^K. ' 

^Wbjr did she am take tetter caxe«flier dbM?" askedA 
almost angrily. 

Bdt Sttsan «Dly said, " The iillk child akpt Hdlli bm; toidj 
was I that l^ lier/* 

*' I will go ba«k imd ittttka tip ir g o n|jmia g itaui^ ; nd 
wliilft f «Bfr away you onisti fsf her tttlKd.^" 

Sosatt tDGiE cut some of her omt docfaci*' md-xftfUf imdnssed 
tlie 'Stiff; poweriessfom. There war no -other bed in thelioaK 
but the one hi which her father idepi. Sin she tenderiy lifted 
the body of her darling ; and was gpiug to take it dowtistaiBt 
but the mother opened her «yes, and seeing what sfaa nis 
about, she said — 

" I am not worthy to tooeh her.^i wm 30 wicked. 1 htm 
spoken to you as I never should }»fe spoken ; bnti (hiiikyoii 
are teTy good. May I have nqr own child to lie in ny mal^ 
aUtA^wh^e?*^ 

Her voice wns so stmage « oontrast to wkat It bad taen 
befom ^c had gone hito the fit, that Snnn haMfiy^neofiM 
it : it wns now so unspeakalily soft, so iiresiat3>^ pleadiBg; 
the features too had lost their fierce expression, and ncR 
almost as |dacid as death. Susan could not speak, but sIk 
carried the little child, and laid it in its mother's arms ; theo, 
as she looked at them, something overpowered her, and sh( 
knelt down, crying aloud — 

"Oh, my God, my God, have mercy on her, and forgive anc 
comfort her." 

But the mother kept smiling, and stroking the little face 
murmuring soft, tender words, as if it were alive. She was 
going mad, Susan thought ; but she prayed on, and on, anc 
ever still she prayed with streaming eyes. 

The doctor came with the draught. The mother took it 
with docile unconsciousness of its nature as medicine. Tb< 
doctor sat by her ; and soon she fell asleep. Then he ros( 
softly, and beckoning Susan to the door, be spoke to ber there. 

" You must take the corpse out of her arras. She will no 
awake. That draught will make her sleep for many hours 
I will call befiore noon again. It is now daylight. Good 
bye." 

Susan shut him out ; and then, gently extricating the deac 
child from its mother's arms, she could not resist making be 



LIZZIE LEIGH. 4II 

own quiet moan over her darling. She tried to learn oflF ita 
little placid face, dumb and pale before her. 

" Not all the scalding tears of care 
Shall wash away that vision fair ; 
Not all the thousand thoughts that rise, 
Not all the sights that dim her eyes, 
Shall e'er usurp the place 
Of that little angel-face." 

And then she remembered what remained to be done. She 
saw that all was right in the house ; her father was still dead 
asleep on the settle, in spite of all the noise of the night. She 
went out through the quiet streets, deserted still, although it 
was broad daylight, and to where the Leighs lived. Mrs. 
Leigh, who kept her country hours, was opening her window- 
shutters. Susan took her by the arm, and, without speaking, 
went into the house-place. There she knelt down before the 
astonished Mrs. Leigh, and cried as she had never done before ; 
but the miserable night had overpowered her, and she who had 
gone through so much calmly, now that the pressure seemed 
removed could not find the power to speak. 

•• My poor dear ! What has made thy heart so sore as to 
come and cry a-this-ons ? Speak and tell me. Nay, cry on, 
poor wench, if thou canst not speak yet. It will ease the heart, 
and then thou canst tell me." 

" Nanny is dead ! " said Susan. ** I left her to go to father, 
and she fell downstairs, and never breathed again. Oh, that's 
my sorrow ! But I've more to tell. Her mother is come — is 
in our house ! Come and see if it's your Lizzie." 

Mrs. Leigh could not speak, but, trembling, put on her 
things, and went with Susan in dizzy haste back to Crown 
Street. 



■♦^ 



LIZZIE I,BIGH. 



CHAPTER IV. 



As tbe; entemd Ibe boose in Croini Street, Iber percrircd lU 
(be door would not opeti Sntly on its binges, aod Susin in$inc- 
tiYelf looked behind to see the came of the obsimctiaa. Sl>e 

imniedialelyrecogniaedlheappecirancc of a little pared, wrapped 
io a scrap of newspaper, and evidenily containing money. Slu 
Hooped and [Hclud it up. "I^uk!" siiid she soirowfully, 
"themotber was bringing this fot liet chiid last uight." 

Bat Mrs. Ldgh did not atuwer. So nem to the aacerlainln' 
if it WEI* her lost child or do, she could not bo arrested, but 
lacssed oowahls witb trembling steps snd a beating, flutteiiag 
bean. She entered the bedioom, dark and siill. Sbe look no 
heed of the little corpse over which Susan paused, but she vrent 
ttraight lotfaa bed, and, withdrawing the curtain, saw Ljnie; 
but not the former Liziie, bright, grty, buoyaiil, and undinimed. 
Tbis Ljme was old before her time ; her benuty was gane: 
deep lines of care, and, all; I of vvanl (or thus the molbet 
imagined) were printed on th« chci^l:, so round, and fair, and 
smooth, when last she gladdened her mother's eyes. Even in 
her sleep she bore the look of woe and despair which was tbe 
prevalent expression of her face by day; even in her sleep she 
bad forgotten how to smile. But all these marks of tbe sin 
and sorrow she hail passed through only made her mother love 
her the more. She stood looking at her with greedy eyes, 
which seemed as though no gailng could satisfy their longing : 
and at last she stooped down and kissed the pale, worn hand 
that lay outside the bedclothes. No touch disturbed Ibe 
sleeper ; the mother need not have laid the hand so B^i^'J 
down upon the counterpane. There was no sign of life, save 
only now and then a deep sob-like sigh. Mrs. Leigh sat 
down beside the bed, and still holding back the curtain, looked 
on and on, as if she could never be satisfied. 

Susan would fain have stayed by her darling one; but she 
bad many calls upon her time and thoughts, and her will bad 
now, as ever, to be given up to that of others. All seemed to 
devolve the burden of their cares on her. Her father, ill- 
iiuinoured from bis la^t cigUt's Intemperance, did not scnipk 
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to reproach her with being the cause of little Nanny's death ; 
and when, after bearing his upbraiding meekly for some time, 
she could no longer restrain herself, but began to cry, he 
wounded her even more by his injudicious attempts at comfort ; 
for he said it was as well the child was dead ; it was none of 
theirs, and why should they be troubled with it ? Susan wrung 
her hands at this, and came and stood before her father, and 
implored him to forbear. Then she had to take all requisite 
steps for the coroner's inquest ; she had to arrange for the 
dismissal of her school ; she had to summon a little neigh- 
bour, and send his willing feet on a message to William 
Leigh, who, she felt, ought to be informed of his mother's 
whereabouts, and of the whole state of affairs. She asked 
her messenger to tell him to come and speak to her ; that 
his mother was at her house. She was thankful that her 
father sauntered out to have a gossip at the nearest coach- 
stand, and to relate as many of the night's adventures as he 
knew ; for as yet he was in ignorance of the watcher and the 
watched, who silently passed away the hours upstairs. 

At dinner-time Will came. He looked red, glad, impatient, 
excited. Susan stood calm and white before him, her soft, 
loving eyes gazing straight into his. 

"Will," said she, in a low, quiet voice, "your sister is 
upstairs." 

*• My sister I " said he, as if affrighted at the idea, and losing 
his glad look in one of gloom. Susan saw it, and her heart sank 
a little, but she went on as calm to all appearance as ever. 

*' She was little Nanny's mother, as perhaps you know. Poor 
little Nanny was killed last night by a fall downstairs." All 
the calmness was gone; all the suppressed feeling was dis- 
played in spite of every effort. She sat down, and hid her face 
from him, and cried bitterly. He forgot everything but the 
wish, the longing to comfort her. He put his arm round her 
waist, and bent over her. But all he could say, was, "Oh, 
Susan, how can I comfort you? Don't take on so — pray 
don't ! " He never changed the words, but the tone varied 
every time he spoke. At last she seemed to regain her power 
over herself; and she wiped her eyes, and once more looked 
upon him with her own quiet, earnest, unfeantv^ ^^ja. 

*' Your sister was near the house. She cwreve vcv ot\.\s^'2c^vw^ 
my words to the doctor. She is asleep i\o>n, aiv^ ^a>^^ vwoKioRX 
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Is wntoI^Dg her. I wanted to tdl jpois: aU n^padC WonlS jv 
like toaee yota mother?" 

" No 1" said be. **Iwould:ralberaeeiioiiebalt]MCL ICkHte* 
told me thoa kaew'st aU. ** Hisc^ea w«e downoMliii tbeir abaoK 

Bttt the holy and pure did not lower or veil her eyes. 

She fioid, '*Yes, I know aH--«U tint her solfadiigiL l&iift 
what th^ must have been I" 

He made an8wer» low and stern, "She denned temidlt 
•weiyjot" 

*' In the egfe of CM, perhaps she doeSi He is the JoiiB; 
ve are not" 

"Ohl" she said, with a sadden bmst, "Wm Ld^l I 
have tboc^bt so weU of you ; don't go end make me tbiakiai 
cmel and hacd. Goodness is not goodness vmkm tlicre it 
mer^y and tenderness with it. There is yomr mother, who hu 
been nearly heact^broken» now Mi of rejoicing over bcriehiUL 
Think of your mother." 

"I do think of h«/' said he. "I remember tbe proniie 
I gave her last night Thou should^ give me timeb I wndd 
do right in time. I never think it o'er iq quiet. Bel I v9).do 
ffhat j« ri|^ and fitting, nevw fear. Thou hast apofcoB est 
very plain to me, and misdoubted me, Susan ; I love thee so, 
that thy words cut me. If I did hang back a bit from making 
sudden promises, it was because not even for love of thee, 
would I say what I was not feeling ; and at first I could 
not feel all at once as thou wouldst have me. But I'm not 
cruel and hard ; for if I had been, I should na' have grieved as 
I have done." 

He made as if he were going away; and indeed he did 
feel he v^ould rather think it over in quiet But Susan, grieved 
at her incautious words, which had all the appearance of 
harshness, went a step or two nearer — paused — ^and then, all 
over blushes, said in a low, soft whisper — 

"Oh, Willi I beg your pardon. I am very sorry. Won't 
you forgive me?" 

She who had always drawn back, and been so reserved, said 
this in the very softest manner ; with eyes now uplifted beseech- 
ingly, now dropped to the ground. Her sweet confusicm told 
more than words could do ; and Will turned back, all joyous 
in his certainty of being beloved, and took her in his arms, 
and kissed her. 
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" My own Susan ! " he said. 

Meanwhile the mother watched her child in the room above. 

It was late in the afternoon before she awoke, for the 
sleeping draught had been very powerful. The instant she 
awoke, her eyes wM-e fixed on her mother's face with a 
gaze as unflinching as if she were fascinated. Mrs. Leigh 
did not turn away, nor move ; for it seemed as if motion 
would unlock the stony command over herself which, while 
so perfectly still, she was enabled to preserve. But by-and-by 
Lizzie cried out, in a piercing voice of agony — 

"Mother, don't look at me ! I have been so wicked!" 
and instantly she hid her face, and grovelled among the bed- 
clothes, and lay like one dead, so motionless was she. 

Mrs. Leigh knelt down by the bed, and spoke in the most 
soothing tones. 

'•Lizzie, dear, don't speak so. I'm thy mother, darling; 
don't be afeard of me. I never left off loving thee, Lizzie. 
I was always a-thinking of thee. Thy father forgave thee 
afore he died." (There was a little start here, but no sound 
was heard.) "Lizzie, lass, I'll do ought for thee; I'll live 
for thee ; only don't be afeard of me. Whate'er thou art or 
hast been, we'll ne'er speak on't. We'll leave th* oud times 
behind us, and go back to the Upclose Farm. I but left it 
to find thee, my lass ; and God has led me to thee. Blessed 
be His name. And God is good, too, Lizzie. Thou hast 
not forgot thy Bible, 111 be bound, for thou wert always a 
scholar. I'm no reader, but I learnt off them texts to comfort 
me a bit, and I've said them many a time a day to myself. 
Lizzie, lass, don't bide thy head so; it's thy mother as is 
speaking to thee. Thy little child clung to me only yesterday ; 
and if it's gone to be an angel, it will- speak to God for thee. 
Nay, don't sob a-that-'as ; thou shalt have it again in heaven ; 
I know thou'lt strive to get there, for thy little Nancy's sake — 
and listen 1 I'll tell thee God's promises to them that are 
penitent — only doan't be afeard." 

Mrs. Leigh folded her hands, and strove to speak very clearly, 
while she repeated every tender and merciful text she could 
remember. She could tell from the breathing that her daughter 
was listening ; but she was so dizzy and sick herself when she 
had ended, that she could not go on speaking. It was all sha 
could do to keep from crying aloud. 
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All 



t,i she licunl ber dnughtei 



■■Where have til 



' she asked. 



d peaceful, and linppyfe 

" Could she speak I Oh, if God — if I might bul have heard 
■r Utile mice ! Mother, I used to dream of it. May I see her 
onoe again? Oh, mother, if I strive very liard and God Is very 
mercllul, and I go lo heaven, 1 shall not know her— I shall not 
know my own again ; she will shun me as a firanger. aod cling 



and tc 



Oh, 1 



I Oh. 



shook *ilh ei 

In her earnestness of speech she had uncovered her face, and 
I. Leigh's thoughts through her looks. And 
vrhen she saw those aged eyes brimming full of tears, and. 
marked the quivering lips, she threw her arms round the 
1 mother's neck, and wept there as she had done in 
a childish sorraw. but with a deeper, n tnore wretched 
grief. 

Her mother hushed her on her breast ; and lulled her as if 
she were a baby ; and she grew still and qniet. 

They sat thus for a long, long time. At last, Susan Palmer 
came up with some tea and bread and butter for Mrs. Leigh, 
She watched the mother feed her sick, unwilling child, with 
every fond inducement to eat which she could devise: they 
neither of them look notice of Susan's piesence. That night 
they lay in each other's arms ; but Susan slept on the ground 
beside them. 

They took the little corpse (the little unconsdous sacrifice, 
whou early calling home bad reclaimed her poor wandering 
mother) to the hills, which in her lifetime she had never 
seen. They dared not lay her by the stern 
Milne Row churchyard, hut they Ixire her t 
land graveyard, where, long ago, the Quakers tised to bury 
their dead. They laid her there on the sunny slope, where the 
earliest spring flowers blow. 

Wnil and Susan live at the Upclose Farm. Mrs. Leigh and 
Litrie dwell in a collage so secluded thai, nniil you drop into 
the very hollow where it is placed, you do not see it. Tom 
IS a schoolmaster in Roc^dsiXe. and he and Will help la 
" -ir lOOtber. 1 oiA'J ^™-« v"na.\.. \\ ■Co*. Mm^tN* 
bidden in a green ho\tov» o( tos ^■<^s. ««^ «»"*■ ** '™™ 
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In the whole upland is heard there — every call of suffering or 
of sickness for help is listened to by a sad, gentle-looking 
woman, who rarely smiles (and when she does her smile is 
naore sad than other people's tears), but who comes out of 
tier seclusion whenever there is a shadow in any household. 
Many hearts bless Lizzie Leigh, but she— she prays always 
md ever for forgiveness — such forgiveness as may enable her 
:o see her child once more. Mrs. Leigh is quiet and happy. 
Lizzie is, to her eyes, something precious — as the lost piece 
3f silver — found once more. Susan is the bright one who 
firings sunshine to all. Children grow around her and call 
tier blessed. One is called Nanny ; her Lizzie often takes to 
the sunny graveyard in the uplands, and while the little creature 
^[atbers the daisies, and makes chains, Lizzie sits by a little 
grave and weeps bitterly. 
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NOT many years after the beginning of this ceDtury, a 
worthy couple of the name of Huntroyd oceupied a 
small farm in the North Riding of Yorkshire. Tbc^ bad 
married late in life, although they were very youBg when 
they first began to " keep company " with each other. Nathftn 
Himtroyd had been farm-servant to Hester Rose's father, and 
had made up to her at a time when her parents thought she 
might do better ; and so, without much consultation of her 
feelings, they had dismissed Nathan in somewhat cavalier 
fashion. He had drifted far away from his former connec- 
tions, when an uncle of his died, leaving Nathan— by this 
time upwards of forty years of age — enough money to stock 
a small farm, and yet have something over to put in the 
bank against bad times. One of the consequences of this 
bequest was, that Nathan was looking out for a wife and 
housekeeper, in a kind of discreet and leisurely way, when 
one day he heard that his old love, Hester, was — not married 
and flourishing, as he had always supposed her to be— but 
a poor maid-of-all-work, in the town of Ripon. For her father 
had had a succession of misfortunes, which had brought ttm 
in his old age to the workhouse ; her mother was dead ; her 
only brother struggling to bring up a large family; and 
Hester herself, a hard-working, homely -looking (at thirty- 
seven) servant. Nathan had a kind of growling satisfaction 
(which only lasted a minute or two, however) in hearing of 
these turns of fortune's wheel. He did not make many intel- 
ligible remarks to his informant, and to no one else did he 
say a word. But a few days afterwards, he presented him- 
self, dressed in his Sunday best, at Mrs. Thompson's back 
door in Ripon. 
Jlcster stood there, in answer to the good sound knock 
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-his good sound oak-stick made ; she with the hght fall npon 
her, he in shadow. For a moment tliere was silence. He 
was scanning the face and figure of his old love, for twenty 
years unseen. The comely beauty of youth had &ded away 
entirely; she was, as I have said, homely-looking, plain- 
featured, but whh a dean skin, and pleasant frank eyes. 
Her figure vras no longer round, but tidily draped in a blue 
and white bedgown, tied round her waist by her winte apron- 
strings, and her short red linsey petticoat showed her tidy 
feet and ankles. Her former lover fell into no ecstasies. He 
simply said to himself, " She'll do ; " and forthwith began iqxm 
his business. 

*' Hester, thou dost not mind me. I am Nathan, as thy 
father turned off at a minute's notice, for thinking of thee for 
a wife, twenty year come Michaelmas next. I have not thought 
much upon matrimony since. But Uncle Ben has died, leaving 
me a small matter in the bank ; and I have taken Nab-End 
Farm, and put in a bit of stock, and shall want a missus to 
see after it. Wilt like to come? I'll not mislead thee. It's 
dairy, and it might have be&a arable. But arable takes more 
horses nor it suited me to buy, and I'd the offer of a tidy lot 
of kine. That's all. If thou'lt have me, I'll come for thee as 
soon as the hay is gotten in." 

Hester only said,. " Come in, and sit thee down." 
He came in, and sat down. For a time, she took no more 
notice of him than of his stick, bustling about to get dinner 
ready for the family whom she sarved. He meanwhile watched 
her brisk, sharp movements, and repeated to himself, "She'll 
do I " After about twenty minutes of silence thus employed, 
he got up, saying — 

* * Well, Hester, I'm going. When shall I come back again ? " 
•'Please thysel', and thou'll please me," said Hester, in a 
tone that she tried to make light and indifferent ; but he saw 
that her colour came and went, and that she trembled while 
she moved about In another moment Hester was soundly 
kissed ; but when she looked round to scold the middle-aged 
farmer, he appeared so entirely composed that she hesitated. 
He said — 

" I have pleased mysel', and thee too, I hope. Is it a month's 
wage, and a month's warning? To-day is the eighth. ^mV^ 
eighth is our wedding-day. I have no lime \.o spexv^ ^->noc5vcv% 
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before then, and wedding must na take long. Two days i» 
enough to throw away, at our time o' life" 

It was like a dream ; but Hester resolved not to think more 
about it till her work was done. And when all was cleaned up 
for the evening, she went and gave her mistress warning, telling 
her all the history of her life in a very few words. That day 
month she was married from Mrs. Thompson's house. 

The issue of the marriage was one boy, Benjamin. A few- 
years after his birth, Hester's brother died at Leeds, leaving 
ten or twelve children. Hester sorrowed bitterly over this loss ; 
and Nathan showed her much quiet sympathy, although he 
could not but remember that Jack Rose had added insult to 
the bitterness of his youth. He helped his wife to make ready 
to go by the waggon to I^eds. He made light of the housdiold 
difficulties, which came thronging into her mind after all was 
fixed for her departure. He filled her purse, that she might 
have wherevnthal to alleviate the immediate wants of her 
brother's family. And as she was leaving, he ran after the 
waggon. "Stop, stop!" he cried. "Hetty, if thou wilt— if 
it wrunnot be too much for thee — bring back one of Jack's 
wenches for company, like. We've enough and to spare ; and 
a lass will make the house winsome, as a man may say." 

The waggon moved on ; while Hester had such a silent 
swelling of gratitude in her heart, as was both thanks to her 
husband, and thanksgiving to God. 

And that was the way that little Bessy Rose came to be an 
inmate of the Nab's-End Farm. 

Virtue met with its own reward in this instance, and in ^• 
clear and tangible shape, too, which need not delude peoplt' 
in general into thinking that such is the usual nature of virtue's 
rewards. Bessy grew up a bright, affectionate, active girl; a 
daily comfort to her uncle and aunt. She was so much a 
darling in the household that they even thought her worthy 
of their only son Benjamin, who was perfection in their eyes. 
It is not often the case that two plain, homely people have a 
child of uncommon beauty ; but it is so sometimes, and Ben- 
jamin Huntroyd was one of these exceptional cases. The hard- 
working, laboiir-and-care-marked farmer, and tfie mother, who 
could never have been more than tolerably comely in her best 
days, produced a boy who might have been an earl's son for 
^ace and beauty. Even the huutiiig; squires of the neighbour- 
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hood reined up their horses to admire him, as he opened the ' 
gates for them. He had no shyness, he was so accustomed to 
admiration from strangers and adoration from^his parents from 
his earliest years. As for Bessy Rose, he ruled imperiously 
over her heart from the time she first set eyes on him. And 
as she grew older, she grew on in loving, persuading herself 
that what her uncle and aunt loved so dearly it was her duty 
to love dearest of all. At every unconscious symptom of the 
young girl's love for her cousin, his parents smiled and winked : 
all was going on as they wished, no need to go far afield for 
Benjamin's wife. The household could go on as it was now ; 
Nathan and Hester sinking into the rest of years, and relin« 
quishing care and authority to those dear ones, who, in process 
of time, might bring other dear ones to share their love. 

But Benjamin took it all very coolly. He had been sent to a 
day-school in the neighbouring town — a grammar-school, in the 
high state of neglect in which tlie majority of such schools were 
thirty years ago. Neither his father nor his mother knew much 
of learning. All they knew (and that directed their choice of a 
school) was that they could not, by any possibility, part with 
their darling to a boarding-school; that some schooling he 
must have, and that Squire Pollard's son went to Highminster 
Grammar School. Squire Pollard's son, and many another 
son destined to make his parents' hearts ache, went to this 
school. If it had not been so utterly bad a place of education, 
the simple farmer and his wife might have found it out sooner. 
But not only did the pupils there learn vice, they also learnt 
deceit. Benjamin was naturally too clever to remain a dunce, 
or else, if he had chosen so to be, there was nothing in High- 
minster Grammar School to hinder his being a dunce of the 
first water. But, to all appearance, he grew clever and gentle- 
man-like. His father and mother were even proud of his airs 
and graces, when he came home for the holidays ; taking them 
for proofs of his refinement, although the practical effect of 
such refinement was to make him express his contempt for his 
parents' homely ways and simple ignorance. By the time he 
was eighteen, an articled clerk in an attorney's office at High- 
minster, — for he had quite declined becoming a "mere clod- 
hopper," that is to say, a hard-working, honest farmer like his 
father — Bessy Rose was the only person who was d\ssa.\Ss.^^^ 
with him. The little girl of fourteen inslmcVvveVY ^€^\. \Jci«^ ^^^'s* 
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something wrong about him. Alas ! two years more, and the 
girl of sixteen worshipped his very shadow, and would not see 
that aught could be wrong with one so soft-spoken, so hand- 
some, so kind as Cousin Benjamin. For Benjamin had dis- 
covered that the way to cajole his parents out of money for 
every indulgence he fancied, was to pretend to forward their 
innocent scheme, and make love to his pretty cousin, Bessy 
Rose. He cared just enough for her to make this work of 
necessity not disagreeable at the time he was performing it. 
But he found it tiresome to remember her little claims upon 
him, when she was no longer present. The letters he had 
promised her during his weekly absence at Highniinster, the 
trifling commissions she had asked him to do for her, were all 
considered in the light of troubles ; and even when be was 
with her, he resented the inquiries she made as to his mode 
of passing his time, or what female acquaintances he had in 
Highminster. 

When his apprenticeship was ended, nothing would serve 
him but that he must go up to London for a year or two. 
Poor Farmer Huntroyd was beginning to repent of his ambi- 
tion of making his son Benjamin a gentleman. But it was too 
late to repine now. Both father and mother felt this, and, 
liowever sorrowful they might be, they were silent, neither 
demurring nor assenting to Benjamin's proposition when first 
he made it. But Bessy, through her tears, noticed that both 
her uncle and aunt seemed unusually tired that night, and sat 
hand-in-hand on the fireside settle, idly gazing into the bright 
flame, as if they saw in it pictures of what they had once hoped 
their lives would have been. Bessy rattled about among the supper 
things, as she put them away after Benjamin's departure, 
making more noise than usual — as if noise and bustle was 
what she needed to keep her from bursting out crying — and, 
having at one keen glance taken in the position and looks of 
Nathan and Hester, she avoided looking in that direction 
again, for fear the sight of their wistful faces should make 
her own tears overflow. 

"Sit thee down, lass — sit thee down. Bring the creepie- 
stool to the fireside, and let's have a bit of talk over the lad's 
plans," said Nathan, at last rousing himself to speak. Bessy 
came and sat down in front of the fire, and threw her apron 
over her face, as she resled her head on both hands. Nathan 
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fielt as if it was a chance which of the two women burst out 
crying first. So he thought he would speak, in hopes of keep- 
ing off the infection of tears. 

*' Didst ever hear of this mad plan afore, Bessy ? " 

" No, never ! " Her voice came muffled and changed from 
under her apron. Hester felt as if the tone, both of question 
and answer, implied blame, and this she could not bear. 

"We should ha' looked to it when we bound him, for of 
necessity it would ha' come to this. There's examins, and 
catechizes, and I dunno what all for him to be put through 
in London. It's not his fault." 

"Which on us said it were?" asked Nathan, rather put 
out. '* Thof, for that matter, a few weeks would carry him 
over the mhre, and make him as good a lawyer as any judge 
among 'em. Oud Lawson the attorney told me that, in a 
talk I had wi' him a bit sin. Na, na 1 it's the lad's own 
hankering after London that makes him want for to stay there 
for a year, let alone two." 

Nathan shook his head. 

"And if it be his own hankering," said Bessy, putting down 
her apron, her face all flame, and her eyes swollen up, ** I 
dunnot see harm in it. Lads aren't like lasses, to be teed 
to their own fireside like th' crook yonder. It's fitting for a 
young man to go abroad and see the world afore he settles 
down." 

Hester's hand sought Bessy's, and the two women sat in 
sympathetic defiance of any blame that should be thrown on 
the beloved absent. Nathan only said — 

" Nay, wench, dunnot wax up so ; whatten's done's done ; 
and 'worse, it's my doing. I mun needs make my bairn a 
geatlemui ; and we mun pay for it." 

" Dear uncle ! he wunna spend much, I'll answer for it ; and 
I'll scrimp and save i' the house to make it good." 

"Wench!" said Nathan solemnly, "it were not paying in 
cash I were speaking on : it were paying in heart's care, and 
heaviness of soul. Lunnon is a place where the devil keeps 
court as well as King George; and my poor chap has more 
nor once welly fallen into his clutches here, I dunno what 
he'll do when he gets close within sniff of him." 

" Don't let him go, father ! " said Hester, for the first \.vK«i 
taking this view. Hitherto she had on\y lYiou^\A ol \v«t cwra. 
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biwi, aile imdeF vnr own ^re." 

" Nay ! " said Nathan, " fae'sposttiBWor lifiHbr'diat. WI7. 
there's not one'on ns loiom wftsw h« Is at tiiSspceseBt time, 
and he not gone oat of cur sight an bo^ Hel^.too big to 
Ixe' pot bade i' tfa' go^ctat^ noifaer, or loe^ wid^ doocs wiA 
Ibe diair torned bottom npwaids." 

• *' I tidsh he woe a wee bai^n fying.la my amis agai% It 
ime a sore daywfaen I weaned him ; dad I think life's bees 
giettte' soier and sorer at eveiy tnm he's ta'en towards man- 
hood." 

' "Coom, lass, that's noan the way to be taUnng. BetfaanlB- 
fal to Maicy that thoa'st getten a man for thy son as stands 
five foot ele?en in's stoddngs, and ne'er a sick piece abom 
him; We wunnot grudge him his fling, wiU we, Bess».BB9 
wench? Hell be odming back. in a year» or, may be, m Jsil 
more; and be a' for se^ng in a qiaet town Hke* wi'.a.w^ 
that's noan so fur fira' me at this veiy nUttute. An' we ond foft, 
as we get into years, must gi' up farm, and tak a bit on a 
house near Lawyer Benjamin^" : 

And so the good Nathan, his own heart heavy enough, tiied 
to soothe his womenkind. Bat of the tiiree, his e3res were 
longest in closing, his apprehensions the deepest founded. 

" I misdoubt me I hanna done well by th' lad. I misdoubt 
me sore," was the thought that kept him awake till day began 
to dawn. "Summat's wrong about him, or folk would na 
look at me wi' such piteous-like een when they speak on him. 
I can see th' meaning of it, thof I'm too proud to let on. And 
Lawson, too, he holds his tongue more nor he should do, 
when I ax him how my lad's getting on, and whatten sort of 
a lawyer he'll mak. God be marciful to Hester an' me, H 
th' lad's gone away ! God be marciful ! But may be it's this 
lying waking a' the night through, that maks me so fearfti'. 
Why, when I were his age, I daur be bound I should ha' spent 
money fest enoof, i' I could ha' come by it. But I had to am it I 
that maks a great differ'. Well ! It were hard to thwart th' 
child of our Old age, and we waitin' so long for to have 'un i " 

Next morning, Nathan rode Moggy, the cart-horse, into 
Highminster to see Mr. Lawson. Anybody who saw bin* 
ride out of his own yard would have been struck with the 
change in him which was visible when he returned ; a change* 
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more than a day's unusual exercise should have made in a man 
of his yearsv He scarcely held the reins at all. One jerk of 
Moggy's head would have plucked them out of his hands. His 
head was bent forward, his eyes looking on some unseen thing, 
with long unwinking gaze. But as he drew near home on his 
return, he made an effort to recover himself. 

*• No need fretting them," he said ; " lads will be lads. But 
I didDa think he had it in him to be so thowtless, young as 
he is. Well, well 1 he'll, may be, get more wisdom i' Lunnon. 
Anyways it's best to cut him off fra such evil lads as Will 
Hawker, and such-like. It's they as have led my boy astray. 
He were a good chap till he knowed them — a good chap till 
be knowed them." 

But he put all his cares in the background when he came 
into the house-place, where both Bessy and his wife met him 
at the door, and both would fain lend a hand to take off his 
great-coat. 

"Theer, wenches, theer ! ye might let a man alone for to 
get out on's clothes! Why, I might ha' struck thee, lass." 
And he went on talking. tr3ring to keep them off for a time 
from the subject that all had at heart. But there was no 
patting them off for ever ; and, by dint of repeated question- 
ing on his wife's part, more was got out than he had ever 
meant to tell — enough to grieve both his hearers sorely: and 
yet the brave old man still kept the worst in his own breast. 

The next day Benjamin came home for a week or two, 
before making his great start to Tendon. His father kept 
him at a distance, and was solemn and quiet in his manner 
to the young man. Bessy, who had shown anger enough at 
first, and had uttered many a sharp speech, began to relent, 
and then to feel hurt and displeased that her uncle should 
persevere so long in his cold, reserved manner, and Benjamin 
just going to leave them. Her aunt went, tremblingly busy, 
about the clothes-presses and drawers, as if afraid of letting 
herself think either of the past or the future ; only once or 
twice, coming behind her son, she suddenly stopped over his 
sitting figure, and kissed his cheek, and stroked his hair. 
Bessy remembered afterwards — long years afterwards — how he 
had tossed his head away with nervous irritability on one of 
these occasions, and had muttered— her aunt did not \aftax w, 
but Bessy did— 
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TomadSL Besqr lietad§ bftiwifr pretty graolMi^i filo qHmv 



cpjMWiiyr bK inere wfls< aw: lanmpiioiti at. oaciiBraB.poiiiir 

Bonrtomnds bora* & yoonvi pnotty.weaiaB^vflri^ 

was n^lected in hk aaHiaritaliye; or. gnmibliUg'i 

mrds. Ilia mo^kmi cur- hiaD anlkn ailtiicft batect hb = Atlier. 

iie:anBBrQe-tiiiM:veiiti2«Bd onta^ ieoaagiitMiti to^ Ikiiji gtei lw^ 

paMOoalappKHBce^ Sl»:stociei/itai,:aarf IrlnhriiJaiSi'Bimiylfll 

astQiiiiiliDMnib 

^^Hovfrnqregres dsngad^ jitf Vaai thaa- aaw^stt lhoBi»f ale 
aaked^.*' tbattium mnafi U&tailiagtMeabaiit/eiiiia that fiMhter? 
I'd rayther by a deal see thee helping thy malliar; idiaB.ali^ 
clrQ^)eii her knitttB^^QtecSe said; cansHb ttatM. dsnil lor: to 
pick ifc apt" 

Bat 'Bsmof tilangfat of his: piettjrapeachLabom: her efca. kwg 
after he had forgotten making it, and would have bean. pfonM 
to tdi ttie coloar of titeBi.. Many a.diEjr« afiar he wMHffoee, 
didz^e-lett^ earnest^ in te. little oblbng knUng^fl^ass^wfaidi 
hung up against t&e wall of bar. ]itt]a.altepingHDiiaiiilHr.;lMit 
wbicfa; shr used to tadce down i& older tor eaaniae tiie :a|RS 
he had praised, murmttring to herself, " Pretty soft grey ^resl 
Pretty soft grey eyes 1 " until she would hang up the glass again 
with a sudden laugh and a rosy blush. 

In the days when he had gone away to the vague distance 
and vaguer place — the city called London — Bessy tried to for- 
get all that had gone against her feeling of the affection and 
duty that a son owed to his parents ; and she had many things 
to forget of this kind that would keep surging up into her 
mind. For instance, she wished that he had not obje^ed to 
the home-spun, home-made shirts which his mother and she 
had had such pleasure in getting ready for him. H« might 
not know, it was true — and so her love urged — how carefully 
and evenly the thread had been spun : how, not content with 
bleaching the yam in the sunniest meadow, the linen, on its 
return from the weaver's, had been spread out afresh on the 
sweet summer grass, and watered carefully night after night 
when there was no dew to perform the kindly office. He did 
not know — for no one but Bessy herself did — how many felse 
or large stitches, made large and false by her aunt's failing 
eyes {who yet liked to do the choicest part of the stitching all 
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by herself), Bessy bad unpicked at night in her own room, 
and with dainty fingers had restitched ; sewing eagerly in the 
dead of night. All this he did not know ; or he could, never 
have complained of the coarse texture, the old-fashioned make 
of these shirts ; and urged on his mother to give him part 
of her little store of egg and butter money in order to buy 
newer-fashioned linen in Highminster. 

When onoe that little, precious store of his mother's, was 
discovered, it was well for Bessy's peace of mind that she. did 
not know how loosely her aunt counted up the coins, mistaking 
guineas for shillings, or just the other way, so that the amount 
was seldom the same in the old black spoutless teapot* Yet 
this son, this hope, this love, had still a strange power of 
fascination over the household. The evening before he left, 
he sal between his parents, a hand in theirs on either side, 
and Bessy on the old creepie-stool, her head lying on her 
aunt's knee, and looking up at him from time to time, as if 
to learn his face off by heart ; till his glances meeting hers, 
made ha: drop her eyes, and only sigh. 

He stopped up late that night with his father, long after the 
women had gone to bed. But not to sleep ; for I will answer 
for it the grey>haired mother never slept a wink till the late 
dawn of the autumn day ; and Bessy heard her uncle come 
upstairs with heavy, deliberate footsteps, and go to the old 
stocking which served him for bank, and count out the golden 
guineas ; once he stopped, but again he went on afresh, as if 
resolved to crown his gift with liberality. Another long pause 
— in which she could but indistinctly hear continued words, it 
might have be^n advice, it might be a prayer, for it was in 
her uncle's voice — and then father and son came up to bed. 
Bessy's room was but parted from her cousin's by a thin wooden 
partition ; and the last sound she distinctly heard, before her 
eyes, tired out with crying, closed themselves in sleep, was the 
guineas clinking down upon each other at regular intervals, 
as if Benjamin were playing at pitch and toss with his father's 
present. 

After he was gone, Bessy wished he had asked her to walk 
part of the way with him into Highminster. She was all ready, 
her things laid out on the bed ; but she could not accompany 
him without invitation. 

The little household tried to close ovei 0:it ^^-ac^ ^& "besX ^^i 
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otdg^t They seemed to set themselYes to tiifiir daUy nvotk wHh 
tumsml vigour ; bat somdiow wbiea fvenjiig c&me tbeie bad 
beai little done. Heavy hearts never niak^ Ugbt wotk, and 
there was no telling how much cars and anadelgp'eadi bad had 
to bear in secret in the fidd» at the whed, or la the daiiy. 
Formerly he was looked for every Sati»tey^-4oi^Bed Ibr, thongh 
he might not come ; or if he came, tfaece were things to be 
ilKsken about that made his visit ai^UMf bma isieasiiie: ,attU 
lie might .«ome, and all things migl^ go sight; and then vilutt 
Sttttshine, what gladness to those hmnble psj^iie I Bot^xyw he 
was away, and dreary winter was come oa; old finks' sigltt 
foils, and the evenings were long, and sad, in sg^ of all Ben^ 
could do or say. And he. did not write so oltea as he m^;fat — 
so eveiy one thought ; though every one would have been vaandf 
to defend him from either of the others who had^iiireased audi 
a thought aloud. ' ' Surely," said Bessy to herself, when iht tec 
primroses peeped out in a sheltered and sunny hedga^baak, md 
she gatheied them as she passed home from aftemooii cbarch 
— "surely, there never will be such a cbeary, misersUe n^nMr 
again as this has been." There had beat a great dumga in 
Nathan and Hester Huntroyd dming this test year. The spiiag 
before, when Benjamin was yet the subject of more hopes than 
fears, his father and mother looked what I may call an elderly 
middle-aged couple : people who bad a good deal of hearty 
work in them yet. Now — it was not his absence alone that 
caused the change — they looked frail and old, as if each day's 
natural trouble was a burden more than they could bear. For 
Nathan had heard sad reports about his only child, and had 
told them solemnly to his wife, as things too bad to be believed, 
and yet, "God help us if he is indeed such a lad as this!" 
Their eyes were become too dry and hollow for many tears; 
they sat together, hand in hand ; and shivered, and sighed, and 
did not speak many words, or dare to look at each other : and 
then Hester had said — 

"We mauna tell th' lass. Young folks' hearts break wi' a 
little, and she'd be apt to fancy it were true." Here the old 
woman's voice broke into a kind of piping cry, but she struggled, 
and her next words were all right. " We mauna tell her; he's 
bound to be fond on her, and, may be, if she thinks well on him, 
and loves him, it will bring him straight ! " 

" God grant it 1 " said Naihau. 
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"God shall grant it!" said Hester, passionately moaning 
out her words ; and then repeating them, alas ! with a vain 
repetition. 

"It's a bad place for lying, is Highminster," said she at 
length, as if impatient of the silence. "I never knowed such 
a place for getting up stories. But Bessy knows nought on, 
and nother you nor me belie'es 'em, that's one blessing." 

But if they did not in their hearts believe them, how came 
they to look so sad, and worn, beyond what mere age could 
make them ? 

Then came round another year, another winter, yet more 
miserable than the last. This year, with the primroses, came 
Benjamin ; a bad, hard, flippant young man, with yet enough 
of specious manna's and handsome countenance to make his 
appearance striking at first to those to whom the as[)ect of a 
London fast young man of the lowest order is strange and 
new. Just at first, as he sauntered in with a swagger and an 
air of indifference, which was partly assumed, partly real, his 
old parents felt a simple kind of awe of him, as if he were not 
their son, but a real gentleman; but they had too much fine 
instinct in their homely natures not to know, after a very few 
minutes had passed, that this was not a true prince. 

'* Whatten ever does he mean," said Hester to her niece, as 
soon as they were alone, "by a' them maks and wearlocks? 
And he minces his words as if his tongue were clipped short, 
or split like a magpie's. Hech ! London is as bad as a hot 
day i' August for spoiling good flesh ; for he were a good- 
looking lad when he went up ; and now, look at him, with his 
skin gone into lines and flourishes, just like the first page on 
a copybook," 

** I think he looks a good deal better, aimt, for them new- 
fashioned whiskers ! " said Bessy, blushing still at the remem- 
brance of the kiss he had given her on first seeing her — a 
pledge, she thought, poor girl, that, in spite of his long silence 
in lett^-writing, he still looked upon her as his troth-plight 
wife. There were things about him which none of them liked, 
although they never spoke of them ; yet there was also some- 
thing to gratify them in the way in which he remained quiet 
at Nab-End, instead of seeking variety, as he had formerly 
done, by constantly stealing off to the ne\g,Vibo>Mrfl\^ \.cwxv. 
His father had paid all the debts l\ial \\e \«ve>N cA, socycv ^Vvsx 
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^^H ZlEnjamin iiad gone up to Londoit; so there were aa duns 

^^B that his pucnia knew to alatm liim. and keep hini st hosier 

^^E And he went out in the morning wiih the old man, his bther, 

^^l. and lounged, by his side, as Nathan uent round bis fields, 

^^P With busy yel infinii gait, having heart, as he would have 

^" DiproEaed it, in all that was going on. because at lenglh his 

son seemed to take an interest in the farming af&irs, and 

SWod palienlly by his =idp while be compared his own small 

gallownys with the great sliotthonis looming over iiis neigh- 

I" Il's a slovenly way, Ihou seest, that of selling ih' milk: 
folk don't care whether It's good or not, so Ihzt they get 
dieir pint-measure full of stuff that's watered afore its leaves 
th' beast, instead o' honest cheating by the help o' Ih' pump. 
iBot look at Bessy's butter, wbiii skill it shows ! pan her 
Um iHBiiiier o' making, and part good choice o' enttle. It's 
E pleasure to sec her basket, a' picked ready for lo go ID 
Market ; and it's naan o' a pleasure for to see the buckets 
Jii' of their blue siarch-waler as jon beasts give. I'm thinking 
Ihey crossed Ih' breed wi' B pump not lonE sin'. Hech ! 
but oui Bessy's a clever canny wench I 1 snuotimet think 
Ihou'lC be for gie'ing tip th' taw, and talcing to Ifa' Dud tmle, 
vben thou wedst wi' her I " This was intended to be a 
sldUtal way of ucmaining whether theie was any groond 
Jbr the old fsmer's wish and piayer thai BenjKmin in%hi 
give up the law and THnni to the primhiTe occnfBtina of his 
btber. Nathan daied to hope it now, nnce his sod had navar 
made much by his profession, owing, as he had raid, to bis mot 
of a conQectJOD; atid the farm, and the slot^, and the dean / 
wife, too, were ready to his hand ; and Nathan could taMj 
idy on himself never In his most lingoBnted raomertts to 
irprtach his son with the hardly-earned hondreds that bad 
been spent on bis education. So the old man .listened with 
painful Interesl to the answer vriiicb his son vras evidently 
struggling to make ; coughing a little, and blowing hjx nose 
befiini tie spoke. 

"Weill you see, father, law is a precsriCHis livelilwod: 

S msti. as I may eiqite^^ to^wU, has no tdiaatx In the pro- 

/ession unless he is Vnown— Itmnmvi VoR"-sMS^:ei,«A'«5-t(i5 

bmfctats, and that sort i^ v\tot "S'j«.t»-"*.->»i ■«**« 

1 ■ ha*« no atc^uamwws ftiaJ. r» «"« i»i- «™!&n ■«■ 
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that line. But luckily I have met with a man, a friend, as 
I may say, who is really a first-rate fellow, knowing everybody, 
from the Lord Chancellor downwards ; and he has offered me 
a share in his business — a partnership, in short"— He 
hesitated a little. 

"I'm sure that's uncommon kind of the gentleman," said 
Nathan. '* I should like for to thank him mysen ; for it's 
not many as would pick up a young chap out o' th' dirt 
as it were, and say 'Here's hauf my good fortune for you, 
sir, and your very good health.' Most on 'em, when they're 
gettin' a bit o' luck, run off wi' it to keep it a' to. themselves, 
and gobUe it down in a comer. What may be his name, for I 
should like to know it ? " 

"You don't quite apprehend me, father. A great deal of 
what you've said is true to the letter. People don't like to 
share thdr good luck, as you say." 

"The more credit to them as does," broke in Nathan. 

"Ay, but, you see, even such a fine fellow as my friend 
Cavendish does not like to give away half his good practice 
fimr nothing. He expects an equivalent." 

"An equivalent," said Nathan : his voice had dropped down 
an octave. "And what may that be? There's always some 
meaning in grand words, I take it, though I am not book-lamed 
enongh to find it out." 

" Why, in this case, the equivalent he demands for taking me 
into partnership, and afterwards relinquishing the whole business 
to me, is three hundred pounds down. " 

.Bemjamin looked sideways from under his eyes to isee how 
bis fJEither took the proposition. His father struck his stick 
deep down in the ground, and leaning one hand upon it, faced 
round at him. 

"Thsen tby fine friend may go and be banged. Three 
hunder pound 1 I'll be darned an' danged too, if I know 
where to get 'em, if I'd be making a fool o' thee an' m3rsen 
too." 

He was out of breath by this time. His son took his 
Other's .first words in dogged silence ; it was but the burst of 
surprise he had led himself to expect, and did not daunt him 
for long. 

"I should think, ^h:" 

" ' Shr •— wbatfen for dost thou ' sir* me"^ \& \^aKKv -^cixa 
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maimeis? Tm plain Nathan Hoatrojd, wSioJUff^ Uit>k ob to 
be a gentleman ; but I have paid my vraf np to IMs tiae, 
yMxh I shannot do mnch koger, if Tm to bave a son oonfa^ 
an' asking me for tiuee bundled pound, just meet same as U I 
were a cow, and bad nothing to do but let down my miSc to tbe 
&8t peison as^rolces me." 

"Well, £aher/' said Benjamin, wi& an afiectalioa of firaud^ 
ness, ** then' tbeie's nothing for me, but to do as i have vhm 
plaimed befofe— go and emigrate." 

. "And wiait" said has &ther, looking sharply and steacffly 
at Mm. 

"Emigrate. Go to America, or India, or some eolboy 
where there would be an opening for a young man of 
spirit" 

Benjaojiin had reserved this propositioa for Ins trump oaid, 
expecting by means of it to carry all before him. But, 
to his surprise, his fatha: plucked bis stidc out of die bole* 
he had made when he so vehemently thrust it into the 
ground, and walked on four or $ve steps in advance; thei^ 
he stood still again, and there was a dead silence for ft 1^ 
minutes. 

"It 'ud, may be, be the best thing thou couldst do/' the 
father began. Benjamin set his teeth hard to keep in curses. 
It was well for poor Nathan he did not look round then, 
and see the look his son gave him. " But it would come 
hard like upon us, upon Hester and me, for, whether thou'rt 
a good 'un or not, thou'rt our flesh and blood, our only 
bairn, and if thou'rt not all as a man could wish, it's, may be, 

been the fault on our pride i' the It 'ud kill the missus 

if he went off to Amerikay, and Bess, too, the lass as thinks so 
much on him ! " The speech, originally addressed to his son, 
had wandered off into a monologue— as keenly hstened to by 
Benjamin, however, as if it had all been spoken to him. After 
a pause of consideration, his father turned round: "Yon man 
— I wunnot call him a friend o' yourn, to think of asking you 
for such a mint o' money — is not th' only one, I'll be bound, 
as could give ye a start i' the law ? Other folks *ud, may be, do 
it for less?" 

"Not one of 'em ; to give me equal advantages," said Ben- 
jamin, thinking he perceived signs of relentipg. 

" WeJJ, then, thou may'st teW V\\m that it's nother he nor thee 
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as 11 see th' sight o' three hundred pound o' my money. I'll 
not deny as I've a bit laid up again a rainy day ; it's not so 
much as thatten though, and a part on it is for Bessy, as has 
been like a daughter to us." 

*' But Bessy is to be your real daughter some day, when I've 
a home to take her to," said Benjamin ; for he played very 
fast and loose, even in his own mind, with his engagement 
with Bessy. Present with her, when she was looking her 
brightest and best, he behaved to her as if they were engaged 
lovers ; absent from her, he looked upon her rather as a good 
wedge, to be driven into his parents' favour on his behalf. 
Now, however, he was not exactly untrue in speaking as if he 
meant to make her his wife ; for the thought was in his mind, 
though he made use of it to work upon his father. 

*' It will be a dree day for us, then," said the old man. '• But 
God '11 have us in his keeping, and '11, may-happen, be taking 
more care on us i' heaven by that time than Bess, good lass 
as she is, has had on us at Nab-£nd. Her heart is set on 
thee, too. But, lad, I hanna gotten the three hunder ; I keeps 
my cash i' th' stocking, thou know'st, till it reaches fifty poimd, 
and then I takes it to Ripon Bank. Now the last scratch 
tbe/n gi'en me made it just two hunder, and I hanna but on 
to fifteen pound yet i' the stockin', and I meant one hunder 
an' the red cow's calf to be for Bess, she's ta'en such pleasure 
like i' rearing it." 

Benjamin gave a sharp glance at his father to see if he was 
telling the truth ; and that a suspicion of the old man, his 
father, had entered into the son's head, tells enough of his own 
character. 

•' I canna do it, I canna do it, for sure, although I shall like 
to think as I had helped on the wedding. There's the black 
heifer to be sold yet, and she'll fetch a matter of ten pound ; 
but a deal on't will be needed for seed-corn, for the arable *did 
but bad last year, and I thought I would try ; I'll tell thee 
what, lad ! I'll make it as though Bess lent thee her hunder, 
only thou must give her a writ of hand for it, and thou shalt 
have a' the money i' Ripon Bank, and see if the lawyer wunnot 
let thee have a share of what he offered thee at three hunder 
for two. I dunnot mean for to wrong him, bwX. \)cvom Tcv>asX 
get a fair share for the money. At times \ lYv\wV. ^^vow^tv. 
doae by folk; nov/, I wadna have yon che^cl a "balvcti oi ^ 
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bmss. iSutliiiig; sane time i urndtoa ihmt\^ititm6iBA s to 
be chufttttd. ' 

Te«]qBlaiii ihk, U riKwdd}taBitflL4vtlMU iwi of'^tfagdiiBiiAiA 
BeDJamin had received money firom hitffiiti]erit»:pqr»^Mt tett 
idteradiM asili>«af«rtotb«r «d less TCiedittibie'g t fwgpi iftich 
liie^ooagriiuui had fncmndiiBJiA^atmai^Mi^^ 
YmA.wtSl rnxLck fetlfa left dniiiB i(»iM&^iQ(ji^ j|pas»«iatte4aD# 
toipeocBiM that 'he had paid aboie. the ^otBMl pckftjArdiie 
astidBsiieiMid pmrhniwl. . 

j^er sons ihesftstiott, Ba^mBia 'Agnod {toiaxntt ;thiHta» 
bimdttd, jmd promised tetsmplGgr(it^;the>iMit mBnamtafl^J» 
adtdngifainadf '1^ in. hmtftiBis. i3e»hBd» mm .mhiluii^^i mm0 
Imuk ei lB g sRcr .the ladditienal Mtcett .poat^miAtei mm Irft io 
accumulate in the istoddng; It mm Jkm^ hettlnm^ m tkflk 
toliis £idier ; andihefsoonflast ««ne>of tt^Moai ectnipiilMmce 
finr JlcsBf thBt«ra»ng, as tejdwrit-MUhftidtiaulhatf^MltBiMts 
nBoncgr dieiiq: laid Iqr Jor hBE,raiidigradg^ ttitotfliariCMBiB 
hnaglnafion. iie Aoug^ :ffitte of ^thk iftOBftipeotidS: tiiit le 
«■» mot to iwe ^tinn ^bS. a^ rtly ^lawHyieaiMBd^oid . ilmiuWy 
aaitBd 'tweifaottdnd itlnt he .was to aapmerito tiwiffliriliw <i 
Momwhile, Hatfaan ^as ki ranoMialspilita tbat eveoHig. ^ 
was -SO generous land affeetionate :!tt heart, that :he bad flo 
unconscious satis&ction in having helped two people on the 
road to happiness by the sacrifice of the greater part of bis 
property. The very fact of having trusted his son so laigely, 
seemed to make Benjamin more worthy of trust in his fiatber's 
estimation. The sole idea he tried to banish was. that, if all 
came to pass as he hoped, both Benjamin and Bessy would 
be settled far away from Nab- End ; but then he had a child- 
like reliance that "God would take care of him and bis 
missus, somehow or anodder. It wur o' no ise lookiog too 
far ahead." 

Bessy had to hear many unintelligible jokes from her onde 
that night ; for he made no doubt that Benjamin had told ber 
all that had passed, whereas the truth was, his -son bad said 
never a word to his cousin on the subject 

When the old couple were in bed, Nathan told his wife of 
the promise he had made to his son, and the plan in lifewhicb 
the advance of the two hundred was to promote. Poor Hester 
was a little startled at the sudden change in the desdoation d 
the sum, which she Vvad Voti^ \h.CMg]lit ;of with secret pride as 
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money i' th' bank." But she was willing enough to part with 
it, if necessary, for Benjamin. Only, how such a sum could 
be necessary, was the puzzle. But even this perplexity was 
jostled out of her roind by the overwhelming idea, not only 
of "our Ben" settling in London, but of Bessy going there 
too as his wife. This great trouble swallowed up all care 
about money, and Hester shivered and sighed all the night 
through with distress. In the morning, as Bessy was kneading 
the bread, her aunt, who had been sitting by the fire in an 
nmisual manner, for one of her active habits, said — 

" I reckon we maun go to th' shop for our bread, an' that's a 
thing I never thought to come to so long as I lived." 

Bessy looked up from her kneading, surprised. 

" I'm sure, I'm noan going to eat their nasty stuff. What 
for do ye want to get baker's bread, aunt? This dough 
will rise as high as a kite in a south wind." 

" I'm not up to kneading as I could do once ; it welly 
breaks my back ; and when thou'rt off in London, I reckon 
we mann buy our bread, first time in my life." 

"I'm not a-going to London," said Bessy, kneading away 
vrith fresh resolution, and growing very red, either with the 
idea or the exertion. 

" Bat our Ben is going partner wi' a great London lawyer, 
and thou know'st he'll not tarry long but what he'll fetch 
thee." 

"Now, aimt," said Bessy, stripping her arms of the dough, 
but still not looking up, "if that's all, don't fret yourself. 
Ben will have twenty minds in his head afore he settles, 
eyther in business or in wedlock. I sometimes wonder," 
she said, with increasing \*ehemence, " why I go on thinking 
on him; for I dunnot think be thinks on me, when I'm 
out o' sight I've a month's mind to try and forget him 
this time when he leaves us — that I have ! " 

"For shame, wench 1 and he to be planning and purpos- 
ing all for thy sake. It wur only 3resterday as he wtu* 
talking to thy uncle, and mapping it out so clever; only 
thou seest, wench, it'll be dree work for us when both thee 
and him is gone." 

The old woman began to cry the kind, o^ \.tax\«B tx^ 
of the aged, Bessy hastened to comfort. Y\ct \ v\t^ >>^^ ^^^ 
talked, and grieved, and hoped, and p\aTvt\ed iot V>^^ ^^^"5^ 
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that now were to be, till they ended, the one in being consoled, 
the other in being secretly happy. 

Nathan and his son came back from Highminster that 
evening, with their business transacted in the roundabout 
way which was most satisfactory to the old man. If he 
had thought it necessary to take half as much pains in 
ascertaining the truth of the plausible details by which his son 
bore out the story of the offered partnership as be did 
in trying to get his money conveyed to London in the 
most secure manner, it would have been well for hins. But 
he knew nothing of all this, and acted in the way wWch 
satisfied his anxiety best. He came home tired, but content; 
not in such high spirits as on the night before, but as easy 
in his mind as he could be on the eve of his son's departure. 
Bessy, pleasantly agitated by her aunt's tale of the morning 
of her cousin's true love for her— what ardently we wish 
we long believe — and the plan which was to end in their 
marriage — end to her, the woman, at least — Bessy looked 
almost pretty in her bright, blushing comeliness, and more 
than once, as she moved about from kitchen to dairy, 
Benjamin pulled her towards him, and gave her a kiss. 
To all such proceedings the old couple were wilfiilly blind; 
and, as night drew on, every one became sadder and quieter, 
thinking of the parting that was to be on the morrow. As 
the hours slipped away, Bessy too became subdued ; and. 
by-and-by, her simple cunning was exerted to get Benjamin 
to sit down next his mother, whose very heart was yearning 
after him, as Bessy saw. When once her child was placed 
by her side and she had got possession of his hand, the 
old woman kept stroking it, and murmuring long unused 
words of endearment, such as she had spoken to him while 
he was yet a little child. But all this was wearisome to 
him. As long as he might play with, and plague, and 
caress Bessy, he had not been sleepy ; but now he yawned 
loudly. Bessy could have boxed his ears for not curbing 
this gaping ; at any rate, he need not have done it so 
openly — so almost ostentatiously. His mother was more 
pitiful. 

"Thou'rt tired, my lad!" said she, putting her hand 
fondly on his shoulder ; but it fell off, as he stood up sud- 
denly, and said — 
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"Yes, deuced tired! I'm off to bed." And with a rough, 
careless kiss all round, even to Bessy, as if he was ' ' deuced 
tired " of playing the lover, he was gone ; leaving the three 
to gather up their thoughts slowly, and follow him upstairs. 

He seemed almost impatient at them for rising betimes 
to see him off the next morning, and made no more of a 
good-bye than some such speech as this : "Well, good folk, 
when next I see you, I hope you'll have merrier faces than 
you have to-day. Why, you might be going to a funeral ; 
it's enough to scare a man from the place ; you look quite 
Qgly to what you did last night, Bess." 

He was gone; and they turned into the house, and 
settled to the long day's work without many words about 
their loss. They had no time for unnecessary talking, indeed, 
for much had been left undone, during his short visit, that 
ought to have been done ; and they had now to work double 
tides. Hard work was their comfort for many a long 
day. 

For some time Benjamin's letters, if not frequent, were 
fall of exultant accounts of his well-doing. It is true that 
the details of his prosperity were somewhat vague ; but 
the fact was broadly and unmistakably stated. Then came 
longer pauses ; shorter letters, altered in tone. About a 
year after he had left them, Nathan received a letter which 
bewildered and irritated him exceedingly. Something had 
gone wrong — ^what, Benjamin did not say — but the letter 
ended with a request that was almost a demand, for the 
remainder of his father's savings, whether in the stocking 
or the bank. Now, the year had not been prosperous with 
Nathan ; there had been an epidemic among cattle, and he 
had suffered along with his neighbours ; and, moreover, the 
price of cows, when he had bought some to repair his wasted 
stock, was higher than he had ever remembered it before. 
The fifteen pounds in the stocking, which Benjamin left, 
had diminished to little more than three ; and to have that 
required of him in so peremptory a manner ! Before Nathan 
imparted the contents of this letter to any one (Bessy and 
her aunt had gone to market on a neighbour's cart that 
day), he got pen and ink and paper, and wrote back an 
Hi-spelt, but very explicit and stern negative. Benjamvcv 
had had his portion; and if he could nol maVje w ^o, «»o 
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mnch tlie worse for him ; his father had no mare to give 
him. That was the snbstance of the letter. 

The letter was written, directed, and sealed, and given 
to the comitry postman, returning to Highminster after 
his day's distribution and collection of letters, before Hester 
and Be^y came back Ax>m market. It had been a pleasant 
day of neighbourly meeting and sociable gossip : prices bad 
been high, and they were in good spirits, only agreoddf 
tired, and full of small pieces of news. It was some time 
before they found out how flatly all their talk fell on &e 
ears of the stay-at-home listener. But when they saw that his 
depression was caused by something beyond their powers 
of accounting for by any little every-day cause, they mged 
him to tell them what was the matter. His anger bad not 
gone off It had rather increased by dwelling upon it, and 
he spoke it out in good, resolute terms ; and, long ere be 
had ended, the two women were as sad, if not as angry, 
as himself. Indeed, it was many days before either feding 
wore away in the minds of those who entertained them. 
Bessy was the soonest comforted, because she found a veni 
for her sorrow in action ; action that was half as a kind d 
compensation for many a sharp word that she had spoken 
when her cousin had done anything to displease her on 
his last visit, and half because she believed that he never 
could have written such a letter to his father unless his want 
of money had been very pressing and real ; though how 
he could ever have wanted money so soon, after such a 
heap of it had been given to him, was more than she could 
justly say. Bessy got out all her savings of little presents 
of sixpences and shillings, ever since she had been a child,— 
of all the money she had gained for the eggs of two hens, 
called her own ; she put the whole together, and it was above 
two pounds — two pounds five and sevenpence, to speak 
accurately — and leaving out the penny as a nest-egg for 
her future savings, she made up the rest in a little parcel, 
and sent it, with a note, to Benjamin's address in London :— 

" From a well-wisher. 
" D^ Benjamin,— Unkle has lost 2 cows and a vast ci 
monney. He is a good deal Angored, but more Troubled 
So no more al presct\l. llopeing this will finding you well 



THE CROOKED BRANCH. 439 

As it leaves os. Tho' lost to Site, To Memoiy Dear. Re- 
pay m e nt not kneeded. — ^Your effectonet cousin, 

" Elizabeth Rose." 

When this packet was once fairly sent ofif, Bessy began to 
sing again over her work. She never expected the mere 
form of acknowledgment ; indeed, she had such faith in the 
earner (who took parcels to York, whence they were for- 
warded ta London by coach), that she felt sure he would go 
on purpose to London to deliver anything intrusted to him, 
if he had not full confidence in the person, persons, coach 
and horses, to whom he committed it. Therefore she was 
not amdous that she did not hear of its anivaL "Giving a 
thing to a man as one knows," said she to herself, " is a vast 
difieient to poking a thing through a hole into a box, th' 
inside of which one has never clapped eyes on ; and yet letters 
get safe some ways or another." (The belief in the infallibility 
of the post was destined to a shock before long.) But she 
bad a secret yearning for Benjamin's thanks, and some of the 
old words of love that she had been without so long. Nay, 
she even thought — ^when, day after day, week after week, 
passed by without a line — that he might be winding up his 
affiiirs in that weary, wasteful London, and coming back to 
\ab-£nd to thank her in person. 

One day— her aunt was upstairs, inspecting the summer's 
make of cheeses, her uncle out in the fields — the postman 
brought a letter into the kitchen to Bessy. A country post- 
man, even now, is not much pressed for time, and in those 
days there were but few letters to distribute, and they were 
only sent out from Highminster once a week into the district 
in which Nab-£nd was situated ; and on those occasions, the 
letter-carrier usually paid morning calls on the various people 
for whom he had letters. So, half standing by the dresser, 
half sitting on it, he began to rummage out his bag. " It's 
a queer-like thing I've got for Nathan this time. I am afraid 
it will bear Ul news in it, for there's ' Dead Letter Office ' 
stamped on thb top of it." 

** Lord save us," said Bessy, and sat down on the nearest 
chair, as white as a sheet. In an instant, Yvo'wcvex, ^«i ^^as* 
np, and snatching the ominous letter out ol \he msccCs Yva-wfts, 
she pushed him before her out of the house, aiv4 ?»i\^» ''"^ifc 
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off wi' thee, afore aibt comes down; *' mA fia pnniteii 
hard as she could, till she reached the fidd i^we die opHtoi 
to find her unde. 

**Uncle/' said she. breathless, **what is it? di, fliek^ 
speakl Is he dead?" , , . . , ,t 

Nathan's hands trembled, and his qras'dttded "HIb 
it," he said, *' and ten me whet it is." '^■■^ 

'* It's a letter^it's from 3roa to Bctt^mdn, Itlai awttfiii 
words written on it, 'Not known at tbef addmi gjtnmp^ 
they've sent it back to the wrtter--^that'a jKns, ttacte. 01^ 
gave me such a start, with them nastjr iroidM wzinea -^^ 
side!" . 

Nathan had taken the letter bade into his own huidB,mi 
was turning it over, while he strove to nnderstned wtat^ 
quidc-witted Bessy had indeed t^ at a ilkmoti But lieaniMI 
at a different ccmclusion. 

<* He's dead 1" said he. "The lad is dead, and faa«i» 
knowed how as I were sorry I wrote to 'nn so ahavpu iff 
ladl my lad!" Nathan sat down on tiie graottd lAKmi 
stood, and covered his &oe with his old, withered hands; ^ 
letter returned to him was one whi^ he .had written, mii 
infinite pains and at various times, to teH his child, in kinder 
words and at greater length than he bad done before, the 
reasons why he could not send him the money demanded. 
And now Benjamin was dead ; nay, the old man immediately 
jumped to the conclusion that bis child had been starved to 
death, without money, in a wild, wide, strange place. All be 
could say at first was — 

•' My heart, Bess — my heart is broken 1" And he put his 
hand to his side, still keeping his shut eyes covered with the 
other, as though he never wished to see the light of day agaio. 
Bessy was down by his side in an instant, holding him in her 
arms, chafing ^nd kissing him. 

" It's noan so bad, uncle ; he's not dead ; the letter does not 
say that, dunnot think it He's flitted fi-om that lodging, aod 
the lazy tykes dunna know where to find him ; and so they 
just send y' back th' letter, instead of trying 'fra' house to 
house, as Mark Benson would. I've always heerd teH on 
south-country folk for laziness. He's noan dead, unde; he's 
just flitted, and he'll let us know afore long where he's getten 
to. May be it's a cbeapei p\?k.cft» for that lawyer has cheated 



THE CROOKED BRANCH. 44 1 

him, ye reck'let, and he'll be trying to live for as little as he can, 
that's all, uncle. Dunnot take on so, for it doesna say he's dead. " 

By this time Bessy was crying with agitation, although she 
firmly believed in her own view of the case, and had felt the 
opening of the ill-favoured letter as a. great relief. Presently 
she began to urge, both with word and action, upon her uncle, 
that he should sit no longer on the damp grass. She pulled 
him up, for he was very stiff, and, as he said, " all shaken to 
dithers." She made him walk about, repeating over and over 
again her solution of the case, always in the same words, 
beginning again and again, " He's noan dead ; it's just been 
a flitting," and so on. Nathan shook his head, and tried to 
be convinced ; but it was a steady belief in his own heart for 
all that. He looked so deathly ill on his return home with 
Bessy (for she would not let him go on with his day's work), 
that his wife made sure he had taken cold, and he, weary and 
indifferent to life, was glad to subside into bed and the rest 
from exertion which his real bodily illness gave him. Neither 
Bessy nor he spoke of the letter again, even to each other, for 
many days, and she found means to stop Mark Benson's 
tongue, and satisfy his kindly curiosity, by giving him the rosy 
side of her own view of the case. 

Nathan got up again, an older man in looks and constitution 
by ten years for that week of bed. His wife gave him many 
a scolding on his imprudence for sitting down in the wet field, 
if ever so tired. But now she, too, was beginning to be uneasy 
at Benjamin's long-continued silence. She could not write 
herself, but she urged her husband many a time to send a letter 
to ask for news of her lad. He said nothing in reply for some 
time : at length he told her he would write next Sunday after- 
noon. Sunday was his general day for writing, and this Sunday 
he meant to go to church for the first time since his illness. 
On Saturday he was very persistent, against his wife's wishes 
(backed by Bessy as hard as she could), in resolving to go into 
Highminster to market. The change would do him good, he 
said. But he came home tired, and a little mysterious in his 
ways. When he went to the shippon the last thing at night, 
he asked Bessy to go with him, and hold the lantern, while he 
looked at an ailing cow ; and when they were laliV^ owX. c>1 >Xv^ 
earshot of the bouse, he pulled a little s\\o\>-pwcc^ Vtom \C>& 
pocket and said — 



. '**mttxt:ix pa timt OB'ma-Saiida^f bat, Mlt'dB^.lMif" Bii 
be « bit oit a «0Difert to me ; fovli knevrtiy IsfKa-dMcaiB 
gie«e» lOoagii: I' limaoLSf^eAmiti ferfew: jtf giiiMiig W itft 
ii«itDaa:aiiiiye.f , 

"^i^liat a«o; iinela, If-^*-^ Mt befs muii <incU!; -#iMf! 
was'Bftbblbg;) 

"^i :kii0W— rl kaow^ tas. f 'damiDtf wsb «^i«r islk l» teH 
myopisUm? btititd l&e to wear a^^^Mt V cx^peibfint^'jMpii 
tBf i&f tKfjn It %d littire:4oiit m^rgood f6rt«> fame ocMI 
a Mftek «8ttt) bat she'ift/see if i hadaa* #p;?Biy ' w<ddii|{! a«<i 
9iBf&daySi Ibr n' sbe's losfng lie)r isywiirh^'ponr.ald tmioM 
Btitjiieril ne'er take notice «ra;t^V' crapes '^bbOrlt pVBiM 
aUooiivf swdtl^.'' ^ 

So !i«lbiLn>wcnii «» cbureh with » i^p ol cmptr as >mmm 
a& Beis; dmst veniiao to flDaiw >it; roBOd b^'teii^ fMitM' 
ifbr eoMirouUoiofiiiese «C hoMNia Mitaie; tfaot, though he wm 
itfCRit'^iudoiis his wifo shoidd not hear ^hie oonidtiiearliii 
their 9oa ims deasd, he was hi^litRt ihat 'oone of Irfr ai^ib' 
bonis ttotioed 'fay ^pt t^mtMnksg vo^ A^mmi to >ash itolfli 
wh^mi he woreit. 

^r^dr«>wftlle, when tbefQi^vet'heatdanMifd'froiiitiraftMf 
Benjamin, the household wonder as to what had heoonie of htai 
grew so painful and strong, that Nathan no longer Icept bis 
idea to himself. Poor Hester, however, rejected it with bcr 
whole will, heart, and soul. She could not and would not 
believe — nothing should make her believe — that her only chfld 
Benjamin had died without some sign of love or farewell to 
her. No arguments could shake her in this. She believed 
that, if all natural means of communication between her and 
him had been cut off at the last supreme moment — if death 
had come upon him in an instant, sudden and unexpected— 
her intense love would have been supematorally made conscious 
of the blank. Nathan at times tried to feel glad that she 
could still hope to see the lad again ; but at other moments be 
wanted her sympathy in bis grief, his self-reproach, his weary 
wonder as to how and what they had done wrong in the treat- 
ment of thdr son, that he had been such a care and sorrow to 
his parents. Bessy was convinced, first by her aunt, and then 
by her uncle — honestly convinced — on both sides of the argu- 
ment ; and so, for the time, able to sympathise with each. 
But she lost her youth in a very few months ; she kx>ked set 
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and middle-aged long before she ought to have done; and 
rarely smiled and never sang again. 

All sorts of new arrangements were required by the blow 
which told so miserably upon the energies of all the household 
at Nab-End. Nathan could no longer go about and direct his 
two men, taking a good turn of work himself at busy times. 
Hester lost her interest in the dairy ; for which, indeed, her 
increasing loss of sight unfitted her. Bessy would either do 
field-work, or attend to the cows and the shippon, or chum, 
or make cheese; she did all well, no longer merrily, but with 
something of stern cleverness. But she was not sorry when 
her uncle, one evening, told her aunt and her that a neigh- 
bouring farmer, Job Kirkby, had made him an offer to take so 
much of his land off his hands as would leave him only pas- 
tare enongh for two cows, and no arable to attend to ; while 
Farmer Kirkby did not wish to interfere with anything in the 
house, only would be glad to use some of the out-building for 
bis fettening cattle. 

" We can do w* Hawky and Daisy ; it'll leave us eight or ten 
pound o' butter to take to market i' summer time, and keep us 
fra' thinking too much, which is what I'm dreading on as I get 
into years." 

•* Ay,V said his wife. " Thou'U not have to go so far afield, 
if it's only the Aster-Toft as is on thy hands. And Bess will 
hare to gie up her pride i' cheese, and tak' to making cream- 
butter. I'd allays a fancy for trying at cream -butter, but th' 
whey had to be used ; else, where I come fra', they'd never ha' 
looked near whey-butter," 

When Hester vrzs left alone with Bessy, she said, in allu- 
sion to this change of plan— 

"I'm thankful to the Ix>rd that it is as it is: for I were 
alla3^ afeared Nathan would have to gic up the house and 
farm altogether, and then the lad would na' know where 
to find us when he came back fra' Merikay, He's gone 
there for to make his fortune, I'll be bound. Keep up 
thy heart, lass, he'll be home some day; and have sown 
his wild oats. Eh ! but thatten's a pretty story i' the 
Gospel about the Prodigal, who'd to eat the pigs' vittle at 
one time, but ended i' clover in his father's V\o>3fifc. ^asl 
J'/n sare our Xathan '11 be ready to forgive \\\icv» wv^ \q.h^ 
bfm, and make much of him, may be a dea\ xtvoxe tvox tcv^. 
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who never gave in la 's death. Tl'll be liken la a resune 

Fanner Kirkby, then, look by far the greater pan of 
the l^nd belonging to Nab-End Fann ; and the work about 
the tesl, and about the two remaiQing cows, was easily done 
by three pairs of willing hands, wilb a little occasional 
assistBDce. The Kirkby family were pleasant enough to 
have la deal with. There was a son, a stiff, grave bachelor, 
who wns very pariicular and melhodioal about his work, and 
rarely spoke 1o any cne. But Nathan took it into bis hnd 
thai John Kiikby was looking after Bessy, and was a f 
deal troubled in his mind in consequence; for it was 
iirst lime he had to face the eSects of his belief in his : 
death ; and he discovered, to his own surprise. Ibat he had 

look upon Bessy as the wife of another man, than the one 
to whom she had been betrothed In her youth. As, however. 
John Kirkby seemed in no hurry to make his intentions 
(if indeed he had any) cleHr to Bessy, il was only now mid 
then that his jealousy ou behalf of his lost son seiied upon 
Nathan, 
But people, old, and in deep hopeless sorrow, gam 

their irritability. There were days when Bessy had to bear 
a good deal from her uncle; but she loved hint so dearlf 
and respected him so much, that, high as her temper Vi 
to all other people, she never returned him a rough or 
impatient word. And she had a reward in the conviction 
of his deep, true affection for her, and her aunt's entire and 

Ooe day, however — it was near the end of November- 
Bessy had had a good deal to bear, that seemed moa 
than usually unreasonable, on behalf of her uncle. The 
truth was, Ibat one of Kirkby's cows was ill, and Jolm 
Kh-kby was a good deal shout in the fermyard; Bess; 
was interested about the animal, and had helped in preparing 
a mash over tbeir own fire, thai had la be given warm to 
ihe sick creature; If John had been out of the way. there 
would have been no otu Tooie anuaus abotit tlu> afEui 
than Nathan ; both because te itas ti3J.-QjsSq "^tA^^obkwi&iiA 
neighbouTly, and also bccarwB ^« ■"«■ ^!»St«' V™ii. A 
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tils reputation for knowledg:e in the diseases of cattle. But 
because John was about, and Bessy helping a little in 
what had to be done, Nathan would do nothing, and chose 
to assume that "nothing to think on ailed th' beast, but 
lads and lasses were allays fain to be feared on some- 
thing." Now John was upwards of forty, and Bessy nearly 
dght-and-twenty, so the terms lads and lasses did not exactly 
apply to their case. 

When Bessy brought the milk in from their own cows, 
tofwards half-past five o'clock, Nathan bade her make the 
doors, and not be running out i' the dark and cold about 
other folks' business; and, though Bessy was a little sur- 
prised and a good deal annoyed at his tone, she sat down 
to her supper without making a remonstrance. It had 
long been Nathan's custom to look out the last thing at 
night, to see " what mak' o' weather it wur ; " and when, 
towards half-past eight, he got his stick and went out— two 
or three steps from the door, which opened into the house- 
place where they were sitting — Hester put her hand on her 
hiece's shoulder and said — 

" He's gotten a touch o' the rheumatics, as twinges him 
and makes him speak so sharp. I didna like to ask thee 
afore him, but how's yon poor beast ? " 

"Very ailing, belike. John Kirkby wur off for th* cow- 
doctor when I cam in. I reckon they'll have to stop up 
wi't a' night." 

Since their sorrows her uncle had taken to reading a 
chapter in the Bible aloud, the last thing at night. He 
could not read fluently, and often hesitated long over 
a word, which he miscalled at length ; but the very fact 
of opening the book seemed to soothe those old bereaved 
parents ; for it made them feel quiet and safe in the presence 
of God, and took them out of the cares and troubles of 
this world into that futurity which, however dim and 
vague, was to their faithful hearts as a sure and certain 
rest This little quiet time — Nathan sitting with his horn 
spectacles, the tallow candle between him and the Bible, 
and throwing a strong light on his reverent, earnest face; 
Hester sitting on the other side of the fvre, \\ei YveaAXiOw^ 
'a attentive listening, now and then shaking \l» axA xwaaxCvw^ 
I/tt/e, but when a promise came, or aiv^ S^^o^ >^dScwss» 
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of great joy, saying "Amen" with fervour; Bessy by ber 
aunt, perhaps her mind a little wandering to some household 
cares, (m: it might be on thoughts of those who woe 
absent — this little quiet pause, I say, was grateful and 
soothing to this household, as a lullal^ to a tired child. 
Rut this night, Bessy, sitting opposite to the long, low 
window, only shaded by a few geraniums that gieir io 
the sill, and to the door alongside that window tbioogh 
which her uncle had passed not a quarter of an hour bc&re, 
saw the wooden latch of the door gently and aUnost 
noiselessly lifted up, as if some one were trying it from the 
outside. 

She was startled ; and watched again, intently, bat it 
was perfectly still now. She thought it must have been 
that it bad not fallen into its proper place, when her made 
had come in and locked the door. It was just enou|^ to 
make her uncomfortable, no more ; and she almost pff* 
suaded herself it must have been fancy. Before going vip- 
stairs, however, she went to the window to look out ieto the 
darkness ; but all was still. Nothing to be seen ; nothiDg to 
be heard. So the tbree went quietly upstairs to bed. 

The house was little better than a cottage. The front 
door opened on a house-place, over which was the old 
couple's bedroom. To the left, as you entered this pleasant 
house-place, and at close right angles with the entrance, 
was a door that led into the small parlour, which was 
Hester's and Bessy's pride, although not half as comfort- 
able as the house-place, and never on any occasion used 
as a sitting-room. There were shells and bunches of honesty 
in the fireplace ; the best chest of drawers, and a company 
set of gaudy-coloured china, and a bright common carpet 
on the floor ; but all failed to give it the aspect of it"-' 
homely comfort and delicate cleanliness of the house-place. 
Over this parlour was the bedroom which Benjamin bad 
slept in when a boy, when at home. It was kept still in 
a kind of readiness for him. The bed was yet there, in 
which none had slept since he had last done, eight cr 
nine years ago ; and every now and then the warming- 
pan was taken quietly and silently up by his old mother, 
and the bed thoroughly aired. But this she did in her 
Ausband's absence, aT\d V\\\vow\. ^tv^\cv^ a word to any one; 
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nor did Bessy ofier to help her, thongh her eyes often 
filled with tears as she saw her aunt still going through 
the hopeless service. But the room had become a receptacle 
for all unused things; and there was always a comer of it 
i^ipropriated to the winter's store of apples. To the left of 
the house-i^ace, as yoa stood facing the fire, on the side 
opposite to the window and outer door, were two other doors ; 
the one on the right led into a kind of back kitchen, and 
had a lean-to roof» and a door o()ening on to the farm-yard 
and back premises; the left-hand door gave on the stairs, 
underneath which was a closet, in which various household 
treasures were kept, and beyond that the dairy, over which 
Bessy slept ; her little chamber window opening just above 
the sloping roof of the back-kitchen. There were neither 
blinds nor shutters to any of the windows either upstairs 
or down ; the house was built of stone, and there was heavy 
firamework of the same material round the little casement 
windows, and the long, low window of the house-place was 
divided by what, in grander dwellings, would be called 
mullions. 

By nine o'clock this night of which I am speaking, all had 
gone upstairs to bed; it was even later than usual, for the 
burning of candles was regarded so much in the light of an 
extravagance, that the household kept early homrs even for 
ootrntry-foUc But, somehow, this evening, Bessy could not 
deep, although in general she was in deep slumber five 
minutes after her head touched the pillow. Her thoughts 
ran ooi the chances for John Kirkby's cow, and a little fear 
lest the disorder might be epidemic, and spread to their own 
cattle. Across all these homely cares came a vivid, uncom- 
fortable recollection of the way in which the door-latch went 
up and down, without any sufficient agency to accotmt for 
it. She felt more sure now, than she had done downstairs, 
that it was a real movement, and no c£kct of her imagina- 
tioo. She wished that it had not happened just when her 
ande was reading, that she might at once have gone quick 
to the door, and convinced herself of the cause. As it was, 
her thoughts ran imeasily on the supernatural; and thence 
to Benjamin, her dear cousin and play fiel low, her early lover. 
She had long given him up as lost for ever to het, \i v.<a 
actually dead; but this very giving him up lot e."««it \w\r\sv<\ 
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a free> full forgiveness of all his wrongs to her. *She thougt 
tenderly of him, as of one who might have been led astra 
in his later years, but who existed rather in her recollectio 
as the innocent child, the spirited lad, the handsome, dask 
ing young man. If John Kirkby's quiet attentions had eve 
betrayed his wishes to Bessy — if indeed he ever had an; 
wishes on the subject — her first feeling would have been ^ 
compare ~ his weather-beaten, middle-aged face and figan 
with the face and figure she remembered well, but neva 
more expected to see in this life. So thinking, she became 
very restless, and weary of bed, and, after long tossing and 
turning, ending in a belief that she should never get to sleep 
at all that night, she went off soundly and suddenly. 

As suddenly was she wide awake, sitting up in bed, listen- 
ing to some noise that must have awakened her, but whidi 
was not repeated for some time. Surely it was in her unde's 
room — ^her uncle was up ; but, for a minute or two, there 
was no further sound. Then she heard him open his door, 
and go downstairs, with hurried, stumbling steps. She now 
thought that her aunt must be ill, and hastily sprang out of 
bed, and was putting on her petticoat with hurried, trem- 
bling hands, and had just opened her chamber door, when 
she heard the front door undone, and a scuffle, as of the 
feet of several people, and many rude, passionate words, 
spoken hoarsely below the breath. Quick as thought she 
understood it all — the house was lonely— her uncle had the 
reputation of being well-to-do— they had pretended to be 
belated, and had asked their way or something. What a 
blessing that John Kirkby's cow was sick, for there were 
several men watching with him ! She went back, opened 
her window, squeezed herself out, slid down the lean-to roof, 
and ran barefoot and breathless to the shippon — 

"John, John, for the love of God, come quick; there's 
robbers in the house, and uncle and aunt '11 be murdered!" 
she whispered, in terrified accents, through the closed and 
barred shippon door. In a moment it was undone, and 
John and the cow-doctor stood there, ready to act, if they 
but understood her rightly. Again she repeated her words, 
with broken, half-unintelligible explanations of what she as 
yet did not rightly understand. 

"Front door is open, ia.ysX X\io\x'i" said John, arming 



THE CROOKED BRANCH. 449 

himself with a pitchfork, while the cow-doctor took some 
other implement. "Then I reckon we'd best make for 
that way o' getting into th' house, and catch 'em all in a 
trap." 

•* Run ! run ! " was all Bessy could say, taking hold of 
John Kirkby's arm, and pulling him along with her. Swiftly 
did the three run to the house round the comer, and in at 
the open front door. The men carried the horn lantern 
they bad been using in the shippon, and by the sudden 
oblong light that it threw, Bessy saw the principal object 
of her anxiety, her uncle, lying stunned and helpless on 
the kitchen-floor. Her first thought was for him ; for she 
had no idea that her aunt was in any immediate danger. 
although she heard the noise of feet, and fierce, subdued 
voices upstairs. 

" Make th' door behind us, lass. We'll not let 'em escape ! " 
said brave John Kirkby, dauntless in a good cause, though he 
knew not how many there might be above. The cow-doctor 
fastened and locked the door, saying, ' ' There ! " in a defiant 
tone, as he put the key in his pocket. It was to be a struggle 
for life or death, or, at any rate, for effectual capture or 
desperate escape. Bessy kneeled down by ' her uncle, who 
did not speak nor give any sign of consciousness. Bessy 
raised his head by drawing a pillow off the settle, and putting 
it under him ; she longed to go for water into the back kitchen, 
hut the sound of a violent struggle, and of heavy blows, and 
of low, hard curses spoken through closed teeth, and muttered 
passion, as though breath were too much needed for action to 
be wasted in speech, kept her still and quiet by her uncle's 
side in the kitchen, where the darkness might almost be felt, 
so thick and deep was it. Once — in a pause of her own heart's 
beating — a sudden terror came over her ; she perceived, in 
that strange way in which the presence of a living creature 
liDTces itself on our consciousness in the darkest room, that 
some one was near her, keeping as still as she. It was not 
the poor old man's breathing that she heard, nor the radiation 
(tf his presence that she felt ; some one else was in the kitchen ; 
another robber, perhaps, left to guard the old man, with 
murderous intent if his consciousness returned. Now Bessy 
was fully aware that self-preservation would keep Yvex xetfCc^si 
companion quht, as there was no moiWe iox Vos. "beXx^NvcvT. 
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himself stronger than the desire of escape ; any effort for which 
he, the unseen witness, must know would be rendered abortive 
by the fact of the door being locked. 

Yet with the knowledge that he was there, close to her, stilli 
silent as the grave — with fearful, it might be deadly, un- 
spoken thoughts in his heart — possibly even with keener aod 
stronger sight than hers, as longer accustomed to the darkness, 
able to discern her figure and posture, and glaring at her like 
some wild beast — Bessy could not fail to shrink from the visioD 
that her fancy presented ! And still the struggle went on up- 
stairs ; feet slipping, blows sounding, and the wrench of iotea- 
tioned aims, the strong gasps for breath, as the wrestlers paused 
for an instant In one of these pauses, Bessy felt conscious of a 
creeping movement close to her, which ceased when the wxx 
of the strife above died away, and was resumed when it again 
began. She was aware of it by some subtle vibration of the 
air, rather than by touch or sound. She was snre that be 
who had been close to her one minute as she knelt, was, the 
next, passing stealthily towards the inner door which led to 
the staircase. She thought he was going to join and strengthen 
his accomplices, and, with a great cry, she sprang after him; 
but just as she came to the doonvay, through which some 
dim portion of light from the upp)er chambers came, she saw 
one man thrown downstairs, with such violence that he ftl' 
almost at her very feet, while the dark, creeping figure glided 
suddenly away to the left, and as suddenly entered the closci 
beneath the stairs. Bessy had no time to wonder as to bis 
purpose in so doing, whether he had at first designed to aid his 
accomplices in their desperate fight or not. He was an enemy, 
a robber, that was all she knew, and she sprang to the door 
of the closet, and in a trice had locked it on the outside. And 
then she stood frightened, panting in that dark comer, sick 
with terror lest the man who lay before her was either John 
Kirkby or tlie cow-doctor. If it were either of those friendly 
two, what would become of the other — of her uncle, her aunt. 
herself? But, in a very few minutes, this wonder was ended; 
her two defenders came slowly and heavily down the stair?, 
dragging with them a man, fierce, sullen, despairing — disabled 
with terrible blows, which had made his face one bloody, 
swollen mass. As for that, neither John nor the cow-doctor 
were much more preseiWaXAe. Oiv^ Q^ vVv^to. bore the lantern 
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in his teeth« for all their strength was taken up by the weight 
of the fellow they were bearing. 

"Take care," said Bessy, from her corner ; "there's a chap 
just beneath your feet I dunno know if he's dead or alive, and 
uncle lies on the floor just beyond." 

They stood still on the stairs lor a moment. Just then the 
robber they had thrown downstairs stirred and moaned. 

"Bessy," said John, "run off to th' stable and fetch ropes 
and gearing fior to bind *em, and we'll rid the house on 'em, 
and thoa can's! go see after th' oud folks, who need it 
sadly." 

Bessy was back in a very few minutes. When she came in, 
there was more light in the house-place, for some one had 
stirred up the raked fire. 

"That felly makes as though his leg were broken," said 
John, nodding towards the man still lying on the ground. 
Bessy felt almost sorry for him as they handled him — not over 
gentljT — and bound him, only half-conscious, as hardly and 
tightly as they had done his fierce, stu-ly companion. She even 
felt so sorry for his evident agony, as they turned him over 
uid over, that she ran to get him a cup of water to moisten 
tkis lips. 

" I'm loth to leave yo' with him alone," said John, " though 
['m thinking his leg is broken for sartain, and he can't stir, 
>ven if he comes to hissel, to do yo' any harm. But we'll just 
:ake off this chap, and mak sure of him, and then one on us '11 
3onie back to yo\ and we can, may be, find a gate or so for 
yo' to get shut on him out o' th' house. This felly's made 
iafe enough, I'll be bound," said he, looking at the burglar, 
who stood, bloody and black, with fell hatred on his sullen 
[lace. His eye caught Bessy's as hers fell on him with dread 
K> evident that it made him smile, and the look and the smile 
prevented the words from being spoken which were on Bessy's 

ips. 

She dared not tell, before him, that an able-bodied accomplice 
itill remained in the house, lest, somehow, the door whu;h kept 
iiim a prisoner should be broken open and the fight renewed. 
§o she only said to John, as he was leaving the house — 

" Thou'U not be long away, for I'm afeared of being left wf 
this man." 

" He'JJ noan do thee harm," said John. 
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"No! but I'm feared lest he should die. And there's uncle 
and aunt. Come back soon, John ! " 

"Ay, ay!" said he, half-pleased; "I'll be back, never 
fear me." 

So Bessy shut the door after them, but did not lock it, for 
fear of mischances in the house, and went once more to her 
uncle, whose breathing, by this time, was easier than when 
she had first returned into the house-place with John and 
the doctor. By the light of the fire, too, she could now 
see that he had received a blow on the bead, which was 
probably the occasion of his stupor. Round this wound, 
which was bleeding pretty freely, Bessy put cloths dipped 
in cold water, and then leaving him for a time, she lighted 
a candle, and was about to go upstairs to her aunt, when, 
just as she was passing the bound and disabled robber, she 
heard her name softly, urgently called — 

"Bessy, Bessy!" At first the voice sounded so close that 
she thought it must be the unconscious wretch at her feet 
But once again that voice thrilled through her — 

" Bessy, Bessy ! for God's sake, let me out ! " 

She went to the stair-closet door, and tried to speak, bat 
could not, her heart beat so terribly. Again, close to her 
ear — 

"Bessy, Bessy! they'll be back directly; let me out, I say! 
For God's sake, let me out ! " And he began to kick violently 
against the panels. 

" Hush ! hush ! " she said, sick with a terrible dread, yet with 
a will strongly resisting her conviction. " Who art you ? " But 
she knew — knew quite well. 

" Benjamin." An oath. " Let me out, I say, and I'll be off, 
and out of England by to-morrow night, never to come back, 
and you'll have all my father's money." 

"D'ye think I care for that?" said Bessy vehemently, 
feeling with trembling hands for the lock; "I wish there 
was noan such a thing as money i' the world, afore yo'd 
come to this. There, yo're free, and I charge yo' never 
to let me see your face again. I'd ne'er ha' let yo' loose 
but for fear o' breaking their hearts, if yo' hanna killed him 
already." But, before she had ended her speech, he was 
^one — off into the black darkness, leaving the door open 
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wide. With a new terror in her mind, Bessy shut it afresh 
— shut it and bohed it this time. Then she sat down on 
the first chair, and relieved her soul by giving a great and 
exceeding bitter cry. But she knew it was no time for 
giving way, and lifting herself up with as much effort as 
if each of her limbs was a heavy weight, she went into 
the back kitchen, and took a drink of cold water. To her 
surprise, she heard her uncle's voice saying feebly — 

** Carry me up, and lay me by her." 

But Bessy could not carry him: she could only help his 
faint exertions to walk upstairs: and by the time he was 
there, sitting panting on the first chair she could find, John 
Kirkby and Atkinson returned. John came up now to her 
aid. Her aunt lay across the bed in a fainting fit, and her 
uncle sat in so utterly broken-down a state that Bessy feared 
immediate death for both. But John cheered her up, and 
lifted the old man into his bed again, and, while Bessy tried 
to compose poor Hester's limbs into a position of rest, Jolm 
went down to hunt about for the little store of gin which was 
always kept in a comer cupboard against emergencies. 

"They've had a sore fright," said he, shaking his head, 
as he poured a little gin and hot water into their mouths 
with a tea-spoon, while Bessy chafed their cold feet; "and 
it and the cold have been welly too much for 'em, poor old 
folk 1 " 

He looked tenderly at them, and Bessy blessed him in her 
heart for that look. 

" I maun be off. I sent Atkinson up to th' farm for to 
bring down Bob, and Jack came wi' him back to th' shippon 
for to look after t'other man. He began blackguarding us 
all round, so Bob and Jack were gagging him wi' bridles 
when I left." 

"Ne'er give heed to what he says," cried poor Bessy, a 
new panic besetting her. "Folks o* his sort are allays for 
dragging other folk into their mischief. I'm right glad he 
were well gagged." 

"Well! but what I were saying were this: Atkinson and 
me will take t'other chap, who seems quiet enough, to th' 
shippon, and it'll be one piece o' work for to mind them 
and the cow; and I'll saddle old bay mare and rvde, ^ot 
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constables and doctor fra' Higbminster. Til bring Dr. 
Preston up to see Natban and Hester first, and tfaen I 
reckon th' broken-legged chap down below must have bis 
turn, for all as he's met wi' bis misfortanes in a wrong line 
o* life." 

*' Ay ! "* said Bessy. " We maun ha' the doctor sure enoogb, 
for look at them how they lie ! like two stone statnes on a church 
monument, so sad and solemn." 

" There's a look o* sense come back into their faces though, 
sin' they sapped that gin-and-water. I'd keep on a«batbiiig 
his head and giving them a sop on't fra' time to time, if I 
was you, Bessy." 

Bessy followed him downstairs, and lighted the men out of 
the house. She dared not light them carrying their burden 
even, until they passed round the comer of the boose; so 
strong was her fearful conviction that Benjamin was lurking 
near, seeking again to enter. She rushed bade hito the 
kitchen, bolted and barred the door, and pushed the end 
of the dresser against it, shutting her eyes as she passed 
the uncurtained window, for fear of catching a ghrapse of 
a white face pressed against the glass, and gazing at her. 
The poor old couple lay quiet and speechless, although 
Hester's position had slightly altered : she had turned a 
little on her side towards her husband, and had laid one 
shrivelled arm around his neck. But he was just as Bessy 
had left him, with the wet cloths around his head, his 
eyes not wanting in a certain intelligence, but solemn, and 
unconscious to all that was passing around as the eyes of 
death. 

His wife spoke a little from time to time — said a word of 
thanks, perhaps, or so ; but he, never. All the rest of that 
terrible night, Bessy tended the poor old couple with constant 
care, her own heart so stunned and bruised in its feelings that 
she wont about her pious duties almost like one in a dream. 
The November morning was long in coming ; nor did she 
perceive any change, either for the worse or the better, before 
the doctor came, about eight o'clock. John Kirkby brought 
him ; and was full of the capture of the two burglars. 

As far as Bessy could make out, the participation of that un- 
natural Third was unknown. It was a relief, almost sickening 
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in the revulsion it gave her from her terrible fear, which now 
she fek had haunted and held possession of her all night long, 
and bad, in fact, paralysed her from thinking. Now she felt 
and thought with acnte and feverish vividness, owing, no 
doubt, in part, to the sleepless night she had passed. She 
f^ almost sure that her unde (possibly her aunt, too) had 
recognised Benjamin ; but there was a faint chance that they 
had not done so, and wild horses should never tear the secret 
from her, nor should any inadvertent word betray the fact that 
there had been a third person concerned. As to Nathan, he 
had never uttered a word. It was her aunt*s silence that 
madie Bessy fear lest Hester knew, somehow^ that her son was 
concerned. 

The doctor examined them both closely; looked hard at 
the wound on Nathan's head ; asked questions which Hester 
answoied shortly and tmwillingly, and Nathan not at all : 
shutting bis eyes, as if even the sight of a stranger was pain 
to him. Bessy replied in their stead to all that she could 
aiBwer respecting their state ; and followed the doctor down- 
stairs with a beating heart. When they came into the house- 
place, they found John had opened the outer door to let in 
some fresh air, had brushed the hearth and made up the fire, 
and put the chairs and table in their right places. He reddened 
a little as Bessy's eye fell upon his swollen and battered face, 
but tried to smile it off in a dry kind of way — 

••Yo' see, I'm an ould bachelor, and I just thought as I'd 
redd up things a bit. How dun yo' find 'em, doctor ? " 

"Well, the poor old couple have had a terrible shock. I 
shall send them some soothing medicine to bring down the 
pulse, and a lotion for the old man's head. It is very well 
it bled so much ; there might have been a good deal of inflam- 
mation." And so he went on, giving directions to Bessy for 
keeping them quietly in bed through the day. From these direc- 
tions she gathered that they were not, as she had feared all night 
long, near to death. The doctor expected them to recover, 
though they would require care. She almost wished it had 
been otherwise, and that they, and she too, might have just 
lain down to their rest in the churchyard— so cruel did life 
seem to her; so dreadful the recollection of that subdued 
voice of the hidden robber smiting her with recognition. 
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All this time Jeam was gettmg ililDgt iie«^ lot, bfeak&st, 
with Something of tbe IwiMttirairt .<tf a wouhou Qessj hatf 
fOKiited bis offidousneu in praislDg Dr. PnBSlott to.bave a 
cop <tf tea, fllie did 'so want liim.to be none and kave tier 
alo&e with her tbooi^ts., 19)e did odt know that all ma dmie 
for love %>f< her { that the faard-«lisBt]iied ishort-qxilnBa John vas 
tiiiidck^ all the time how ill and miieradile abe looM. aid 
trying with tender artifioes to nuike k SneombeBl 19011 btf 
seme of hosfntahty to share Dr. Piestoa's meaL 

'* I've seen as the cows is nuUeed*" said he» " yourn and •&; 
and Atkinson's bvought ows rouijd fincu Wbatten a nanf 
it were as she were sick just this very night 1 Yon two dttpi 
'ud ha' made short work on't, if yo' hadna fetdied ns hi ; sad 
as it were, wie had a sore tussle. Oiit On. '<sm 'U besr thenvds 
on't to Ids dying day, wunnoi he, doetpr?" 

** Hell iaarely have his leg iiMl enough to stand hifr trial at 
York Assises ; thqr're coming off in a fortnight fiom now." 

"Ay, land that reminds me, Bess^r, yoll have to go witnen 
before Justice Royds, Con^iables bade me tell 3Po'» and gie 
yo' this snmmons. Dnnnot be.feaied; it will not ba.alosg 
job, though I'm not saying as itii be a pleasant onai Yo^ 
have to answer questions as to how, and all about it; and 
Jane" (his sister) "will come and stop wi' th* oud folks; and 
I'll drive yo* in the shandry." 

No one knew why Bessy's colour blenched, and her eye 
clouded. No one knew how she apprehended lest she should 
have to say that Benjamin had been of the gang, if. indeed, 
in some way, the law had not followed on his heels quick 
enough to catch him. 

But that trial was spared her ; she was warned by John to 
answer questions, and say no more than was necessary, for 
fear of making her story less clear ; and as she was known, 
by character at least, to Justice Royds and his clerk, they 
made the examination as little formidable as possible. 

"When all was over, and John was driving her back again, he 
expressed his rejoicing that there would be evidence enough 
to convict the men, without summoning Nathan and Hester 
to identify them. Bessy was so tired that she hardly under- 
stood what an escape it was ; how far greater than even her 
companion understood. 
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Jane Kirkby stayed with her for a week or more, and w^s an 
unspeakable comfort. Otherwise she sometimes thought she 
should have gone mad, with the face of her uncle always re- 
minding her, in its stony expression of agony, of that fearful 
night. Her aunt was softer in her sorrow, as became one of 
her faithful and pious nature ; but it was easy to see how her 
heart bled inwardly. She recovered her strength sooner than 
her husband; but as she recovered, the doctor perceived the 
rapid approach of total blindness. Every day, nay, every 
hour of the day, that Bessy dared, without fear of exciting 
their suspicions of her knowledge, she told them, as she had 
anxiously told them at first, that only two men, and those 
perfect strangers, had been discovered as being concerned in 
the burglary. Her uncle would never have asked a question 
about it, even if she had withheld all information respecting 
the affair ; but she noticed the quick, watching, waiting glance 
of his eye, whenever she returned from any person or place 
where she might have been supposed to gain intelligence if 
Benjamin were suspected or caught : and she hastened to re- 
lieve the old man's anxiety, by always telling all that she had 
heard; thankful that as the days passed on the danger she 
sickened to think of grew less and less. 

Day by day, Bessie had ground for thinking that her aunt 
knew more than she had apprehended at first There was 
something so very humble and touching in Hester's bhnd way 
of feeling about for her husband — stern, woe-begone Nathan — 
and mutely striving to console him in the deep agony of which 
Bessy learnt, from this loving, piteous manner, that her aunt 
was conscious. Her aunt's face looked blankly up into his, 
tears slowly running down from her sightless eyes ; while from 
time to time, when she thought herself unheard by any save 
him, she would repeat such texts as she had heard at church 
in happier days, and which she thought, in her true, simple 
piety, might tend to console him. Yet, day by day, her aunt 
grew more and more sad. 

Three or four days before assize-time, two summonses to 
attend the trial at York were sent to the old people. Neither 
Bessy, nor John, nor Jane, could understand this : for their 
own notices had come long before, and they had been told that 
their evidence would be enough to convict. 

^ -2. 
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Bpt* tias ! Itelnct wbs, that te kwyer BBiplogFod Id .dfifend 
the ipciaoiMxs had beard from Ahem that shm iias u tbicd 
penon «Bgflf8ed* and had hcaed irho that third yaoDa vasi 
and ft iM» ithis adwcate's bmkaB».ta disoiiiiidi, if fcwBifale, 
the fiiiit of his cUema* by fromi^ tel 4begF were but 4ool8 
ia dM hands lof ene who iiad, isom his S B^ p eriq r kaomMgt 
ei the jpfnnises mad ibe dailf custMis ^ ihe ^iababltaBts, 
been tlw oeigiaator and. phuuer «f -the vliole aflini^ To 
do this It was Bcoessety to ha»e the emdeooe of the parents; 
who, IBS the inisonecB had aaid» mnst have neoQgnlsed the 
voice of the yotmg man, their son. For no one knew tbst 
Besqr, too, oenld hasie bome wk&esa io his having been 
present ; and, as k ^was aupposed that Beigasiin had eecaped 
oat of England, theieivras no eiEact betrayal of him on the psit 
of hja aooon^tteis. 

Wondering, bewfldeied^ and wna^ ^e cdd eoaple icaadied 
Yoric, in eompany with J^a and Bessy, on the tote of the dajr 
of trial. Nathan was stfil so sdf-oontaineGl^ 4hait Bessy ooold 
never guess whathad been passing in his nuad. He was ahncut 
passive onder his old wife's ti«mbUng oaresseB; be acenwri 
hardly cwttcjoasof them, so ijgd was Jus defneanomr. 

She, Bessy feared at times, was becoming childish ; for she 
had evidently so great and anxious a love for her husband, 
that her memory seemed going in her endeavours to melt the 
stonyness of his aspect and manners ; she appeared occasiooally 
to have forgotten why he was so changed, in her piteous little 
attempts to bring him back to his former self. 

"They'll, for sure, never torture them when they see what 
old folks they are 1" cried Bessy, on the morning of the trial, a 
dim fear looming over her mind. " They'll never be so cruel, 
for sure ? " 

But "for sure" it was so. The barrister looked up at the 
judge, almost apologetically, as he saw how hoary-headed 
and woeful an old man was put into the witness-box, when 
the defence came on, and Nathan Huntroyd was called on for 
his evidence. 

"It is necessary, on behalf of my clients, my lord, that I 
should pursue a course which, for all other reasons, 1 
deplore." 

" Go on ! " said the judge. " What is right and legal must 
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be done." But, an old man himself, he covered his quivering 
mouth with his hand as Nathan, with grey, unmoved face, 
and solemn, hollow eyes, placing his two hands on each side 
of the witness-box, prepared to give his answers to questions, 
the nature of which he was beginning to foresee, but would 
not shrink from replying to truthfully; "the very stones" (as 
he said to himself, with a kind of dulled sense of the Eternal 
Justice) "rise up against such a sinner." 

" Your name is Nathan Huntroyd, I believe? " 

"It is." 

" You live at Nab-End Farm ? " 

"I do." 

" Do you remember the night of November the twelfth?" 

"Yes." 

"You were awakened that night by some noise, I believe. 
What was it?" 

The old man's eyes fixed themselves upon his questioner 
with the look of a creature brought to bay. That look the 
barrister never forgets. It will haunt him till his dying 
day. 

" It was a throwing up of stones against our window." 

" Did you hear it at first?" 

" No." 

" What awakened you, then?" 

"She did." 

" And then you both heard the stones. Did you hear nothing 
else?" 

A long pause. Then a low, clear " Yes." 

"What?" 

" Our Benjamin asking us fot to let him in. She said as it 
were him, leastways." 

" And you thought it was him, did you not ? " 

"I told her" (this time in a louder voice) "for to get to 
sleep, and not be thinking that every drunken chap as passed 
by were our Benjamin, for that he were dead and gone.** 

"And she?" 

'* She said as though she'd heerd our Benjamin, afore she 
were welly awake, axing for to be let in. But I bade her ne'er 
heed her dreams, but turn on her other side and get to sleep 
again." 
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"AndcUdshe?" 

A loiig panie— lodge, jaty, bar, audienc e, aU held tiidr bmiSh. 
At leng^ Hathaa said^ 

'•No!" 

"WbatdMyoadotheB? (My lord, I am eonqidied to nk 
tiMSBe {MdnM qoes^iis.) '* 

*< I saw she wBdoa. be qaiet : she had allaysthoiifi^t he wwikl 
come, badk to us. like the Pkodisai i' tb*^ Qospeia;*^ (His 
voice dkcked a litde, bathe tried tamaloe it steady, sneoeedfid, 
and went on.) "She said, if I wadna get np she woidd; and 
just then I heerd a voice. I'm not <pile mysd, ^^eiitleraen— 
I've been ill and f bed, an' it makes me tr^idalii^-likie. Some 
one said, 'Father, mother^ I'm here, starsii^ i'.tiie cM-^ 
wunnot yo' get up and let me in?' " 



"And that vi»cewas-<-^2" . ^ . - . 

" It were like our Bmjamin's. I see whatten yo'ee 
at, sir, and TU tell yo' truth, though it kiUs me to speak it I 
dannot say it were our B«i|amin as spoke, mind yo' — ^I only 
i^y it were lilse "*— 

"That's all I want, my good fellow. And on the streogtb 
of that entreaty, spoken in your son's voice, yim went down 
and opened the door to these two prisoners at the bar, and to a 
third man ? " 

Nathan nodded assent, and even that counsel was too 
merciful to force him to put more into words. 

"Call Hester Huntroyd." 

An old woman, with a face of which the eyes were evidently 
blind, with a sweet, gentle, careworn face, came into the wit- 
ness-box, and meekly curtseyed to the presence of those 
whom she had been taught to respect — a presence she could 
not see. 

There was something in her humble, blind aspect, as she 
stood waiting to have something done to her — ^what her poor 
troubled mind hardly knew — that touched all who saw her, 
inexpressibly. Again the counsel apologised, but the judge 
could not reply in words ; his face was quivering all over, and 
the jury looked uneasily at the prisoners' counsel. That gentle- 
man saw that he might go too far, and send their sympathies off 
on the other side ; but one or two questions he must ask. So, 
hastily recapitulating much that he had learned from Nathan, 
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he said, "You believed it was your son's voice asking to be 
let in?" 

"Ay! Our Benjamin came home, I'm sure; choose where 
he is gone." 

She turned her head about, as if listening for the voice of her 
child, in the hushed silence of the court. 

"Yes; he came home that night— and your husband went 
down to let him in ? " 

"Well! I believe he did. There was a great noise of folk 
downstair." 

"And you heard your son Benjamin's voice among the 
others ? " 

"Is it to do him harm, sir?" asked she, her face growing 
more intelligent and intent on the business in hand. 

"That is not my object in questioning you. I believe he has 
left England, so nothing you can say will do him any harm. 
You heard your son's voice, I say ? " 

"Yes, sir. For sure I did. " 

" And some men came upstairs into your room ? What did 
they say?" 

" They axed where Nathaiv kept his stocking." 

" And you— did you tell them ?" 

" No, sir, for I knew Nathan would not like me to." 

• • What did you do then ? " 

A shade of reluctance came over her face, as if she began to 
perceive causes and consequences. 

" I just screamed on Bessy—that's my niece, sir." 

" And you heard some one shout out from the bottom of tlie 
stairs?" 

She looked piteously at him, but did not answer. 

" Gentlemen of the jury, I wish to call your particular 
attention to this fact : she acknowledges she heard some one 
shout — some third person, you observe — shout out to the two 
above. What did he say? That is the last question I shall 
trouble you with. What did the third person, left behind, 
downstairs, say?" 

Her face worked — her mouth opened two or three times as if 
to speak — she stretched out her arms imploringly ; but no word 
came, and she fell back into the arms of those nearest to her. 
Nathan forced himself forward into the witness-box — 
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*' My Lord Jtidge, a wonan hem ye, ta I fcdbaii^; it's arerad 
shame to serve a mother sa It wnr my son, my only diOd, as 
caBsd aotfernsfcqien door, and ate tiKwledt out forfto bdd 
th' oud woman's throat if she did na stop her noise, nhsii heo'd 
hkk htt eried for her nieoe to hdp. And imryo'ae tmth, and 
a' th' tmth. and m leaveyo* to th' Jo^^ment d GM fios di' 
wi^ yo ^e ipelteii at it* 

Before night the mother was stricken with pmady t U , and hj 
OB her deadi-bed. Bat the biokeii4ieatt«d go Hoaw^ to be 
comforted of God. 
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THE afternoon sun shed down his glorious rays on the 
grassy churchyard, making the shadow, cast by the old 
yew-tree under which we sat, seem deeper and deeper by 
contrast. The everlasting hum of myriads of summer insects 
made luxurious lullaby. 

Of the view that lay beneath our gaze, I cannot speak 
adequately. The foreground was the grey-stone wall of the 
vicarage garden ; rich in the colouring made by innumerable 
lichens, ferns, ivy of most tender green and most delicate 
tracery, and the vivid scarlet of the crane's-bill, which found 
a home in every nook and crevice — and at the summit of that 
old wall flaunted some unpruned tendrils of the vine, and long 
flower-laden branches of the climbing rose-tree, trained against 
the inner side. Beyond, lay meadow green and mountain grey, 
and the blue dazzle of Morecambe Bay, as it sparkled between 
us and the more distant view. 

For a while we were silent, living in sight and murmuring 
sound. Then Jeremy took up our conversation where, sud- 
denly feeling weariness, as we saw that deep green shadowy 
resting-place, we had ceased speaking a quarter of an hour 
before. 

It is one of the luxuries of holiday-time that thoughts are 
not rudely shaken from us by outward violence of hurry 
and busy impatience, but fall maturely from our lips in the 
sunny leisure of our days. The stock may be bad, but tlie 
fruit is ripe. 

*' Howj£Quld-3aMi.then define a hero?" I asked. 

There was a long pause, and I had almost forgotten my 
question in watching a cloud-shadow floating over tb& fex- 
away hills, when Jeremy made answer — 

463 
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of ft hf r p fa 9 ^e lyha act s up to the highest Mg^ 
^ bfifin aW" ♦^ fcMan ^JMTipatter at what sacrifioft, 
by this definitioii, we may include all fdtiases olf 
character, even to the heroes of old, whose sole (and to us, low) 
idea of ^uty conasted in personal prowess.** 

'* Then you would even admit the military heroes?" asked L 

" I wotfd ; with, a cert ain! kind 6t pity fc ♦^ |»;f^i*^;i.>«»«.«^^ 
which Sar glVtai ihem i frTfll*''T iflmg t?f '<"*r StiU, if th^ 
s&6hfa6ed sdf to do what they anoerely bdieved to be right, I 
do not think I could deny them>the title of hero.*' 

"A poor, unchristo l- heroism, whose manifestation consists 
In injury to others I '* 1 said. 

We were both startled by a third irdoe. 

"If I might make so bold,- sir" — and then the spedoer 
stopped. 

It was the Sexton, whom, when we first arrived, we had 
noticed, as an accessory to the scene, but whom we had fct- 
gotten, ft« tgn ^ «» « ♦^ ' " Bgfa h e WCT? fl s i nan imate as one of th e 
mos&coveredJbeadstOQi^^ 

«*If I might be so bold," said he again, waiting leave to 
speak. Jeremy bowed in deference to his white, uncoiveied 
head. And so encouraged, he went on. 

"What that gentleman" (alluding to my last speech) "has 
just now said, brings to my mind one who is dead and gone 
this many a year ago. I, may be, have not rightly understood 
your meaning, gentlemen, but as far as I could gather it, I 
think you'd both have given in to thinking poor Gilbert Dawson 
a hero. At any rate," said he, heaving a long, quivering sigh, 
*• I have reason to think him so." 

'*Will you take a seat, sir, and tell us about him?" said 
Jeremy, standing up until the old man was seated. I confess 
I felt impatient at the interruption. 

•' It will be forty-five year come Martinmas*." said the Sexton, 
sitting down on a grassy mound at our feet, "since I finished 
my 'prenticeship, and settled down at Lindal. You can see 
Lindal, sir, at evenings and mornings across the bay ; a little 
to the right of Grange ; at least, I used to see it, many a time 
and oft, afore my sight grew so dark : and I have spent many 
a quarter of an hour a-gazing at it far away, and thinking of 
the days I lived there, till the tears came so thick to ray eyes, 
/ could gaze no longer. 1 ^2L\\T^gsgt\QfiV> >i^ci i t again, e ither 
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faijaofLgt near, j)ut you may see it, both ways, and a terrible 
bonny spot it is. In my young days, when I went to settle 
there, it was full of as wild a set of young fellows as ever were 
clapped eyes on ; all for fighting, poaching, quarrelling, and 
su<±-like work. I were startled myself when I first found what 
a set I were among, but soon I began to fall into their ways, 
and I ended by being as rough a chap as any on 'erft. I'd 
been there a matter of two year, and were reckoned by most 
the cock of the village, when Gilbert Dawson, as I was speaking 
of, came to Lindal. He were about as strapping a chap as 
I was (I used to be six feet high, though now J'm so shrunk 
and doubled up), and, as we were like in the same trade (both 
used to prepare osiers and wood for the Liverpool coopers, who 
get a deal of stuff from the copses round the bay, sir), we were 
thrown together, and took mightily to each other. I put my 
best leg foremost to be equal with Gilbert, for I'd had some 
schooling, though since I'd been at Lindal I'd lost a good part 
of what I'd learnt ; and I kept my rough ways out of sight for 
a time, I felt so ashamed of his getting to know them. But 
that did not last long. I began to think he fancied a girl I 
dearly loved, but who had always held off from me. Eh ! but 
she was a pretty one ip those days 1 There's none like her, 
now. I think I see her going along the road with her dancing 
tfead, and shaking back her long yellow curls, to give me or 
any other young fellow a saucy word ; no wonder Gilbert was 
taken with her, for all he was grave, and she so merry and 
light. But I began to think she liked him again ; and then 
my blood was all afire. I got to bate him for everything he 
did. Aforetime I had stood by, admiring to see him, how he 
leapt, and what a quoiter and cricketer he was. And now I 
ground my teeth with hatred whene'er he did a thing which 
caught Letty's eye. I could read it in her look that she 
liked him, for all she held herself just as high with him as 
with all the rest. Lord God forgive me ! how I hated that 
man." 

He spoke as if the hatred were a thing of yesterday, so clear 
within bis memory were shown the actions and feelings of his 
youth. And then he dropped his voice, and said — 

"Well! I began to look out to pick a quarrel^ with him, 
for my blood was up to fight him. If I beat him (and I were 
a rare boxer in those days), I thought l^U^ >no>3\«\ tocXvaw^x^ 
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him. ^ one cnrenkig 9t qtiptts:(rtt s«e I don't haaw h^mof 
why, bat large doings gmm ost e€- sbhUI words) I iA ootr wUh 
Wa^ and ^^lalkiiged IriW' to fights I caold sse.lis wtm merf 
wooth by his. ooloiir' eontag ftttd going^-^ad, ai I ssid bdbee, 
hft wow ft fine actlfe young' l^owi %ff ^^2 *"^ *^1B^ ^ *'*** 
iiiL jmd aai* he ironM ■'»«*^ ^z^* Suehi a yeil as- the Undal 
faidsTlirbo were watobfaig tu^ set npii i hear It: yn^ I could 
oaf hdp but fed Sony for hhn, DO- be so scorned, and I thoiqiht 
fae^ not righ% taksa mf nMsaniag; and Fd give him «Docber 
ehanoe ; so I asid it again, and dared hipn, as plain aa wocdi 
eonld speak, to fight ooi the qaarrsL He told ne thei^ be * 
had no qascn^ against ne ; that he in%^ hiete said soiae- 
liiiag to put me up; he did not know tet he Ind, bat that 
if he had, be asked pardoa ; bot that he would not fig^ 
ao*-bQW. 

'*I was so fuU of seora at his cowwrdttness, diat I waa vessd 
I'd given him the second chanoe, and Z joined ia the yidl that 
was set up, twice as bed as before. . He stood it 01^ his teefh 
set, and looldng very whfte^ and when we were silent for want 
of biea^, he said out loud, but in a lioarse voiee^ qoile difibfeat 
from bis own — 

** ' I cannot fight, because I tfainllc h is w rong to qig rrel. and 
use violence.' ~ ~ 

"Then he turned to go away; I were so beside myself with 
scorn and hate, that I called out — 

" ' Tell truth, lad, at least ; if thou dare not fight, dunnot 
go and tell a lie about it. Mother's moppet is afraid of a 
black eye, pretty dear. It shannot be hurt, but it munnot 
tell lies.' 

"Well, they laughed, but I could not laugh. It seemed 
such a thing for a stout young chap to be a coward and 
afraid ! 

"Before the sun bad set, it was talked of all over Lindal, 
how I had challenged Gilbert to fight, and how he'd denied 
me ; and the folks stood at their doors, and looked at him 
going up the hill to his home, as if he'd been a monkey or a 
foreigner — but no one wished him good e'en. _Suchathing 
as refusing to_fight-had. nfiiagr.beea hpard^.3forelg^Ljndal 
Neirt day, however, they had found voice. The men muttered 
the word * coward ' in his hearing, and Icept aloof ; the women 
tittered as be passed, and the Utile impudent lads and lasses 
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shouted out, ' How long is it sin' thou turned Quaker?' • Good- 
bye, Jonathan Broad-brim,' and such-like jests. 

"That evening I met him, with Letty by his side, coming up 
from the shore. She was almost crying as I came upon them 
at the turn of the lane ; and looking up in his face, as if beg' 
ging him something. And so she was, she told me it after. For 
she did really like him; and could not abide to hear him 
scorned by every one for being a coward ; and she, coy as she 
was, all but told him that very night that she loved him, 
and begged him not to disgrace himself, but fight me as I'd 
dared him to. When he still stuck to it he could not, for that 
it was vnrong, she was so vexed and mad-like at the way she'd 
spoken, and the feelings she'd let out to coax him, that she 
said more stinging things about his being a coward than all 
the rest put together (according to what she told me, sir, after- 
wards), and ended by saying she'd never speak to him again, as 
long as she lived ; she did once again, though — ^her blessing 
was the last human speech that reached his ear in his wild 
death-struggle. 

'• But much happened afore that time. From the day I met 
them walking, Letty turned towards me ; I could see a part 
of it was to spite Gilbert, for she'd be twice as kind when he 
was near, or likely to hear of it; but by-and-by she got to 
like me for my own sake, and it was all settled for our marriage. 
Gilbert kept aloof from every one, and fell into a sad, careless 
way. His very gait was changed ; his step used to be brisk 
and sounding, and now his foot lingered heavily on the ground, 
I used to try and daunt him with my eye, but he would always 
meet. my look in a steady,. quiet way, for all so much about 
him was altered ; the lads would not play with him ; and as 
soon as he found he was to be slighted by them whenever he 
came to quoiting or cricket, he just left off coming. 

"The old clerk was the only one he kept company with ; or 
perhaps, rightly to speak, the only one who would keep com- 
pany with him. They got so thick at last, that old Jonas 
would say, Gilbert had gospel on his side, and did no more 
than gospel told him to do ; but we none of us gave much 
credit to what he said, more by token our vicar had a brother, 
a colonel in the army ; and as we threeped it many a time to 
Jonas, would he set himself up to know the gospel better thaxv 
the vicar? that would be putting the cart a.^OT^ >Ocvfe\\cix^^^\^^ 
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tbe lltfichjaiyfiai^' ^Afid if the «iete had thought qnair^liBf 
and fighting wicked, liad again the Bible, wodld be haw made 
so modi work about aH the victorieB, that wemas pleB^ as hiaeii- 
benies at that time of di^, and kept the liltle bdl of Ltadal 
dmicfa for ever rhiging; or would he: have thoogbt so vmoh 
of ' my brother the eokmel/ as he was always talkiiqr on ? 

•• Aft#ir T yfl« w>arned to Letty I le ^ ^*f M^m ^Wt* I 
even k^nd of pitied Mm— he was so seorned and sHi^ited; aa4 
for all he'd a bold look about Mm. as if be were not ashwned, 
beseemed pining and shrank, y s a wewying. tigng to be htpt 
at grm'n leafltt uly y^'^ ^i^^ » and so Gubat fqmA it, poor 
fdlow. Th emTie dbikiipfett xxidk to him, thoogh; tfaef^d be 
round about him Uke a swarm of bees— Uiem as was too youag 
to know what a coward was, and only kUt that he. was ever 
ready to love and to help them, and was never loud or cnMi, 
however naughty they mig^t be. After a while we had om 
little one, too ;. such a blessed darling she was> and deariy did 
we love her; Let^ in espedal, who seemed to get aU die 
thought I used to think sometimes she wanted, afi^ Aq hsd 
her baby to Oare for. 

"AU my kin lived on this side the bay, up above KsBet. 
Jane (that's her that lies buried near *yon white rose-tree) was 
to be married, and nought would serve her but that Letty and 
I must come to the wedding ; for all my sisters loved Letty, 
she had such winning ways with her. Letty did not like to 
leave her baby, nor yet did I want her to take it : so, after a 
talk, we fixed to leave it with Letty 's mother for the afternoon. 
I could see her heart ached a bit, for she'd never left it till then, 
and she seemed to fear all manner of evil, even to the French 
c omin g and taking it away. Well ! we bdrrowed a sbandry. 
and harnessed my old grey mare, as I used in th* cart, and 
set off as grand as King George across the sands about three 
o'clock, for you see it were high-water about twelve, and we'd 
to go and come back same tide, as Letty could not leave her 
baby for long. It were a merry afternoon were that ; last 
time I ever saw Letty laugh heartily; and, for that matter, 
last time I ever laughed downright hearty mjrself. The latest 
crossing-time fell about nine o'clock, and we were late at start' 
ing. Clocks were wrong ; and we'd a piece of work chasing 
a pig father had given Letty to take home ; we bagged him 
at last, and he screeched aud screeched in the back part o' 
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th' shandry, and we laughed and they laughed ; and in the 
midst of all the merriment the sun set, and that sobered us a 
bit, for then we knew what time it was. I whipped the old 
mare, but she was a deal beener than she was in the morning, 
and would neither go quick up nor down the brows, and they're 
not a few 'twixt Kellet and the shore. On the sands it were 
worse. They were very heavy, for the fresh had come down 
after the rains we'd had. Lord ! how I did whip the poor 
mare, to make the most of the red light as yet lasted. You, 
may be, don't know the sands, gentlemen. From Bolton side, 
where we started from, it is better than six mile to Cart Lane, 
and two channels to cross, let alone holes and quicksands. 
At the second channel from us the guide waits, all during cross- 
ing-time from sunrise to sunset ; but for the three hours on 
each side high-water he's not there, in course. He stays after 
sunset if he's forespoken, not else. So now you know where 
we were that awful night. For we'd crossed the first channel 
about two mile, and it were growing darker and darker above 
and around us, all but one red line of light above the hills, 
when we came to a hollow (for all the sands look so flat, there's 
many a hollow in them where you lose all sight of the shore). 
We were longer than we should ha' been in crossing the hollow, 
the sand was so quick; and when we came up again, there, 
again the blackness, was the white line of the nishing tide 
coming up the bay 1 It looked not a mile from us ; and when 
the wind blows up the bay it comes swifter than a galloping 
horse. ' Lord help us ! ' said I ; and then I were sorry I'd 
spoken, to frighten Letty ; but the words were crushed out 
of my heart by the terror. I felt her shiver up by my side, 
and clutch my coat. And as if the pig (as bad screeched 
himself hoarse some time ago) had found out the danger we 
were all in, be took to squealing again, enough to bewilder 
any man. I cursed him between my teeth for his noise ; and 
yet it was God's answer to my prayer, blind sinner as I was. 
Ay ! you may smile, sir, but God can work through many a 
scornful thing, if need be. 

"By this time the mare was all in a lather, and trembling 
and panting, as if in mortal fright ; for though we were on 
the last bank afore the second channel, the water was 
gathering up her legs ; and she so tired out ! Wtve.\\ ^^ 
came close to the channel she stood sX\V\, acv^ tvoV 2^ tco] 
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^book in « ternU» 4{iiadiiiqr 9m|s 191 jmw Lietif Ind aot 
spoken : w&g beld nqr coat tf^^t^ I iMtrd licr taj mato^ 
tbh^, «Bd bent dovAiny headL 

"And tfam Ae «ent itp sneb n crf-"«o looC amd ifarii, 
and pitiiull H fiMy maddened ne. I pUfiBd <iMt nqr Inife 
to jipor OK tke nU nwnr fhat it ni|^ end an^ mm§ or Ihe 
otber, Hoc- the urater uns -steafing anUan^ 19 toi Hm ip^ 
aada-taee, let jdone ihe wliHe iwma dnt JEOflsr »» nHnf in 
tiudr steady aAvwMe; ISnt one qnaelec af -an baoir <«« 
SMmed as laag^ as all aof life sinoe. Hooi^ta mid iniGin, 
nnd 'dmaBBf and awflSHUv. xan snto* *aai^B' flwief» . jmMI afia^j 
the iiea?y miik, Ihat was ilike » ^g^iast^ femtalak ^battbtg as 
in for death, secaaed to staring ^wiiii It Hha aoentt «£ Ae 
flowers ^SoaSi fi^w aroeand -aur aoan.'titfeBlMd^ ^ nll|g^. fee^ 
to it ^ras faffing n» :thBBi. like UeflMi dew, tinofi^ 4a as 
it was a ^dmod. liettjr told aae atistee, iba Inaid te 
babjr crfing fxx iier, afbow the gui|^u]|g k>f tediiav aniHS. 
as plain as «ver she heard, nnirtidag? Iiot ihe aeaihiidf 
wese sktrKng, and ihe pig ahrieMng; I neaer anq^ l|$it 
was miles awajjTr many sate. ^ 

"Just as I'd gotten my kaifie oizt, another sonnd was ckse 
upon us, blending with the gurgle of the near waters, and 
the roar of the distant (not so distant though) ; we could 
hardly see, but we thought we saw something black against 
the deep lead coloiu* of wave, and mist, and sky. It neared 
and neared : with slow, steady motion, it came across the 
channel right to where we were. 

" Ob, God ! it was Gilbert Dawson on his strong bay 
horse. 

" Few words did we speak, and little time had we to say 
them in. I had no knowledge at that moment of past or 
future — only of one present thought — how to save Letty, 
and, if I could, myself. I only remembered afterwards that 
Gilbert said he had been guided by an animal's shndc of 
terror; I only heard, when all was over, that he had been 
uneasy about our return, because of the depth of fresh, and 
had borrowed a pillion, and saddled his horse early in the 
evening, and ridden down to Cart Lane to watch for ns. If 
all had gone well, we should ne'er have heard of it. As 
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it was, old Jonas told it, the tears down-dropping from his 
withered cheeks. 

"We fastened his horse to the shandry. We lifted Letty 
to the pillion. The waters rose every instant with sullen 
sound. They were all but in the shaudry. Letty clung to 
the pillion handles, but drooped her head as if she had yet 
no hope of life. Swifter than thought (and yet be might 
ha ve had time .for thought and for temptation, sir— if he 
had ridden off with Letty, he would have been saved, not 
me), Gilbert was in the shandry by my side. 

" ' Quick ! ' said he, clear and firm. ' You must ride before 
her, and keep her up. The horse can swim. By God's 
mercy I will follow. I can cut the traces, and if the mare 
is not hampered with the shandry, she'll carry me safely 
through. At any rate, you are a husband and a father. 
No one cares for me.' 

" Do not hate me, gentlemen. I often wish that night 
was a dream. It has haunted my sleep ever since like a 
dream, and yet it was no dream. I took his place on the 
saddle, and put Letty's arms around me, and felt her head 
rest on my shoulder. I trust in God I spoke some word of 
thanks ; but I can't remember. I only recollect Letty raising 
her head, and calling out — 

" • God bless you, Gilbert Dawson, for saving my baby 
from being an or^an this night' And then she fell against 
me, as if unconscious. 

*'I bore her through; or, rather, the strong horse swam 
bravely through the gathering waves. We were dripping 
wet when we reached the banks in-shore ; but we could 
have but one thought — where was Gilbert? Thick mists and 
heaving waters compassed us round. Where was he? We 
shouted. Letty, faint as she was, raised her voice and 
shouted clear and shrill. No answer came, the sea boomed 
on with ceaseless sullen beat. I rode to the guide's house. 
He was a-bed, and would not get up, though I offered him 
more than I was worth. Perhaps he knew it, the cursed old 
villain! At any rate, I'd have paid it if I'd toiled my life 
long. He said I might take his horn and welcome. I did, 
and blew such a blast through the still, black night, the echoes 
came back upon the heavy air : but no human voice or sound 
was heard — that wild blast could not av^aVLCTv \}tt^ ^«5A\ 
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I took heUf hone to lier bofaf, o«er iviioai she wept the. 
Hvdoiig night I xode bode to the shore about Cart Lane; 
and to and ftb, with weary niansh,dkl I- pace aloog the 
brink d the i^vters, now and then shontiog oat Into the 
silence a vain ciy for Gilbert- The waters went bade and 
left no trace. Two days afterwards be was wa^ed adiore 
near Flnkeborough. liie shandry and poor old mate were 
found half-buried in a heap of sand by AsnaSds Knot As 
far as we coold gness, he Imd dropped his Jo^fe while trying 
to cut the traces, and so had lost all chance of Me. Any 
rate, the knife was found in a deft of the shaft* 
. ** His friends came ovi^ from Gaistaag to his funeral I 
wanted to go diief moomer, but it was not xtiy light, and I 
might not; though I've never done mourning him to this 
day. When his sister packed up his things, I begged hard 
for something that had been his. She would give me none 
of his clothes (she was a r^t<town saving woman), as she 
had boys of bar own, who might grow up into thcan. But 
she ^aB» me his Kl>le, as she said they'd gottmi one aheady, 
and his were but a poor used-up thing. It was his, and so I 
cared for it It were a blade leather one,' with pockets at 
the sides, old-fashioned-wise ; and in one were a bunch of wild 
flowers, Lettv said she could almost be sure were some she 
had once given him. 

" There were many a text in the Gospel, marked broad with 
his carpentgj::!s pencil, which more than bore him out in his 
refusal to fight. Of a surety, sir, there's call enoug h for 
bravery in the servi^ce of God, and tcT ShD\r1ovejo nian7 with- 
out quarrelling and fighting, 

"^^TTiank you, gentlemen, for listening to me. Your words 
called up the thoughts of him, and my heart was full to speak- 
ing. But I must make up ; I've to dig a grave for a little child, 
who is to be buried to-morrow morning, just when his play- 
mates are trooping off to school." 

*• But tell us of Letty ; is she yet alive?" asked Jeremy. 

The old man shook his head, and struggled against a choking 
sigh. After a minute's pause he said — 

"She died in less than two year at after that night. She 
Was never like the same again. She would sit thinking, on 
Gilbert, I guessed : but I could not blame her. We had a 
bov, and we named il GWben D^wsou Knipe ; he that's 
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stoker on the London railway. Our girl was carried ofT in 
teething ; and Letty just quietly drooped, and died in less 
than a six week. They were buried here ; so I came to be 
near them, and away from Lindal, a place I could never abide 
after Letty was gone." 

He turned to his work, and we, having rested sufficiently, 
rose up, and came away. 



THE END. 
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